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This is a story that I wrote about a year ago for a lady friend of mine. She was in a failing marriage and needed a little cheering up. Judi (not her real name) is a 35-year-old woman with short brown hair and brown eyes. Her skin tone is the natural tan of a Mediterranean background. She still has gorgeous breasts with large brown nipples (I suppose you are wondering how I know that-that's a story for another time). Her ass is a perfect ten in my opinion and commands stares whenever she wears those tight white short shorts (she will blush at me saying that).
Judi's fantasy was always to meet a handsome black man that could dominate her. I wrote the story with that in mind. Since the story was originally written, Judi has found the man of her dreams. She now knows that sometimes fantasies do come true. She is still married and believes that she has the best of all worlds. Judi agreed to let me publish this story with the hope that other women will have the courage to live their dream. I intend to edit each chapter (there are quite a few) to bring the fantasy and her reality closer together. If I receive positive feedback, I will continue to post. - Gary
* * * * *
When Judi left for work that morning, it seemed like it was going to be just another early fall day. What she didn't know was that this would be a day like no other, a day that would change her life forever. Her mind was occupied with personal issues as she drove to work. Her relationship with her husband Don had been going down hill for some time. It might have started when Don had lost his job several years ago. Then again it was probably before that. Maybe it was the time she had found out that Don was sterile and had hid it from her.
Don and Judi had married when Judi was 18 and Don was 28. They, or at least she, had wanted children very badly. Don had seemed less committed and now Judi knew why. Despite Don's knowledge of being sterile, he continued to lead Judi on, letting her think she could have children if they just tried harder. Judi was now 35 and her biological clock was ticking. Now she feared that the clock would run out without her ever having a child to love and raise.
At least Judi had a good job, bringing in a great income. That's what the fight last night had been about. It had been two years, plenty of time to find a job, but Don was content to stay home and do nothing.
Judi's growing anger had been at least partially responsible for what had happened. She had been distracted and had forgotten to place a large order for the recycling equipment her company produced. Now the company was in jeopardy of losing their biggest account.
Judi had worked for Derrick Enterprises for seven years. She liked her job and was paid a very good salary in addition to commission. Derrick, her boss and owner, was tough but fair. He had treated her well, and now she had let him down. If they lost the account it could bankrupt the company.
Derrick had been very upset with Judi and had scheduled a session this afternoon.
Judi worried all day and night that she would lose her job. Then she thought, "no, Derrick liked her and she liked him". If the truth were known Judi had had a crush on him for years.
He was a tall, handsome and muscular man of 38 that radiated an animal magnetism. He was also one of the few African Americans Judi had ever known personally.
Derrick's company had been started from scratch, growing to a multi-million dollar firm in about ten years. They sold recycling equipment to businesses that needed to recover raw materials. Derrick was partial to black companies and tried to do business with them anytime possible.
Until Judi had come to work for Derrick Enterprises, she had very little contact with black people, growing up in a white upper middle class community. She had never been prejudice but Don, on the other hand, was a borderline racist. He hated that Judi worked for Derrick's company but the money Judi brought home overcame his racism. That didn't stop him from bad mouthing the company, and specifically Derrick, every chance he got.
Judi had always felt guilty about her crush on Derrick, yet she had never really done anything to be ashamed of. Yes, there were those times when their hands touched and a shock ran through her, and there was that kiss last New Years Eve. Judi still trembled when her mind would drift back to that night.
It was a party at his house. They had walked outside to get fresh air. Several minutes before midnight, Derrick had grabbed her and kissed her. Instead of pushing him away, Judi had melted into him as his lips covered hers. She had almost passed out when she felt his tongue enter her mouth. His large hands had slid down the open back of gown, all the way to her ass. When he let her go and silently walked back into the house, Judi almost collapsed. Judi found that her panties were sopping wet when she went to the bathroom.
Not much had happened after that. Once, she had felt his hand brush her breast as they worked together on a project, but that must have been an accident. Another time she saw him look up her skirt as she sat in front of his desk. Still there were no overt moves by Derrick and he seemed to be happily married. She had seen him smile several time's as she blushed when she was caught looking at his crotch. It was obvious that what they said about black men was true in his case; it did appear that he had a very large penis.
Judi looked at the clock a hundred times thinking this day would never end. She was worried about her four o'clock meeting but also excited about seeing Derrick. Things had been so busy lately that she had not had a lot of close contact with him over the past several weeks. She almost jumped when she heard the clock on the wall chime four times. She picked up a pad of paper and hurriedly walked to Derrick's large office. He was the phone when she entered. With a wave of the hand, he indicated that she should sit down. Nervously she waited as Derrick talked quietly to someone. It sounded like he was talking to her client but she couldn't be sure.
Finally, when the conversation ended, she could see that Derrick was very unhappy. He didn't say anything for several minutes, just stared at her. Judi could almost hear her heart beating. The clock on the wall ticked loudly in the otherwise silent room. When he spoke, Judi almost jumped out of her seat.
"Judi, do you know what you have done to my company?" he asked sternly, not letting her answer before going on. "You may have put me out of business. Your gross oversight has caused J & R to cancel all future orders, costing this company millions of dollars in income."
There was silence again in the room as Judi's tears began to fall.
"I should fire you right now," Derrick said.
"Please don't Derrick, I am so sorry, it was only an oversight, and I promise that it will never happen again," Judi cried.
"It's too late for apologies, the damage is done," Derrick replied.
"I can't afford to lose my job, you know Don hasn't worked for years. Please, what can I do?" Judi pleaded.
"Well, I should fire you and I may still do it, but James and his brother Reggie have agreed to see us in their office tomorrow," Derrick said. "Even if I keep the business, I am not sure I can trust you anymore."
"I have never made a mistake like that before, and I promise it will never happen again, what else can I do?" Judi pleaded.
"All right you have apologized already, we will go to see J & R tomorrow but I am very angry with you and I need to get that anger out of me," Derrick said. "If you are going to continue to work for me, there are going to be conditions."
"What conditions, I'll do anything," Judi said, feeling some relief.
Derrick got up from his chair and walked around to lean against the desk directly in front of Judi. Judi opened her mouth to say something when her eyes fell on the crotch of Derrick's slacks. Her face began to flush as she saw the familiar bulge in her boss's pants. She had never been this close to "it" before. Her mind went blank as her eyes focused on the object before her.
"Judi, I am going to tell you to do something and you can refuse. If you do, I want you to have your desk cleaned out by the end of the day and I never want to see you again. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I...I, guess so," Judi said, refusing to look into Derrick's eyes.
"Take my cock out of my pants," Derrick said.
Judi sat there stunned, thinking she had heard wrong.
"Pardon me?" Judi said.
"You heard me, I said take my cock out of my pants--now!" Derrick repeated louder.
"What? You can't be serious Derrick, what are you saying?" Judi gasped.
"You have ten seconds to obey or I want you out of here."
Judi had never heard him talk this way. She knew he could be dominant with his employees but she had never seen that side of him. She sat there as the seconds ticked by, considering her alternatives. There really were none, so with her head spinning, her hands slowly reached up to her boss's zipper and with shaking fingers, she began to pull it down. She saw the bulge in his pants begin to grow. The zipper's rasp, the clock on the wall and Judi's increased breathing were the only sounds in the room.

"Take it out!" Derrick's booming voice broke the silence.
Slowly Judi reached in and found that Derrick wore no underwear. When her hand touched his growing erection she gasped and started to pull back.
"You had better hurry or you will never get it out," Derrick said with some amusement in his voice.
Judi's breath quickened as her hand wrapped around his black cock. With some difficulty, she pulled his large cock out through the impossible small hole in his pants. Judi's heart almost stopped as she came face to face with the largest cock she could ever imagine. Her hand could not fit around it and his cock wasn't fully erect. It must have been 10 inches; in fact it was 10 1/2 inches.
Judi jumped suddenly when she heard "Suck it!" As if in a trance, Judi brought her lips forward the few inches necessary to touch the large head of his black cock to her lips. Judi had sucked cock before, but it had been years. Don didn't care for oral sex; in fact, he didn't seem to care for sex at all.
Judi felt Derrick's cock harden more and the large slit open to allow a clear liquid to begin to stream out. Her lips opened as wide as possible to take the head into her mouth. Judi began to suck the swollen crown as she heard Derrick moan.
"Yes," he said, "suck it, suck that black cock with those pretty white lips. You like my black cock don't you slut. I've seen you look at it. Admit it, you have wanted to suck my dick for years haven't you bitch?"
Judi was surprised to hear the language Derrick was using. He very seldom used profanity around the office. It secretly thrilled her when he called her slut and bitch. Almost unconsciously Judi began to suck harder.
Derrick reached down and placed his hands on Judi's covered breasts. Suddenly Judi moaned and almost bit down on his cock. Derrick had her nipples in his large fingers and had begun to squeeze hard. Judi screamed then moaned around his dick as he mauled her nipples. The pain was excruciating, yet Judi didn't pull away, encouraging Derrick.
Judi groaned as she heard her blouse rip when Derrick roughly pulled it apart. Then her bra was ripped from her breasts. Derrick's rough hands now began to twist and pinch her bare nipples. The pleasure/pain caused Judi to begin to moan steadily around the now fully erect cock. The harder Derrick was on her breasts, the harder she sucked. Suddenly she felt Derrick push her away. She let go of his cock with reluctance.
"Over the desk bitch," Derrick ordered.
Judi quickly got up without protest and bent herself over the desk. Her emotions were out of control. She couldn't stop what was happening even if she was not going to lose her job. She submissively bent over the desk until her bare tits touched the cold wood. Her now aching tits felt some relief as Derrick worked to push her skirt above her waist. He quickly ripped her pantyhose to shreds.
"I don't ever want to see you in here with either a bra, panties or pantyhose on, do you understand?" Derrick said in a commanding voice.
"Yes sir," Judi said in a whisper.
"Smack! Smack! Smack!" The sound rang out as Derrick brought his large hand down on Judi's quivering ass.
"Oh God, ouch, please," Judi yelled as she felt Derrick's strong hand hit her ass with several blows.
"What?" he yelled. "I can't hear your answer," he said and brought his hand down several more times. "Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!"
"Yes sir," Judi said louder.
"I think you might need some more encouragement," Derrick said as he backed away and removed his belt. "Don't move or it will be far worse."
Derrick brought the belt up high and then down. "Whack! Whack!" The belt flew through the air and landed on Judi's ass like a gunshot.
"Oh, my God!" Judi screamed in pain.
Again the belt flew, hitting Judi's bare ass time and again. Each hit brought a red welt to the surface of her tender ass cheeks. Derrick's arm moved with lightening speed, giving Judi no time to recover as she gasped for breath.
"That's for screwing up my business."
"Whack! Whack!" The belt struck again and again.
"That's because you are my bitch now." Derrick used the belt like a master, moving up and down Judi's exposed ass, causing her ass to swell and turn red and then a darker shade of blue.
Strangely, Judi stopped screaming and began to moan as Derrick worked over her tender ass. A masochistic feeling came over her as her mind began to conclude that she needed this. Then she felt with astonishment that her pussy juice had begun to run down her legs.
Finally, Derrick tired and threw the belt down; his anger had turned to lust. He looked down to see Judi's swollen ass moving back and forth in pain and excitement. He reached forward and roughly spread Judi's red cheeks.
Judi moaned as his large hands squeezed and pulled her sore ass. Yet, Judi did not try to move away. She gasped as she felt Derrick move the large dripping head of his cock to her swollen pussy lips.
"Please, I'm not on the pill, use a rubber," Judi pleaded in vain knowing that she was about to be fucked.
"I don't use no rubbers when I fuck," Derrick sneered, "especially on a bitch that might cost me my business."
Judi moaned in surrender as she felt Derrick's large cock begin to open her dripping pussy lips. It felt like a baseball bat was being shoved into her. In fact, Derrick's cock was the size of the handle of a baseball bat. Judi's breath caught in her throat as she felt the giant head force through her little used pussy. She spread her legs out to try and make it easier.
"That's it cunt, spread those legs, take that big black cock deep into your white cunt. I'll bet you have never had a black dick before, have you? In fact, I'm sure of it, your cunt is too tight. God, it feels like you're going to take the skin right off my dick," Derrick moaned as he moved slowly forward.
Judi couldn't cry out anymore, her breathing was too heavy. She felt Derrick's large cock press further and further into her. Her mind was delirious as she took her first black cock. Her head pulled up and a scream came from her lips as she felt Derrick reach under her and began to roughly squeeze her breasts again. The multiple stimulation of her ass, his cock and her breasts took her over the top. Judi began to climax. She even pushed back causing Derrick to moan as most of his cock buried in Judi's tight cunt.
"Oh God, Derrick, please...oh yes, oh I can't take anymore. I'm...I'm going to oh yes ahhhhhh!!! Judi's body shuttered in pleasure as Derrick's long cock hit bottom.
Judi was still climaxing as Derrick began to pull out and quickly push back in. Judi had never felt anything like it. Derrick began a steady in and out motion, bringing Judi to the top again. Derrick was a master at fucking, using his big cock like a baton to bring Judi to climax after climax.
Derrick fucked Judi for over an hour before she felt him tense and moan. She could feel it; she could feel his sperm shoot into her ravaged cunt. The reality of this black man dumping his sperm into her unprotected pussy hit Judi, but instead of dread, she began to climax again. Her body tensed and she felt her pussy spasm around the big black cock that was pouring sperm into her. Judi could feel her pussy overflow with sperm and pussy juice. She could almost feel the sperm move down Derricks cock and into her. Finally, she felt Derrick collapse onto her back, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath but he did not pull out. Several minutes later, Judi felt Derrick begin to move his still hard cock in and out of her flowing pussy.
It was dark outside when Derrick finally pulled his softening cock from Judi's abused pussy. He had climaxed twice without ever pulling out of her. Judi could feel his sperm coating her thighs and running out of her stretched hole. Derrick backed away and sat exhausted in the chair behind her.
Judi slid off the desk and turned around on her knees. Derrick had his head back and his eyes closed. Judi could see his cum and her pussy juice coating his cock which was lying on his pants. The front of his slacks was a mess with both of their juices. Without a word, Judi leaned forward and took his large soft cock in her mouth. Had Judi looked up she would have seen Derrick staring down at her with a smile on his face. She lovingly cleaned all traces of his sperm and her juice from his cock before putting it back in his pants.
Judi didn't expect Derrick to be tender with her but she was surprised as he leaned forward and brought his lips to hers. It was the first kiss they had shared since that New Years Eve party. His lips and tongue slowly caressed her mouth, much like a lover. Judi's heart began to race again as their tongues dueled. When Derrick pulled away, he was the boss again, but there was softness in his eyes.
"You had better get home, your husband will be worried," Derrick said with some concern.
Judi started to respond that her husband wouldn't care but thought better of it and just nodded. She gathered her cloths while trying to hold her torn blouse to her bare tits.
As she started to leave, Derrick said "Remember what I told you, no panties or bra and make sure you wear a short skirt tomorrow. By the way, shave the hair off your pussy." There was a slight smile on his lips as he turned and picked up the phone.
Fortunately there was no one left in the office as Judi made her way to the elevator. As she sat in the car, her sore ass brought the reality of what had happened back to her. She could feel her tender breasts under her open blouse. More importantly, she felt Derrick's potent sperm continue to run out of her fertile pussy. Judi started the car and drove home in a daze. She was worried about a lot of things: how would she get in the house without being seen, what would she say to Don, would she get pregnant?
As she shuttered at these thoughts, a peace came over her. She had gotten what she deserved, she had been punished for screwing up and now she could let it go, even if the punishment probably wasn't over yet. There was a strange satisfaction in letting herself be taken the way Derrick had done it. She had always been the one in control, now that was taken from her.
As she got out of the car and walked into the foyer of her house, a very strange thing happened, Judi felt more cum drip from her pussy to the floor and as she tried to squeeze her pussy lips closed, her pussy began to spasm. Then she felt her tits and ass throb. My God she thought Dan could see me standing here half naked dripping a black man's sperm on the floor. She shuttered and began to climax again, right there in her entrance way. It was so strong that she had to lean against the wall. Her legs gave out and she slid to the floor, shaking with pleasure. When she recovered enough to be worried again, she realized that it was Don's poker night with the boys. She was strangely disappointed.



To Be Continued...
* * * * *
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Don was in bed beside Judi when she got up in the morning. She had not heard him come in so it must have been very late. She quietly got up, hoping not to wake him, and walked quickly to the bathroom, her still wet pussy squishing with each step.
Judi had worn a nightgown so as to hide the marks on her breast and ass in case Don was up before her. When she took it off in front of the full-length bathroom mirror she let out a gasp. Her tits had black and blue pinch marks all over them. When she turned around she saw that her ass also had black and blue belt marks over most of the surface. Fortunately the redness was gone. She felt a little shiver run through her as she remembered how all those marks got there.
Judi's emotions were in turmoil; she had cheated on her husband and worse she had let him cum in her unprotected pussy. She consoled herself with the fact that she really had no choice; she either submitted or she lost her job!
As Judi stepped into the shower, she remembered Derrick's order's about shaving. She got out and used a pair of scissors to trim her bush. When got back in the shower she lathered her pussy and then with some hesitation shaved off all her pussy hair. When she had dried off, she sat down to put cream on her legs. As she opened her legs she could not hold back a little moan. Her normally hair covered pussy was spread wide, her puffy inner lips exposed. She forced herself not to touch her pussy for fear she would climax.
Judi fixed her hair and makeup then she went to the closet to find something to wear. For a while she was frustrated, it seemed that nothing met her needs. Then she found an old blue skirt with matching jacket that had been too short and two tight several years ago. She squeezed into the skirt and put on a white blouse over her bare breasts. She found a pair of thigh high nylons in the back of a dresser drawer. The jacket still fit and covered her braless breasts from view. The skirt was so tight that if she had worn panties they would have shown through. As it was, the bands of her nylons left a seam on her thighs. Judi thought she looked like a tramp.
When she left the house to go to the car, she felt the cool fall breeze blow up her skirt and over her bare pussy, a reminder that she was practically naked. A shiver ran through her causing her nipples to harden and push through the thin blouse.
As she drove to work she found herself strangely excited and very nervous. She had a feeling that this day would be a turning point in her life. What happened yesterday seemed so much like a dream now. She couldn't believe that after so many years of being the very proper wife, she was driving to work naked under her skirt and blouse. Then there was her reaction to Derrick. It was one thing that Derrick had punished her but quite another that she had enjoyed it and had even participated by sucking his cock clean afterwards without being ordered to.
Derrick was all business when she met him at his office. "We are due at J &R's at 9:30. I will meet you at the car at 9:15," he said as he hurried off to handle some minor emergency.
Judi was waiting at his Mercedes at 9:15 when he arrived. She felt positively naked standing there with no underwear on. Derrick opened the door for her and she slid in, trying vainly to keep her legs together. She saw Derrick look at her spread thighs and felt a little thrill run through her in spite of her outward attempt at modesty.
When he got in he turned to her with a smile and said, "I see you obeyed my orders, good." Then he reached over and placed his black hand high on Judi's thigh and slid it possessively under her skirt were the thigh highs ended and flesh began.
They drove in silence until they reached J &R's offices, Derrick's hand never leaving her leg. Derrick walked around and opened the door for Judi. He watched again as his new lover turned and got out, unable to keep her short from riding high enough to see her charms. He saw her face turn red as their eyes met.
"Judi, I want you to be very nice to James and Reggie," Derrick said as they walked into the building.
"What do you me by very nice?" Judi asked with concern in her voice.
Derrick stopped and turned to Judi. "I guess I have to explain it to you. I want you to sit carelessly and let them see your thighs or maybe even your pussy. I want you to make sure that they know that you are not wearing a bra. I want you to flirt with them and I want you to distract them while I try to convince them to leave their business with me. Do you understand that?"
"I guess," Judi shuddered, her heart beginning to pound in her chest.
Derrick and Judi were ushered into James and Reggie's office suite. There were several executive offices surrounding a lounge area. Judi and Derrick were given a seat on a sofa. Almost as soon as they were seated, Reggie and James came into the room. Both Judi and Derrick stood and shook their hands. An attractive blond woman came in and placed a pot of coffee and cups on the coffee table between them.
Judi knew both men fairly well but Derrick knew them better. Both were attractive, young African American businessmen. They were brothers and looked a lot alike, even though James was 32 and Derrick was 27. Judi had always been impressed with their impeccable dress and manners.
Reggie and James sat in plush chairs across from Judi and Derrick. "Well Derrick, it seems that we still have a big problem," James said picking up a cup of coffee. "You know how important that equipment is to us this time of the year. We are going to lose a lot of business because of your error."
"Yes, I realize that but we have been doing business for a long, long time and have never let you down before," Derrick countered.
"We appreciate our previous business relationship but that does not help us get the job done."
Judi sat silently for several minutes then carelessly crossed her legs, giving anyone watching an eye full. She saw that Reggie got a good look but James was busy explaining his position. Several minutes later, Judi said she was hot and took off her jacket.
This time neither man missed the fact that Judi's braless tits could be seen through her thin white blouse. She felt her nipples harden immediately as the eyes of the two young black men went right to her tits.
James stopped in mid sentence and Reggie almost drooled. James did his best to re-focus on the business issue but lost his train of thought when Judi slowly opened her legs wide as she reached for her cup of coffee.
Judi smiled to herself, suddenly enjoying the effect she was having on these two young men.
Derrick was ecstatic and took the upper hand in the contract discussion. "Gentlemen, you know that you cannot get better equipment from anyone else. Besides, we have all your specs and can produce the equipment faster than all of our competitors," Derrick said watching the eyes of his business clients as they focused on Judi.
After several hours of bantering back and forth, they finally came to an understanding. Derrick would basically give J & R Enterprises a 25% discount on the equipment, virtually eliminating his profit. He would also guarantee delivery of the equipment in two months. The agreement would guarantee that Derrick got their future business and therefore save his company.
"All right, fine, we surrender," James said, raising his hands in concession. "However, there is one more detail before I agree to these terms. Can we talk in private for a minute?"
The three men excused themselves and went into James's office, closing the door half way.
Judi was left sitting nervously on the sofa. She could hear the men talking then arguing back and forth. She really couldn't hear what it was that they were arguing about but she had a feeling that it involved her.
When the men came out a half hour later, Derrick looked worried. He motioned for Judi to join him in the office as James and Reggie went back to their chairs.
"Judi, Reggie, James and I have come to the final terms on this deal. It is a good deal for them and will save my company," Derrick told her.
"That's wonderful!" Judi responded enthusiastically.
"Not so fast, there are conditions," Derrick responded, clearly uncomfortable. "You realize that you caused this situation," he continued, "and we wouldn't be here if you had done your job."
"Yes I know," Judi said lowering her head.
"Well, you're part of the deal," Derrick said nervously.
"What does that mean?" Judi asked in an excited whisper, trying to keep her voice calm.
"It means, that I have agreed that you will spend the rest of the day with them, doing whatever they want. I will pick you up at 5 P.M."
"You mean like work stuff?" Judi said hopefully, dreading Derrick's answer.
"Don't act stupid," Derrick said angrily. "They want to fuck you!"
"I can't and I won't!" Judi said too loudly. "You can tell them I quit. I won't humiliate myself like that for anyone. I'm a married woman."
"Well, you're one married woman that sucked and fucked this black man yesterday," Derrick responded, immediately sorry for his outburst.
"That was different," Judi said quietly her face coloring.
"Maybe, but you still owe me and if you don't do this, I am through and you are out of a job," Derrick said in a softer tone.
Judi was trapped again and she knew it. They were silence for several minutes. Judi could almost hear her heart pounding in her chest. "What do I have to do?" Judi asked in resignation.
"Anything they want but with several conditions that you don't need to know about," Derrick said.
"All right," Judi whispered in surrender, her body shaking.
As they walked back into the room, Derrick forced a smile. Judi had her head down, her face red with embarrassment.
"All right guys, I will be back at 5 P.M., and don't forget the conditions," Derrick warned.
"Yea, sure," Reggie said with wide smile on his face.
Judi watched Derrick leave with a feeling of excitement and dread.
The door was barely closed when Reggie said, "Okay white lady, strip!"
Judi thought of refusing for a second, then with shaking hands began to unbutton her blouse. She tried not to look at either man but she could feel their eyes on her heaving breasts as she stripped her blouse from her body. She quickly unsnapped her tight skirt and stepped out of it and laid it on the table. Now she stood naked except for her nylons and heels, leaving her naked body exposed to the two leering men. She started to take her nylons off.
"Leave them on, they make you look very sexy," James said clearly excited.
"Get up on the coffee table on your knees, we have a treat for you," Reggie said.
Judi did not move right away, her face a mask of confusion.
"Oh the table white bitch," James ordered in a booming voice.
Judi self-consciously climbed onto the coffee table and onto her knees.
"Put your hands behind your head and don't move if you know what's good for you," Reggie said in a menacing tone.
Judi knelt in fear, her eyes closed as the two men walked around her, admiring her body. Much to her horror she could feel her pussy began to moisten and the fat inner lips begin to pulse with excitement.
James left the room and returned with something in his hand. "Here you do one, I'll do the other," James said.
Judi opened her eyes but she couldn't really see what he was referring to until Reggie reached forward. She gasped when she saw that he had what looked like a plastic clothespin squeezed open in his hand. Judi tried to pull back as Reggie reached forward and grasped her nipple and pulled her back. He quickly attached the cloths pin to the now swollen nipple. Judi moaned in pain, her hands coming from behind her head in a reflex action.
"Shut up lady or we will have to gag you," James said seriously. "Put your hands back behind your head like we told you."
Judi put her shaking hands behind her head shivering from the excruciating pain of the clothespin on one nipple. She moaned again as James placed the second clothespin on the other nipple. Now the pain was shooting through both nipples causing Judi to bend forward.
"Kneel straight," one of them said.
Judi's eyes were blurring so she couldn't see which one had spoken, but she straightened up. Her body began to tremble; the pins seemed to be squeezing ever tighter causing her nipples to throb.
James and Reggie moved back and sat in their chairs watching Judi's reaction.
"Please, why are you doing this to me?" Judi pleaded. "I'll fuck you and suck you, you don't have to torture me," Judi said through tears.
Neither man said anything, they just watched with smiles on their faces.
Soon, the pain was radiating through her breasts and down her body. Little shock waves began to cause Judi to tremble. They seemed to radiate right to her pussy. Gradually, the pain lessened and something else took over. God, Judi thought, this can't be happening, I'm getting excited. Judi could feel the excitement begin to pulse through her. Mortified, she felt her pussy begin to drip juice onto her thigh and down her leg.
"See, I told you!" Reggie said looking at James.
"I'll be dammed, you know your women brother," James responded.
Judi didn't hear them, she was in a new world, a world where pain blends to pleasure and back again. Unconsciously Judi began to move her hips back and forth as her pussy began to throb with little tremors. Each throb of her nipples sent an electric shock directly to her pussy lips. Then incredibly, Judi began to climax, her body shaking like a leaf, whimpers coming from her lips. Judi shook with a climax like she had never felt before. It seemed to go on and on, switching between her pussy and her tits.
"Wow would you look at that," James said as he watched this sexy white woman shiver in climax.
Judi tried desperately to maintain her balance but it was no use. She must have blacked out for a moment or two because the next thing she knew she was on the sofa with Reggie sucking her tender tits and James kissing her open thighs. She let out a loud moan as James's lips reached her very wet and swollen pussy, his tongue pushing into her dripping hole.
The sensation of having both ends worked on at the same time was overwhelming to Judi. Her hips bucked up to meet James's large tongue as she moaned in pleasure. She grabbed Reggie's head and pulled him to her tits. She began to climax again, her whole body a mass of sensation.
"Oh God, oh God, oh...oh...oh...please," Judi moaned incoherently.
Even before her climax was done, Judi felt something touching her mouth. She opened her eyes to see that it was Reggie's large black cock. She automatically sucked the head in without hesitation as James mounted her between her legs. He began to slowly force his cock into her wet pussy. Judi screamed around Reggie's cock as James moved inch-by-inch deep into her. Very soon James was balls deep in her pussy, his rough pubic hair pressing to the soft and smooth skin of her shaved pussy.
The room was filled with the sucking and slapping sounds of sex. Soon, Judi felt Reggie begin to tense. She tried to pull away but he grabbed her head. She had never in her life swallowed sperm. As Reggie began to cum Judi had to swallow in self-defense. He poured squirt after squirt of his thick sperm into her mouth forcing her to swallow it all. She then heard James moan and begin to hump faster. She realized with panic that he was about to cum in her. Strangely, just as he was about to cum, he pulled out and squirted a thick stream of white juice all the way up to her tits, splattering the nipple of one breast before running down the side. Then another blast hit her other breast like a fire hose. By the time he was done, Judi's breasts and stomach were covered in sperm.
Both men finally fell back in exhaustion.
"Damn that was good," Reggie said and held up his hand to his brother for a high five.
Judi laid there in embarrassment, her mouth tasting of sperm and tits covered. Finally one of the brothers gave her a towel to clean off with then he pulled her to her feet and led her to James's desk. She was made to lean over the desk with her feet on the floor. Her hands were bound by rope to the front legs of the desk; her legs were spread and bound to the back legs of the desk.
James moved in front of Judi until his hard cock was even with her mouth. "Suck," he ordered.
Judi sucked it in immediately without hesitation. Suddenly she gasped around James's cock when she felt Reggie bring his cock to her asshole.
"No little brother," James said, "we promised."
"How's he going to know, this slut won't tell," Reggie responded.
"He'll know when he fucks her stretched asshole, that's how," James said. "Or, the slut will tell him idiot."
"All right, but I'd sure like a piece of that," Reggie said with reluctance.
Both men began to fuck Judi, one in the mouth and the other in the pussy. They began to move in and out in time with each other. It was obvious that they had done this before.
Judi moaned around James's cock and pushed her ass back at Reggie. She was no longer in control, she was delirious; she began to have one climax after another. Her body was shivering and shaking in pleasure as both ends were violated. She lost track of time as the two black studs fucked her all afternoon until eventually all three were worn out.
Finally at about 4:30, Reggie and James gathered their cloths and left the office. Judi wasn't sure how long she lay there after they left, but the next thing that she knew the ropes were untied and she was being released. She looked up she saw Derrick. When he stood her up her knees gave way and she fell into his arms.
Derrick had a worried look on his face as he helped Judi put her clothes back on and then led her out of the building and to his car. Derrick was worried about the abuse Judi had taken. He felt tremendous guilt at what he had let happen.
Judi was exhausted and her body was sore, however, only part of the exhaustion was from the rough treatment that she had received. She did not even remember how many times she had climaxed, obviously too many to count. She felt guilty as well but her guilt was from the fact that she had gotten pleasure from what the two men had done to her. She was sure that even if she had not been tied down, she would have participated willingly.
******
Derrick took Judi to the townhouse that he kept in the city for those times when he couldn't get home. He led her directly to the bathroom and gave her a bathrobe, then closed the door and left.
Judi washed herself in the steamy water, avoiding her sore tits as much as possible. When she emerged a half hour later, she felt like a new person. The throbbing in her nipples only served to remind her of the excitement that she had felt. Her pussy felt stretched and her jaws muscles were sore. Yet, she was none the worse for wear.
When Judi walked into the living room she found Derrick sitting staring at out the window with a drink in his hand. He looked up as she came in, but didn't say anything. Judi walked over in her white terry cloth robe, her hair still wet. She knelt at Derrick's knees. When he did not look at her, she took his hand and put it to her face.
Derrick looked down at the kneeling woman. "Judi, I am so sorry, I should never have let ..." Derrick tried to say.
"Shhhh," Judi responded. "It wasn't your fault, you did what you had to do."
"No, I could have..." Derrick started to say but stopped when Judi kissed the palm of his hand. He looked at her strangely, trying to read her emotions.
Judi stood up and removed the belt from her robe. She gently laid the belt over Derrick's legs. She then turned around and slowly let the robe fall to the floor revealing her naked back and ass.



Derrick could see the results of the belt he had used yesterday and felt remorse. Yet he also felt his cock throb and start to harden in his pants.
Judi then knelt on the floor with her back to him.
Derrick was confused until Judi put her hands behind her back. Could she want what I think she wants Derrick asked himself silently? On impulse, he reached for her hands and pulled them behind her. He took the belt and gently but firmly tied her hands together. When Judi did not resist, Derrick leaned forward and said, "Are you sure about this, because there will be no turning back?"
Judi slowly turned back around to face Derrick. She kept her head down then whispered, "As sure as I have ever been in my life!"
Derrick shook his head in disbelief. Then he sighed and began to open his pants. He reached inside and brought out his now very hard cock out and held it toward Judi's face. He raised Judi's head and looked into her eyes. He put one hand behind her head and pulled her face to the dripping head of his cock.
Judi immediately began to suck, a deep moan coming from her throat.
Derrick moaned as well and pulled Judi's head down forcing her to take him in deep. On impulse, Derrick slid back on the sofa a little causing Judi to fall forward. This forced several inches of his cock into her throat. Derrick moaned as he felt the tight confines of Judi's throat surround his pulsing shaft.
Judi found it difficult to breath; the cock was so deep that it was cutting off her air supply. Just when she thought she would pass out, Derrick lifted her up. She took in several deep breaths before he pulled her down again. This time his cock slid deeper into her throat. She heard Derrick moan. Judi had no control over what Derrick was doing. He was fucking her face as he would her pussy.
Derrick lifted her head again until his cock was just about out of her mouth. He pulled her back down pushing his cock even deeper. He did this several times, each time forcing a little more of his cock into her. Finally he lifted her up and pulled her back rapidly. This time she did not stop until her chin was touching his balls and her nose was in his pubic hair.
Judi suppressed her gag reflex as her throat contracted on Derrick's throbbing cock. She had taken all 10 1/2 inches into her throat.
Derrick lifted her again, only to plunge his cock back in.
Judi was powerless to stop him, even if she wanted to as her hands were still securely tied behind her back.
Derrick was nearing a climax when he pulled Judi off.
Judi moaned at the loss of his long black cock from her throat. She wanted to drink his sperm, however, Derrick had a better place to cum.
Derrick untied Judi's hands, and then picked her up in his arms and kissed her tenderly. He walked her into the master bedroom and placed her gently on the bed.
Judi lay on the bed and watched as Derrick took off his clothes. She watched as his strong black body came into view. Judi she could feel her body tremble as she looked at his black body, muscles shimmering in the low light. She scanned down his body admiring his rippled flat stomach, his black pubic hair and that giant cock and balls which were as large as small oranges. Then she looked his thighs. His thighs looked like an Olympic runner.
Derrick stood there for several minutes, just as taken with Judi's sexy body as she was with his. Then Derrick climbed onto the bed and lay gently on top of Judi, bringing his lips to hers.
Judi moaned as their lips met and his tongue entered her mouth. She felt his body press against her much smaller white frame as she wrapped her arms around his neck. As the kiss continued, she felt Derrick lift her legs and place his cock at the entrance of her pussy. She moaned as one of Derricks hands began to play with her nipples.
Since Derrick did not know what Reggie and James had done with the clothespins he was not gentle.
Judi felt pain in her nipples but incredibly it began to feel good again.
Oh Derrick, oh God, oh yes," Judi moaned.
Judi's moans of pleasure encouraged Derrick to squeeze and pinch her nipples. She just let it happen, she felt her pussy spasm, building to another climax. Finally, she felt the large head of Derricks cock begin to open her pussy lips. He was much larger then either Reggie or James.
"Oh yes, oh yes, put it in me, I need your cock oh Godddddd!!!" Judi felt Derrick's beautiful black cock slowly slide into her. It stretched her pussy lips like no one had ever done before. She could image the view from the foot of the bed, this large swollen black cock sliding deeply into a white pussy. The thought thrilled her. Her hips moved up to take more of his cock.
Derrick let his weight push down until most of his cock was buried in Judi. He stopped, holding his cock deep inside of her, letting her get used to him.
Judi felt so full, yet there was several inches to go.
Derrick pulled out until only about four inches were left in her, and then pushed down.
Judi screamed in joy as she felt all of Derricks cock enter her. He was balls deep. At the deepest point of Judi's pussy she could feel the large head pushing on her womb.
"Oh Derrick, oh Derrick, oh yes...yes, fuck me, please fuck me," Judi panted.
Derrick continued to kiss her lips, moving his large tongue in and out of her mouth in time with his now moving cock. Derrick's black cock was shinny with Judi's juices, juices from deep inside her where no other man had ever been.
Judi lay on the bed with her legs spread wide as Derrick began to fuck her with strong strokes. His black ass began to move up and down as Judi began to push her hips up to meet him.
"Oh God yes, fuck me, fuck my pussy," Judi moaned. "Oh my God, I going to...I'm going...I'm cummmmmiiiiinnnngggg!!!"
"Oh yes, take my cock...take my cock in that tight pussy baby," Derrick responded as he began to fuck Judi hard.
Judi had barely come down from one climax when Derrick's large cock brought her to another and then another. He fucked her relentlessly, pounding her hard; the bed springs squeaking under the strain.
"God Judi, I am so close, I am getting ready to cum," Derrick panted.
"Yes, yes, please cum," Judi breathed getting close to another climax of her own.
Then Derrick pulled his cock almost out of Judi. "You want me to cum in you?" he asked.
"Yes, please cum in me," Judi answered almost delirious. There was no way she was going to let him take that sweet cock from her pussy.
"You know I came in you yesterday and you said you didn't want me to cum in you because you might get pregnant," Derrick said, gritting his teeth to hold back his climax. "Have you changed your mind?" Derrick asked.
"Yes, yes, I want you to cum in me, please cum in me," Judi almost screamed, her hands reaching down to his black ass and pulling him into her, her legs wrapped around his hips.
"Okay baby, here it comes, here comes all my sweet juice just for you," Derrick breathed as he plunged deep into her. "Yes, fuck me baby, take my cock, that's it, yes, yes, I...oh yessssssss, I'm cummmmiiiinnnngggg!!!" Derrick's cock throbbed and expanded as his sperm shot rapidly down the long shaft and began to pour into his lover.
Judi screamed and began another climax as she heard Derrick groan. She could feel it, she could actually feel his cock swell and the sperm move down the long black shaft. Her legs wrapped tightly around his ass, as if he might try to pull out. Her arms were tight around his neck as she heard him moan in her ear. It was a deep, animalistic moan, from a man that was mating with a woman. As his potent sperm filled Judi, she softly whispered "I Love You."
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* * * Chapter 1
It seemed to 18-year-old Billy Mayfair that he had been on this bus forever already, yet he was not even half way there. It was a long trip from Fresno, California to South Dakota, especially on a bus.
Billy looked out of the window, contemplating how he had ended up on this bus to nowhere. He had been out with several of his friends after high school graduation, looking for some fun. The BMW was just sitting there, keys in the ignition, waiting for someone to drive it away. Billy didn't want to do it but his friends called him a coward. Well, they didn't get five miles before the cops caught them.
His mom had been mortified; her son was a criminal. She and the Judge agreed that Billy needed a change of scenery. The Judge gave Bill a choice, go to jail or work for a friend of his mother on her farm in South Dakota for the summer. Even for an eighteen-year-old, that was a 'no-brainer'.
Jess Morgan, his mom's best friend had married a man and moved to a farm in central South Dakota. Then she had lost her husband suddenly last year, leaving her with over a hundred acres of farmland and a lot of bills. Still, Jess was not the kind of woman that gave up easily; she was determined to make it on her own.
Billy barely remembered Jess; he had not seen her in years. His mom said he had always called her Aunt Jess because she had treated him so well. He was certain that she would be some dried up old hag, maybe even 40 years old. He was beginning to think that jail might have been a better choice. How was he going to make it through an entire summer in the middle of nowhere? He wasn't even sure there was running water on her farm.
He was dozing when the bus stopped in Salt Lake City. A few people got on, but the bus was far from full when it pulled out of the station.
A woman in a business suit sat down in the window seat across the isle from Billy. He paid little attention to her, preferring to sleep, hoping that when he woke up that this trip would have just been a bad dream.
An hour or so later he was jarred awake by a yell from across the isle.
"Goddamn it!"
Billy jumped, startled. He saw the woman across the isle sitting there with a portable PC on her lap and looking at the screen in frustration. Billy saw her slam the top down and sit back sighing.
"Problem with your PC? Billy asked.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you. I think the hard drive just crashed, I hate these things. Now I don't know what I a going to do. I took this damn bus so I could work on my presentation and now I'm not sure I can even get the program back up. I'm in big trouble."
"Maybe I can help, I'm pretty good with those things," Billy said with a big smile, desperate for something to distract him.
"Oh God, could you look at it? I would be forever in you debt," the woman said, her eyes lighting up.
"Sure, bring it over here."
The grateful women got up and brought her PC over, sitting in the seat next to Billy.
Billy could see that she was a very attractive lady, maybe 35 years old. She had on a pretty blue suit with a short skirt, matching vest and a white frilly blouse underneath. Billy noticed her legs as soon as she sat next to him, far too old for him, but not bad.
Billy handed the woman the CD player he had been holding on his lap and took her PC. He opened it and quickly brought up the operating system. He could see her watching him with apprehension as his fingers worked the keyboard. Ten minutes later, he had her program back up and running.
"There, you should be fine now."
"Oh wonderful, you are a life saver. I know very little about these things. Thank you very much. I'm sorry, I am being rude, my name is Jill Madison," she said holding out her hand.
"I'm Billy Mayfair," Billy said, taking her hand.
"Very nice to meet you Billy Mayfair. Where are you going?"
"Podunk South Dakota, to stay with a friend of my mom's for the summer," Billy said sarcastically.
"Oh it can't be that bad," Jill said, turning toward Billy and bring her legs up onto the seat.
Billy did not miss the flash of thigh as she adjusted her position.
"Oh, it is that bad," Billy said using her words. How would you like to live on a farm for the whole summer with cows and pigs and stuff? I'm not sure that they even have inside toilets, let alone something like a movie theater."
"Well, maybe you are right after all, you're screwed," Jill said laughing.
Billy laughed too, enjoying this lady's company.
"What kind of music do you like?" Jill asked, holding up his CD player.
"Just about anything as long as it is not old folks stuff. I have a CD from Bare Naked Ladies in there, would you like to listen?"
"Great, I love Bare Naked Ladies," Jill said, putting the headphones on.
Jill listened to several songs before taking the headphones off and handing them back to Billy. "Thanks, that's a great CD."
As Jill moved her legs again, Billy heard something snap. It sounded like a rubber band.
"Damn," Jill said, looking down at her thighs. "I hate that," she said, reaching for her garter strap, which had slipped loose.
Billy sat wide-eyed as Jill reached under her skirt and pulled the strap down and attempted to reattach it. Billy felt his mouth go dry as he saw Jill's hands working under her skirt.
"Sorry, but I hate pantyhose. Unfortunately, it's really hard sometimes to keep these things hooked," Jill said, still unable to fix it.
Billy was getting quite a show as this sophisticated lady tried to adjust her nylons.
"Shit, nothing is going right for me today, it's broken," Jill said, looking at Billy. "Are you good at fixing these things too?" she said, holding the broken clasp in her hand and smiling. She knew that he could see directly up her skirt.
Billy looked up to see her smiling at him. He felt his face flush.
"Well, I can't go around with one garter strap broken all day, I guess I'll have to take them off," Jill said as she reached under her skirt, unhooked the clasp and began to roll one nylon down her thigh.
Billy felt his cock begin to lengthen in his pants as he watched this stranger take her nylons off right in front of him. By the time she had both nylons off, Billy had had quite a show. He even knew the color of her panties now. He had to hold his CD player over his lap to cover his raging hardon.
"Do you have a girlfriend that you are leaving back home?"
"Yea, sort of."
"I'll bet that's going to be'hard' on you being way out there without a girlfriend," Jill said, emphasizing the word hard. Jill looked down at Billy's pants and could plainly see that he was excited. She reached over and placed her hand on the thigh of the startled young man, leaning close to him.
"Now, let's see how I can help you," Jill said looking around to make sure no one had moved close to them. "It seems that you have your own operating system problem here," she said, placing her hand directly on the bulge in the young man's pants.
Billy thought he was going to pass out. Sure he had fooled around with Kelly a little but this was a woman, not a fifteen-year-old girl. He was paralyzed with fear and excitement as he watched the woman's manicured fingers begin to open his belt and pull down the zipper.
"Oh my," Jill said, as Billy's cock sprang out, surprised to see that he wasn't wearing any underwear. Jill's hand went to the throbbing shaft wrapping her fingers around it. She slowly moved her hand up and down, bringing a moan from the excited young man.
It wasn't an overly large cock yet but it was well shaped with a nice purple head.
Jill continued to move her hand up and down, bringing another moan from Billy. Jill didn't normally do something like this. She wasn't sure what had gotten into her today. Maybe it was because he was so cute and he had practically saved her job.
Billy watched in amazement as Jill began to increase the speed of her hand. He saw her squeeze his cock, forcing the clear juice from the slit in the head and using it to lubricate her hand. He looked at Jill and saw that her face was a mask of concentration, her lips slightly open, breathing through her mouth. Billy was trying to hold back, to make it last but he couldn't take much of this; after all, he was only 18 years old and a virgin.
Jill felt Billy's cock throb and pulse, swelling in her hand. She brought her other hand over and began to lightly squeeze his balls until she felt them tighten up. She knew from experience that he was ready to come. Jill moaned as she felt her young friend tense, his hips lifting slightly from the seat. A tremor went through her as she watched the head of his cock swell and begin to spit white cream out of the slit with great force.
"That's it, that's it, cum, squirt out all that sweet juice," Jill whispered, feeling her pussy spasm in excitement.
Billy's cock throbbed again and again, squirting his juice until it was in a puddle on his stomach and coating the woman's fist.
Jill squeezed the last bit of cum out of his shaft and looked up at Billy's amazed face.
"Well, is that a good enough pay back?"
"Uh, uh, yea...thanks," Billy stuttered, his face turning red, not knowing what to say to a stranger that had just given him a hand job. This was only the second hand job Billy had ever had. The first was from a girl in the ninth grade but it was nothing like this.
"You are quite welcome sweetheart. Now what are we going to do to clean up the mess you made?"
Billy shrugged his shoulders.
"Well, since you seem to have lost your underwear, your pants are going to be a sloppy mess," Jill said, pausing to think. A smile came to her face.
"I guess that I will just have to give you mine."
Billy watched as Jill lifted her ass from the seat and pulled her skirt up. She grabbed her pink panties and pulled them down. Billy felt his cock twitch again as Jill flashed him her pussy.
"Here," Jill said, using the panties to wipe up the cum on his stomach, then clean off her hand. When his discharge was mostly absorbed into the panties, Jill handed the sticky cloth to Billy.
Billy looked at the panties and back at the woman at a loss for words. Thankfully he felt the bus come to a stop.
"Well, this is my stop, thanks again sweetheart," Jill said, bending over to give Billy a quick kiss on the lips. She smiled at the stunned boy, picked up her PC and was gone.
Billy couldn't believe that he had just gotten a hand job from a complete stranger, a gorgeous woman. Yet he sat there with his pants open and her panties in his hand as proof.
* * * Chapter 2
The bus crossed the South Dakota State line at three in the afternoon. There were still two hundred miles left to go; this was going to be even worse then he had thought.
Billy listened to his CD, watching out the window at the wide-open spaces. He never thought there was this much uninhabited space in the entire country, let alone South Dakota. There were cattle farms, cornfields, and wheat fields but very little in the way of civilization.
The sun was just going down when the bus pulled into the town of Fort Pierce, South Dakota. As Billy stepped off the bus, he stretched, looking around for his mom's friend. He was not even sure what she looked like.
Suddenly he heard someone say "Billy?"
"Yes,...Aunt Jess?" Billy said, looking at a woman walking up to him in a cowboy hat and boots.
"My but you have grown," Jess said, putting her arms around him for hug.
She was nothing like Billy thought. He had expected a tired old woman; what he saw was very pretty and trim woman in tight jeans, boots and a western shirt. Billy felt her full breasts push into him as she prolonged the hug. For an old lady she was pretty sexy.
"Let's get going, we still have an hour and a half drive."
Billy groaned.
"Aunt Jess can we get something to eat first?"
"I'm sorry, sure, what would you like?"
"Anything."
"By the way, you don't have to call me Aunt Jess, that was a long time ago."
"I don't mind that, my mom said you were like an Aunt to me."
"Whatever you want sweety," Jess said with a smile to the cute young man.
Billy got his bag and followed her to the pickup truck. It was not a bad position walking behind Jess; she filled out those jeans very well.
They stopped at a small diner about ten miles outside of town for dinner.
"Well, tell me about yourself young man," Sally said after they had ordered.
Billy looked across the table at Jess. She had taken off her cowboy hat and revealed pretty blond hair that came to her shoulders. Her eyes were a piercing blue. Billy thought that she looked somewhat like the actress Bo Derek. Maybe this was not going to be such a bad summer after all, he thought.
"Aunt Jess, I didn't really steal that car. It was just some of the guys I run around with, having fun."
"I'm not here to judge you Billy, I am just thrilled that you're here. It has been very difficult for me since John died," Jess said, her pretty blue eyes tearing up. "The farm is so big and needs a lot of work. I tried to hire some immigrant workers, but they were just not reliable, plus I really don't have the money. Now it's just me and you of course, for the summer."
"Aunt Jess, I don't know a thing about farming, I'm a city kid. Hell, if you have a computer, I can do wonders with that."
"Well, I do have a computer but other things need fixing more. Don't worry, I will teach you all you need to know about farming," Jess said, reaching over to pat Billy's hand. "We had better get going...here, you can drive," Jess said, tossing him the keys.
"Really, you are willing to take you life into your own hands with a kid who also happens to be on the FBI's ten most wanted?"
"I'm sure I'll be safe," she answered her face lighting up with a smile.
Billy already liked Jess.
An hour and a half-later Jess jumped out to open the gate to her farm. Billy drove the pickup through the gate letting Jess get back in. It was another half mile to the large old farmhouse.
"Billy, you will be staying in the room over the barn," Jess said pointing to a large structure. "It is a little messy but you will have more privacy there, if that's okay?"
"Sure Aunt Jess, I can sleep almost anywhere," Billy said following his Jess into the house.
"I will fix up the sofa for you tonight and then we can fix your room up tomorrow. I'm going to take a bath now. I'll try to not use all the hot water. I need a new hot water heater also."
"Thanks Aunt Jess, give me a yell when you are done. By the way where is the TV?"
"We don't have one."
"Oh my God," Billy said under his breath.
A half-hour later, Jess called down and said the bathroom was free.
Billy went up the stairs searching for the bathroom. He turned left and took two steps before he stopped. The door to Jess's room was left open a crack. He knew he shouldn't look but he couldn't help himself, stepping toward the cracked door. He sucked in his breath when he saw that she was bending over a dresser drawer getting out her nightclothes. Her ass was facing directly at Billy. Her white panties were stretched tight across her ass cheeks, outlining her well-shaped ass. Billy could even see the pouch of her pussy bulging between her legs.
Suddenly she stood up holding her nightgown. Billy barely got out of the way before she turned around.
Jess saw something out of the corner of her eye in the mirror on the dresser. She realized that she needed to close the doors now that she had a guest. There was a man in the house for the first time in over a year.
Billy hurried down the hall, hoping he would find the bathroom quickly. Two doors down, he saw the open bathroom door and hurried in, closing it behind him. He breathed a sigh of relief.
"God, she is my mom's best friend, I must be nuts," he thought.
The bathroom was old and small, with a big Victorian tub against one wall.
Billy started the water and sat on the toilet to take off his shoes and socks. He saw something on the floor near the hamper, he reached over and picked it up. His heartbeat increased when he saw that it was a pair of Jess's panties. She must have missed the hamper.
With the panties in his hand, Billy sat back down on the toilet. He was in a battle with himself, an angel on one shoulder and Satan on the other. Satan won; Billy brought the soiled panties to his nose, breathing in the sent of her. He moaned as his cock grew to full erection.
The tub was rapidly filling with almost warm water.
Billy laid the panties down on the toilet seat and stripped. He got in the tub lying back, his hard cock sticking above the water line. He looked at the panties laying arms reach away. He controlled himself, quickly washing and getting out of the now cold water.
When he was dressed again, he picked up the panties, intending to put them in the hamper. Instead, he put them in his pocket. There was another pair in there already.
He was sitting on the sofa when Jess came down. She was wearing a fairly well worn flannel nightgown.
"I'll get some sheets, there are pillows in that closet."
When the sofa was made, Jess said good night and went up to bed.
Billy stripped to his shorts and got under the covers. He lay there for awhile, trying to get to sleep. Finally, he reached over and pulled the two pair of panties from his jeans pocket. He dropped the pink pair to the floor and held the other pair to his nose. With his other hand, he began to masturbate, running his hand up and down his hard cock with increasing speed. As he neared his climax, he brought Jess's panties to his hard cock and covered the head. He moaned and began to squirt cum into the crotch of her panties.
Exhausted from his long day, Billy fell asleep, the hand holding the now sticky panties dropped to the floor.
The following morning, Jess was up before dawn as usual. She tried to be quiet as she walked by the sleeping boy. She stopped short, looking on the floor next to the sofa. It looked like there were two pair of panties lying there. She reached down and picked them up. One pair was definitely the panties that she had worn yesterday, the other pair she did not recognize.
She dropped the pink pair back to the floor and walked quickly to the kitchen with the other. When she closed the door, she leaned against it and sighed. She looked at the still damp panties. Billy had obviously jerked off into them; the crotch was still very wet. She felt a thrill run through her and her pussy lips began to swell.
"Control yourself," she whispered.
John, her late husband had a panty fetish and she had always indulged him. He loved for her to wear them all day and then masturbate in them before she took them off and gave them to him.
She allowed herself a moment to remember her husband.
John had loved everything about Jess. He especially liked her pussy.
Her pussy had always embarrassed Jess; the clit was quite large and her inner lips were overly large and would protrude even when she was not excited. When she got excited, both the clit and the lips would grow to twice their normal size.
In high school, she was always embarrassed when she had shorts on, fearing that people would notice her lips. She also kept her pussy shaved, pubic hair made the problem worse.
After they were married, John had convinced her that her pussy and clit were beautiful. He even had her start wearing tight shorts and jeans again.
Jess shook her head, trying to focus; she didn't like to dwell on the past.
Jess, still leaning against the door, began to raise her nightgown, unable to stop herself. She brought the damp panties to her already swollen pussy lips. Her legs began to shake as she rubbed the material against her protruding clit. She opened the panties so that the area wet with Billy's sperm was touching her tender lips. In seconds, her body shook in climax, forcing her to stifle a moan.



Jess put the twice-soiled panties into the wash and began to fix breakfast. When breakfast was ready, she went in to wake Billy. It was 6 a.m.
"Billy, it's time to get up," she said, gently shaking his shoulder.
"God, Aunt Jess, it isn't even light out yet," he moaned, rubbing his eyes.
"Work starts early on a farm. Come on, breakfast is ready."
Billy sat up on the sofa, his head in his hands, trying to shake the cobwebs. Suddenly, he saw the pink panties on the floor and quickly snatched them up. He turned quickly, looking for Jess's panties. He looked between the cushions, and even underneath the sofa; the panties were no where to be found. Then a terrifying thought occurred to him; Jess must have found them.
He put his pants on and walked into the kitchen where Jess had prepared eggs, bacon, toast and coffee. The kitchen was filled with the smell of good farm cooking.
Jess was standing at the stove in her old gown.
Billy felt his face redden at the thought of this beautiful woman finding her panties on the floor next to him, especially since he had cum in them.
When Jess turned around, Billy thought he saw her face redden.
"We will fix your room up this morning, then get to work," Jess said, not able to look the young man in the eyes.
"Okay," Billy said, too embarrassed to look up from his food.
* * * Chapter 3
The next two weeks were filled with work, work and more work.
Billy was so tired at night that he didn't even miss having a TV. He would come in from the fields at 7:30 or 8 p.m., eat dinner, take a bath then go to his room and crash.
Surprisingly he was finding farm life to be kind of fun.
Jess taught him how to ride a horse (he was far from proficient), how to run the farm equipment and a great deal about animals and agriculture. They worked as a team, making good progress in getting the farm running efficiently.
Billy could already feel his body firming up and he was definitely putting on weight. Yea, he thought, this farming stuff wasn't so bad after all.
His only problem was Jess. He had become somewhat obsessed with her. Every night he would steal her panties and jerk off before he went to sleep. He would then sneak them back into her clothes hamper.
However, he wasn't fooling Jess. She would often watch him through the upstairs window as he left the house with a pair of her panties held to his nose. Jess had a problem also; she was thrilled by Billy's desire to jerk off in her panties. She was losing control of her own emotions. She often found herself glancing at Billy's crotch, wondering what his penis looked like. God, she needed a man.
To get her mind off of her own desires, Jess suggested that she and Billy do something fun for a change. One of the things she and John loved to do was to build a fire outside then sit around it and drink hot chocolate and roast marshmallows. When she suggested it to Billy, he jumped at the chance to have a little fun; it was corny but he was desperate.
That night, they built a fire and were sitting on a blanket under the stars. They could hear the crickets and an owl hooting in the distant. There were several cats wandering around and even John's old bloodhound, Blue, was lying there with them.
"Aunt Jess, you miss him a lot don't you?"
"You can't imagine how much Billy," Jess answered, beginning to sniffle.
Billy moved over closer to Jess and put his arm around her. She leaned into his arm, feeling the comfort of a male for the first time in over a year.
"Do you think you will marry again?" Billy asked looking at the stars above them.
"I don't really know."
"Hey, there's a shooting star," Billy said gleefully.
"You see a lot of those out here. Here, put you head on my lap and look up at the sky."
Billy turned and put his head on Jess's soft lap. He felt her stroke his hair as they looked into the night sky. Jess was right, it seemed like there was another one every couple of seconds.
Suddenly Billy realized that he could feel Jess's soft breast touching his face. He lay very still, not wanting to cause her to pull back. He could feel her breathing; each breath pushing her soft and warm cloth covered skin into his cheek.
Jess could feel it also. Her nipple began to get hard, yet she didn't pull back. Her breathing began to increase making the contact that much more obvious.
Billy didn't move for some time.
Jess thought he was asleep. Unconsciously, she pressed her breast a little harder into the side of Bill's face.
Billy slowly turned his head toward the nipple breathing into the flannel shirt Jess was wearing.
Jess suppressed a gasp as she felt his hot breath torture her swollen nipple.
Billy took a big chance, opening his lips and then closing them on the hard bud of her tit.
Jess could not hold back a gasp this time. She realized that Billy was not asleep. His lips were sucking her swollen nipple gently through her shirt. She felt a thrill run through her and her pussy began to swell. She knew that she should stop him but her excitement would not let her.
Billy felt Jess push her breast into his mouth. There was no doubt that she was enjoying what he was doing.
The material of her shirt was soaked through with Billy's saliva.
Jess could hear the sucking sounds her nephew was making and feel his lips squeezing tight on her nipple. She could feel her pussy begin to spasm and her hips began to move under Billy's head. Before she could stop it, she felt a climax shoot through her. Her hand automatically went to Billy's head, holding his lips on her tit. She moaned deep in her throat as her body shook.
She had never had a climax from just having her breast sucked.
As soon as her climax passed, she pushed Billy's mouth away and jumped up.
"It's time for me to go to bed," Jess said abruptly, her face red in embarrassment.
Billy watched, stunned, as his aunt went into the house.
The next day, they didn't talk about what had happened. Jess seemed to be reflecting on what it meant. She knew it meant she was horny, but it also meant that this boy was becoming something special to her. She felt guilty but there was also an excitement that she couldn't explain or dare to explore.
Billy suggested that they have another campfire that evening, his young hormones working overtime.
Jess was reluctant but agreed when Billy begged her, thinking that she would control the situation better this time.
Somehow, Billy ended up with his head on Jess's lap again, his face pressing into her soft breast. When he started breathing on her nipple this time, Jess pushed him away. However, a few minutes later, his mouth was back. He heard Jess sigh and push her breast into his face, letting his suck the nipple again. He couldn't believe it when Jess began to open the buttons of her shirt. Billy was breathing hard when he felt one full breast, with its hard pink nipple, touch his lips.
Jess moaned when Billy wrapped his lips around it and began to suck like a baby. She held his head and moaned. She new this was wrong but she couldn't resist. It was just a breast in his mouth after all.
Jess felt the familiar thrill in her pussy as this young boy sucked her nipple hard. What Billy lacked in experience, he made up for in enthusiasm, sucking her tit nosily, then using his tongue to torture the hard nipple. Soon Jess felt the tremors in her pussy, her hands pulling his head hard into her, as her body shook in climax.
Again, she pushed him away, but this time kissing his cheek lightly before going upstairs to take her bath.
As she sat in the tub, Jess's mind was in turmoil, what had she done? How could she face this young man anymore? She had definitely stepped over the bounds.
When Jill tired of chastising herself, she got out of the tub and wrapped a towel around her, calling down to Billy that the bathroom was free.
Billy ran up the stairs, hurrying to take his bath. He sat in the tub thinking about what had just happened, resisting the desire to jerk off. When his bath was done, he looked in the hamper and found Jess's panties. He intended to take them to his room but when he passed her door, he could not resist stopping to peek in. He stopped short, looking through the partially opened door. He almost gasped when he saw Jess standing in front of her mirror brushing her hair with only a towel wrapped around her.
He knew he should leave but his feet would not move.
Jess caught Billy's image in the mirror. She knew Billy could not tell that she could see him. She watched him stand there for several minutes. Jess felt her pussy begin to throb. She put her brush down on the dresser with a shaking hand. Her heart was beating rapidly, excitement building. Unable to stop herself, she slowly bent over and acted as if she were searching for something in the bottom drawer.
Billy's cock sprang to life in his pants. He watched as Jess bent over, letting the towel slide up and over her ass cheeks, baring her entire backside to him. He could plainly see her large pussy lips between her thighs, her strong thighs stretched. Billy's hand automatically went to his zipper, freeing his cock and wrapping her panties around it.
Jess swayed her ass and stayed bent over far too long. She could feel her pussy juice begin to drip down her thigh. God, can he see that she thought?
Billy was too far-gone to see how excited Jess was as he began to jerk his cock rapidly. His hips moved back and forth, forcing his hard cock through the silky panties. It only took seconds for his body to tense, his cock to throb and begin squirt his juice into the panties covering the head of his cock. He caught all of his juice in the crotch of her panties, squeezing the last drop out with his hand.
When Jess stood up Billy was gone, she heard the front door slam. On shaking legs, she went down the hall to the bathroom. When she opened the hamper she found her now cum stained panties in the lying there. With shaking hand, she picked them up, then dropped her towel and sat on the toilet seat naked. She moaned when she turned the panties inside out and saw Billy's still fresh cum soaking the crotch. Without thinking, she brought the wet panties to her now very excited pussy. As soon as she felt Billy's still warm cum touch her pussy lips, she began to climax. She rubbed the sodden material all over her pussy, smearing his warm cum over her lips. Her body shaking so much she had a hard time remaining on the seat.
Jess rose on shaky legs, intending to throw the panties into the hamper and go to bed. Instead, she pulled them up her thighs, covering her wet pussy with the even wetter panties, and then she went to bed.
Late that night, Jess woke up needing to go to the bathroom. When she started to get up, she felt the still wet panties pressing on her pussy lips. Instead of getting up, she fell back on the bed and used her fingers to press the crotch of the panties deep into her pussy, climaxing for the second time that evening.
The next evening, after Billy had his bath, Jess stood at her window and watched him walk across the lawn to his room with her panties to his nose. She smiled, a little thrill running down her spine, knowing that he had the panties that she had worn for two days, and that he had cum in, pressed to his face.
* * * Chapter 4 Billy began to see a change in Jess's behavior after that night. She was becoming more affectionate. She would kiss him hello in the morning and before he went to bed at night. She began to wear tight shorts and tops more often. God, Billy could actually see her pussy lips through her shorts. Often, Jess's nipples would harden for no apparent reason as they talked, poking through her shirt. Billy liked the change a lot, but wasn't sure what had caused it.
That Saturday Jess suggested that they go out to a small country and western bar near town, she wanted to have a drink and maybe dance.
The bar was hopping when they arrived at 9 p.m. They found a booth near the dance floor and ordered drinks, a beer for her but a coke for him, much to his dismay.
Jess forced Billy to the dance floor several times. Billy didn't know a thing about country dancing but soon had the hang of it. Still, he stepped on her toes and nearly knocked her down several times but he was having a ball.
Billy didn't need instructions on slow dancing and took every opportunity to press his body close to Jess. He had her to himself until an older man came over and said hello. Jess introduced him as Bob Johnson the owner of the farm next to theirs. Billy shook his hand then became jealous when Bob asked Jess to dance.
"Do you mind Billy?" Jess asked.
"Sure, go ahead," he answered, trying to control his anger.
Jess danced a couple of dances with Bob, but she made sure that she did not ignore Billy either. Jess could tell that Billy was a little jealous.
On their way to the car, Jess handed the keys to Billy, as she was a little too tipsy to drive.
When they arrived home, Billy stopped the truck and turned off the engine. He turned to Jess and said, "Thanks Aunt Jess, I had a great time tonight."
"So did I sweetheart, I haven't had that much fun since..." she answered, hesitating, thinking of her deceased husband.
After several minutes of silence, Jess leaned over to Billy and tenderly kissed his lips. She felt Billy respond as he pulled her head to him, opening his mouth on hers. She moaned as his tongue entered her mouth.
Several kisses later, Billy had his hand firmly planted on Jess's full breast. Billy's head was spinning as his fingers played with her now heaving tit. Billy reached up and began to unbutton Jess's blouse. He was elated when she didn't stop him. He put his hand inside and touched her bare breast, feeling the nipple respond.
Soon Billy was kissing her neck, working his lips ever lower. Billy gently pulled Jess's shirt aside, giving him room to kiss down to the swell of one heaving breast. He could hear Jess breathing hard as his lips slowly trailed toward a hard nipple. Billy couldn't believe it when his lips reached their destination. He was waiting for her to stop him. He heard her moan when he began to suck the nipple, soaking it with his saliva. Billy's hand was not idle, he worked on the other breast, pinching and squeezing the soft flesh.
The sexual tension in the car was reaching a fervor pitch until Jess abruptly pulled away and quickly opened the door of the truck, hopping out, her shirt still open. Billy jumped out of his side and walked around to the slightly staggering woman to help her to the door.
Before Jess could open the door, Billy grabbed her, turned her around and began to kiss her again. She melted into his arms. Billy opened the shirt, allowing her warm bare breasts to press into his chest. He reached down and grabbed her ass in both hands and pulled her to his now very hard cock. He knew that she could feel it.
Finally, Jess pushed him away gently saying "Behave yourself young man, it's not fair to take advantage of a lady that has had too much to drink. We have to be up early tomorrow for church," Jess said, pushing up on her toes to kiss him, forcing her tongue into his mouth.
She pulled away and smiled at the stunned young man, then turned and went into the house.
Billy stood there with his cock throbbing in his pants for several minutes before he began to slowly walk back to his room. However, there was a new bounce in his step, an excitement coursing though him.
* * * Chapter 5
The following day, fait changed the course of their relationship.
They had not spoken about what had happened but there was an increased sexual tension between them; hearts beat a little faster, their touches more meaningful.
They were in the house having lunch when they heard Blue howl and dash off the porch. They both ran outside and saw the dog chasing a rabbit right toward the ditch where they had been piling old barbed wire, fence posts and other debris from around the farm. Blue went right into the ditch, howling in pain.
Billy tore out of the house toward the ditch. When he reached the top of the hill, he lost his balance, diving into the razor sharp barbed wire with the dog.
Jess was screaming as she watched Billy and Blue flail around in the pile of wire.
Billy finally got to Blue, and threw him out before the dog was cut to badly. Billy wasn't so lucky. When he finally extracted himself, his shirt and pants were torn in multiple places, blood trickling from the cuts. However, it was his hands that were the worst off; he had scratched and cut them in so many places, it was hard to tell where the blood was coming from.
Jess ran to Billy and helped him into the house. She wrapped towels around both hands and rushed him to the car for the twenty-mile ride to Doc Porters.
When Billy came out of the doctor's office, both hands were bandaged up to the first knuckle of his fingers.
"He'll survive," Doc Porter said, patting Billy on the back and looking at Jess. "I had to give him a tetanus shot but stitches weren't necessary. He should change the bandages every other day and above all, don't get them wet. Barbed wire can cause a nasty infection. If you see any redness, come back to see me right away."
Jess turned to Billy on the way home and said, "Thank you Billy, I don't know what I would do without Blue, he is one of the few things I have left from John. You saved his life."
"Nothing I wouldn't do for any dumb animal," Billy said, making light of the situation.
"You were very brave."
"Aunt Jess, you don't think I am dumb enough to dive into a pit of barbed wire for no damn dumb dog do you?" Billy said with a smile.
"Well, I was wondering," she said, looking at him with a smile, then broke into laugher.
Billy began to laugh hard at the absurdity of the situation. The laugh was infectious and his aunt laughed even harder. Both had tears in their eyes, Jess nearly running the car off the road, Billy laughing so hard his hands actually hurt.
Billy would not be able to do any hard work on the farm for several weeks. He told Jess that since he could still use his fingers, he would set up her computer for inventory control and ordering on-line. Billy knew it would save her hours of work every week.
That evening, when Billy went to take a bath, he realized the extent of his problem. He couldn't very well wash himself without getting his bandages wet.
"Aunt Jess, I have a little problem here," he called from the bathroom.
Jess came in and realized right away what the problem was.
"Okay, I guess I'll have to wash you."
Billy looked her like she had two heads.
"We'll put some bubble bath in the water and you can get in; I won't be able to see a thing," Jess smiled at Billy like he was a little boy. "You can't go two weeks without washing."
Billy realized he had no choice.
Jess went and retrieved some bubble bath and started the bath water. When the tub was full, there were bubbles all the way to the top.
"Get in and then call me," Jess said, stepping outside the door.
Billy stripped and slid into the tub, laying his hands on the side, careful to keep them dry.
"Okay, Aunt Jess," he called.
Jess came in with a bath sponge and some big fluffy towels. She knelt at the side of the tub, wet the sponge and began to wash Billy's back.
"Wow, I could get used to this," Billy said closing his eyes.
"I don't think so buddy, I'm not your mother or your maid," Jess said laughing.
When she had washed the parts of his body that were outside the water, she dipped her hand underneath and began to wash his legs.
Billy jumped as he felt her run the sponge up and down one leg and then the other.
She was very careful to avoid the strategic areas, making sure he was as clean as she could make him under the circumstances.



It didn't matter to Billy; his cock got rock hard under the water anyway.
"Okay, now stand up so I can dry you," Jess said, still on her knees, picking up a large bath towel and holding it open in front of her face, turning her head to the side.
Billy stood, his erection refusing to subside as he stepped out of the tub and into the towel. While the towel covered his nakedness, it served to emphasis his erection; it was pushing the towel out in front like a tent pole.
"Oh my goodness," Jess said before she could stop herself.
The tented towel was only inches from her face.
"Sorry Aunt Jess," Billy said, blushing beet red.
"That's okay, you are a teenager after all, those things have a mind of their own don't they," Jess said, unable to turn her head away.
"Sometimes I think they do," Billy said.
Jess picked up the other towel and dried Billy's legs then his upper body. When he was dry, she turned to put the towels in the hamper. He saw her hesitate at the hamper, picking something up. He almost fell over when she turned around and tossed him the pair of panties she had worn that day. Billy caught them in reflex, holding the towel around him with his other hand.
"You may need those to take care of that," Jess said, nodding toward the tented towel.
Billy sat on the toilet, embarrassed beyond belief. She knew; Jess knew he used her panties to jerk off in.
Embarrassed or not, Billy stripped the towel from his waist and wrapped the panties around his hard cock. He began to slide them up and down; he was a teenager after all.
It was not that easy to jerk off with bandaged hands, but somehow he managed, tossing the soiled panties back in the hamper when he was done.
Later, Jess was sitting on the toilet when she saw the panties hanging out of the hamper. She tried to resist but gave up and reached for the sodden cloth. She found it impossible to stop herself as she brought the panties to her lips and used her tongue to lick what her nephew had left there. The taste of Billy's sperm was intoxicating. Her hand went to her wet pussy and began to play with her swollen clit. As her tongue continued to lick the juice that was left in her panties, she spread her legs wide, forcing three fingers deep inside her drooling hole. Her climax hit her like a bolt of lightening, her body shuddering as thrill after thrill ran through her.
The following evening, the ritual was repeated, including the exchange of panties.
Finally, Jess could take no more. The next evening, when Billy got out of the tub, Jess held the towel up as if to wrap it around him. Instead of wrapping it around his waist, she dropped it from her hands.
"Aunt Jess," Billy cried, turning around to hide his erection, thinking she had dropped the towel accidentally.
When she made no move to pick up the towel, Billy looked down at her in confusion. Finally, thinking that he understood he slowly turned back to face her, hoping that he was not wrong.
Jess made no move to get up as Billy's cock now throbbed inches from her face.
Billy thought his legs were going to give out when he saw Jess reach for his cock. He moaned as her soft fingers wrapped around the shaft, her hand gently stroking it, squeezing a drop of fluid from the tip. His legs shook when he saw the beautiful woman's tongue come out and lick the drop from the slit and take it into her mouth. Then her mouth opened as she moved her head forward.
Jess moaned as Billy's cock slid into her mouth. It had been so long for Jess, so long since she had sucked a cock, she had almost forgotten how good it tasted.
Billy closed his eyes thinking it was a dream as he felt his cock being sucked for the first time in his young life. When he opened them again, he saw this beautiful woman on her knees with his cock deep in her mouth. She had her eyes closed as she concentrated on giving him pleasure.
Jess worked her hand up and down, using her tongue to lick the fluid that was steadily flowing from the tip. The sweet taste of cock was sending thrills through her. It felt so good to have her hand wrapped around a cock again.
She knew Billy wouldn't last long so it was no surprise when she felt him tense and send his sperm flying into her mouth. Jess swallowed and waited for more. It came again, filling her mouth over and over, the thick salty liquid running down her throat. Her hand was a blur as she milked everything he had to offer, swallowing and sucking for more.
When the flow finally stopped, Jess squeezed the last drop onto her tongue and stood up. She used her fingers to wipe a speck of his cum from the corner of her mouth, then suck it from her finger. She smiled at the totally amazed young man and then left the bathroom.
Billy sat down on the toilet seat, a surprised and very happy teenager. He would have never dreamed in a million years that this beautiful lady would give him a blowjob. He heard most of his friends talk about blow jobs but he knew most of them were lying. He wouldn't have to lie, but he would never tell anyone that his mother's best friend had sucked his cock. * * * Chapter 6
The following night, Billy was hoping for a repeat performance; he wasn't disappointed. Jess washed and dried him, this time without a towel around his waist, then got on her knees and let him put his cock into her mouth. She let him literally fuck her mouth, driving his hips into her as his hands held her head. She loved the feeling of submissiveness that went through her when she sucked a cock this way.
Billy felt the pressure building in his balls. "Yes, Aunt Jess, suck me, suck my cock. That's it, that's it, take it, take all my cum," he said, his body tensing and then pumping a huge load into her mouth.
Jess drank it all, refusing to let a drop escape.
When he could cum no more, he watched her lovingly lick his cock before getting up without a word and going to her room.
Every night for the next few days, Jess would drop to her knees and suck her nephew's cock, always swallowing all his cum.
Nothing was said about it during the day. It was as if it were perfectly natural, work all day, eat dinner, take a bath and cum in Jess's mouth. Billy wasn't complaining.
One night, after his blow job, Billy was leaving the bathroom when he heard a moan. He thought Jess might be ill so he hurried to her door. As usual, it was left open a crack. Billy looked in and saw that she lying on her bed naked with her legs spread, one hand playing with her clit. He had never seen such a beautiful sight in his life.
As if in a trance, Billy pushed the door open and walked in. He saw Jess look up startled. The two stood staring at each other for several seconds before Billy walked over and got on the bed.
"Billy no!" Jess said, covering her pussy with her hands.
Billy would not be stopped. He crawled between her legs, kneeling and looking down at her covered pussy. He stayed like that for a long time, staring at Jess's totally naked body for the first time. She was gorgeous, beautiful white skin, full but firm breasts, topped by long pink nipples. He had already tasted those nipples, now he wanted more.
"Billy please, we shouldn't be doing this," Jess said without conviction.
Billy reached down and pulled her reluctant hands from her pussy. He gasped as he looked at his first real live pussy close up. The inner lips were swollen and bulged out. The clit looked like a small penis, peeking out of its tiny skin covering. There was juice dripping from between the lips onto the bed sheets.
"Teach me Aunt Jess," Billy said quietly. "I want to do to you what you have been doing for me, I want to learn how to eat your pussy."
Jess moaned. "Oh God Billy, this is so wrong," she whined but didn't cover herself, turning her head to the side.
Jess thought her heart was going to jump out of her chest when Billy used his bandaged hands to spread her legs. She turned back and watched as he crawled up until his face was just above her drooling pussy lips.
"Please Aunt Jess, tell me, tell me what to do."
Jess could take no more. "Stick out your tongue and lick the lips," she said breathing rapidly.
Billy's tongue snaked out and touched Jess's pussy for the first time. He felt her hips buck up slightly. He worked his tongue around the large lips, becoming intoxicated by the feel and the smell of his beautiful woman.
"Now stick your tongue in, yes, yes that's it. Now lick me," Jess said breathlessly, rapidly losing control.
Billy opened his mouth and sucked the large lips inside, clit and all. He heard Jess scream in pleasure as she bucked her hips into his mouth. Her pussy lips filled his mouth with warm flesh, the taste was overwhelming him; he knew right away that he loved eating pussy.
He barely heard Jess scream as her climax began from deep insider of her. He continued to suck her pussy as her legs locked around his head squeezing his cheeks. Her hands grabbed his hair and held him to her climaxing pussy.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Jess said, feeling like she might lose consciousness.
Just as one climax ended, another began, taking her to places she had never been.
Billy was a fast learner. He worked on her pussy, not allowing her to rest. He sucked and licked until finally she could take no more and pushed his head away.
He sat back on his knees, smiling, his face dripping her cum juice. His heart leaped in joy when he saw her open her arms to him. He crawled up and lay down beside her. He brought his lips to hers for a very special kiss.
They kissed and hugged for a long time before Billy felt Jess move. Billy didn't resist when Jess pushed him back and slid down to take his cock into her mouth one more time. Billy pulled her over so that he could us his mouth on her again. They pleasured each other for a long time, finally ending up in an exhausted tangle.
When Billy went to his room late that night, he felt proud that he had satisfied this very sexy lady.
* * * Chapter 7
The days that followed were filled with hard work and tender sex. Billy and Jess were insatiable; he would sometimes eat her three times a day and she would always reciprocate. Even thought Billy was young, he could barely keep up with her. She had a lot of lost time to make up for.
When Billy had the bandages taken off, he began using his hands to bring Jess even greater pleasure. He would finger fuck her, using two fingers to bring her to a peak. But when he tried to mount her she always refused. Billy wanted to take the next step with; he wanted to fuck her.
Jess resisted, somehow feeling that was going too far. It was not that she didn't want to do it, she was crazy with desire to consummate their relationship. However, her feelings of guilt held her back. This was an 18-year-old boy and the son of her best friend. But Jess was only human and her desire finally got the best of her.
Billy was in his room before dinner one cool summer evening when he heard a light tap at the door.
"Come in Aunt Jess."
Billy saw Jess carrying a cup of coffee for her and a coke for him.
"Thanks Aunt Jess," Billy said, wondering why she was there, she had never come to his room like this before.
Jess sat on the side of the bed, making small talk, acting nervous.
"That's a nice dress Aunt Jess, I don't think I have seen it before," Billy said.
"No you haven't, it's a dress that I haven't worn in ten years. I wore it on my honeymoon with John."
"It still fits great," Billy said, not understanding the subtle message until Jess slowly stood up and started to unbutton the dress. His mouth fell open when he saw each button pop open. Suddenly it dawned on Billy what Jess had in mind. His cock grew rock hard as he watched her sexy body come into view. Jess was naked under the thin summer dress.
Billy practically jumped out of bed to take her in his arms and kiss her. He couldn't get enough of the feel of her naked body pressed into his. Then it was Billy's turn to get nervous, realizing what was about to happen. "Aunt Jess, you know I never..."
"I know, that's all right, I'll teach you," she said, taking his hand and leading him to the bed.
She slowly removed Billy's clothes, pausing to kiss parts of his body as they were bared.
Billy could feel the incredible passion in this beautiful woman as she brought her mouth to his again and devoured his lips and tongue. He responded with equal passion.
Jess pushed him back and slowly kissed down his chest until she reached his dripping cock. She took it in her mouth as she had done so many times before, but this time it was different, it was only a preliminary. She was being very careful not to get him over excited, she loved to drink his cum but she wanted it someplace else tonight.
She softly kissed the head of his cock and licked the shaft, sliding down to his balls. She opened her mouth wide to suck first one ball then the other into her mouth. Billy moaned in pleasure.
When Jess turned and brought her pussy to his mouth, Billy knew what to do. He was not as gentle as she had been, devouring her very wet and swollen pussy. He felt her body shake, as a small climax went through her.
Jess knew it was time. She slid her body up next to Billy and kissed his lips tenderly.
She whispered, "Billy, I want you to fuck me now. I can't wait any longer, I need you so bad, please fuck me...I love you." "Oh Aunt Jess, I have wanted to fuck you since that day at the bus station. Are you sure about this?"
"As sure as I have ever been about anything in my life. Please, I can't wait any longer, put your cock in me. And Billy, I think it is time you stopped calling me Aunt Jess."
Billy moaned as he got between her legs and brought the head of his cock to her very swollen pussy lips. He slowly slid the head in, parting the wet lips. It felt as if he was sliding into a velvet glove. It was the most incredible feeling that the young man had ever felt.
Jess moaned in pleasure as she felt a cock sliding into her for the first time in over a year. A wanton shiver ran through her knowing that it was an 18-year-old virgin that was on the other end of that cock. She no longer knew why she had waited so long; she didn't care if it was wrong anymore.
Billy was moaning in pleasure, fighting the desire to cum. His cock was surrounded in wet pussy flesh. He had never felt anything so soft and warm. It was better then he had imagined in all his fantasies. This was a wonderful woman he was fucking, a woman that he now realized that he loved very much.
Jess pushed her hips up to meet Billy's cock as it slid to the bottom in her excited pussy. She brought her legs up and wrapped them around his back as her arms held his neck.
"Oh God Aunt Jess...I mean Jess, I can't believe it, I can't believe I am actually fucking you. God, I love you," Billy said as he brought his lips to hers.
Billy's hips began to move faster as Jess pushed up to meet each thrust. Soon, the room was filled with moans of pleasure and the sounds of flesh slapping on bare flesh. Billy was driving violently into his now screaming lover.
"Yes sweetheart, fuck me, fuck me hard, please squirt all that hot cum into me, I'm cummming," she screamed and locked her body to her young lover.
"Oh God, oh God Jess, I can't hold back, I'm going to cum."
Jess felt Billy's thrusting cock spasm and begin to squirt his cum deep into her pussy. She held him tight as climax after climax overtook her, her pussy milking out everything Billy's balls could produce.
The two lovers collapsed in exhaustion when they could cum no more. Billy stayed on top of Jess for a long time, his cock still deep inside of her.
"God that was wonderful, I needed that so much, thank you, thank you," Jess said, kissing Billy's face over and over. Then she pulled back and looked into his eyes and said, "I love you Billy Mayfair!"
* * * Chapter 8
Bright sunlight was shinning into the window when Billy woke up the following morning. He was disoriented, not sure where he was. At first he thought that last night had only been a dream, a beautiful dream. Then he saw Jess's dress still on the floor where she hand dropped it, but she was not there.
Billy jumped out of bed when he saw the clock, it was 8 a.m. and they were normally out on the farm working by now. He quickly put his boots and jeans on and ran to the farmhouse.
When he opened the door, he smelled breakfast cooking. He walked into the kitchen and saw Jess standing at the stove, wearing his long sleeve shirt. The shirt covered her to mid thigh.
Jess turned and smiled at Billy. "Hi lover, it looks like we slept-in this morning."
Billy walked up to her and wrapped his arms around her waist, kissing her neck.
"That was the most incredible night of my life Aun...uh Jess, thank you, you were wonderful." Billy said, bringing his hands up to her soft breast and squeezing.
"You were pretty good yourself," she said, feeling excitement grow as her young lover played with her nipples. "You had better let me work or breakfast will burn."
"Let it burn," Billy said, reaching over to turn off the burner and then take the spatula from her hand, laying it on the counter.
"Billy, we can't now," Jess pleaded without conviction in her voice.
Billy pulled Jess over to the kitchen table and pushed the plates and silverware out of the way then lifted her up to sit on the table. He kissed her lips and began to unbutton her shirt. He spread the shirt, revealing Jess's full soft breasts. His hands played with the large orbs; lifting and squeezing them bring moans of pleasure from her.
Billy began to push Jess back on the table.
"Billy, at least let me go take a bath, I am still ...uh...you know we were pretty active last night and..." Jess tried to say as Billy kissed her lips then forced her to lie down.
Lifting her legs, Billy placed Jess's feet on the table. He pulled up a chair and sat down, his head between her legs, close to her very wet pussy.
He hesitated for only a second before bringing his lips to Jess's drooling pussy lips. He heard her moan as his tongue dove into her pussy hole.
He felt Jess pull his head tight to her pussy, lifting her hips in excitement.
"Oh God Billy, eat, eat me, I love how you suck my cunt," Jess screamed beginning a series of climaxes.
Billy worked on her pussy for over an hour, licking and sucking every inch. When she got too sensitive, he would pause, kissing her thigh and whispering sweet words to her. Then he would start again.
When Jess could take no more, Billy stood up and lowered his zipper, freeing his hard cock. He brought it to her pussy lips and slid it in easily, feeling the incredible slipperiness of his lover's wet pussy. He fucked her hard, bringing her to another climax. He even turned her on her side so that her pussy was sideways, causing her pussy to clamp down hard on his now very excited cock. Billy watched his cock slide in and out of her fat cunt lips, her pussy dripping juice from her pussy onto the table.
"Oh Jess, I have to cum. I am going to cum deep in your wonderful cunt, here it comes, here it comes, take it, oh God, take all my cum."
"Yes, yes, cum in me, pour all that wonderful juice into me lover," Jess said.
Soon Billy had exhausted his supply of sperm for now and fell back on the kitchen chair. He rested his cheek on his aunt's ass, occasionally placing small kisses on the soft skin.
After several minutes, Billy sat back. Jess had not moved, still curled in a fetal position on the table. Billy still could not believe that he was fucking his beautiful woman on the kitchen table. As he gazed loving at his lover's well-fucked pussy, cum began to trickle out and drip to the table.
Billy reached over and smacked his aunt's ass lightly saying, "Come on woman, we need to eat breakfast and get back to work." Bill helped Jess pulled her exhausted body to a sitting position on the table.



Billy moved into Jess's bedroom that evening.
* * * Chapter 9
As the summer wore on, Jess and Billy made the most of their time. Billy was just an insatiable as Jess. They fucked several times a day, anywhere and everywhere. They fucked in bed, or the sofa, in the barn, outside, even while riding a horse.
Billy would come in to find Jess in the kitchen fixing dinner. He would walk up behind her, pull her dress up and stick his cock into her and fuck her until she was a withering mass of flesh on the floor.
Billy asked Jess to wear dresses whenever possible, it made it easier for him. Billy also liked to keep Jess filled with his cum. He liked the thought of it running out of her. It also made it slick so that his cock would go in easily.
Jess and Billy even went to a drive-in movie one evening. Billy didn't even know that drive-in movies existed. They sat in the front of her pick up truck and made out, Billy opening her shirt to reveal her large breasts. Luckily the windows were steamed up or people would have seen this young boy sucking his a very mature woman's tits.
Billy had made Jess wear a skirt so when he had her straddle his thighs, it was easy to slide his cock into her.
Had someone been close by, they would have seen the truck rocking as Jess bounced up and down on her lover. As much as she tried, Jess could not hold back moans of pleasure as she climaxed on Billy's cock over and over.
Soon, Jess had fucked all the cum from Billy's balls, filling her pussy to overflow.
When they had caught their breath, Billy pulled Jess out of the truck, holding her hand as they walked to the concession stand.
"Hi Jess, I haven't seen you here for a long time," the man behind the counter said.
"Hi Jack, this is my best friend's son, Billy Mayfair."
"Pleased to meet you Billy."
"Pleased to meet you," Billy said, "we'll have a couple of cokes and popcorn."
"Billy, we need to get out of here," Jess whispered, feeling Billy's cum start to run down her legs.
"What's the hurry?" Billy said, knowing full well what the problem was.
"Your cum is running down my legs," Jess answered in a tense whisper.
"Oh is that all," Billy smiled, torturing Jess. The truth was it excited Jess incredibly to be standing here talking to someone with her lover's cum running out of her.
****
Billy and Jess were enjoying their freedom to make love anywhere and everywhere on the farm. It almost created quite a problem one quiet Sunday afternoon.
They had come home from church and instead of going into the house; Billy led Jess into the barn and up the ladder to the hayloft.
"Billy, where are we going?" Jess asked, still dressed in their church cloths, climbing the ladder in front of Billy.
"Jess, I want to fuck you here in the hayloft, is that okay with you?"
"Billy, you know I will fuck you anywhere you want," Jess replied with a smile.
Standing in the hayloft, Billy embraced Jess, bringing his lips to hers. They were in front of the open area where hay is lowered to a trailer for distribution on the farm. Billy stretched out on the hay and pulled his zipper down, freeing his already hard cock.
Without preliminaries, Jess raised her dress and squatted over Billy's hard cock. In seconds, she had his cock deep insider of her. She moaned and began to bounce up and down, taking his deep into her wet pussy.
From the outside, only the upper portion of Jess's body could be seen.
Suddenly, Jess heard someone outside.
"Hello, is anyone up there?"
"Oh my God," Jess whispered to Billy, "it's Reverend Jones."
They had been too busy to pay attention to a car driving up and the stupid dog was asleep on the porch.
Jess tried to lift up but Billy grabbed her hips and pulled her back down on him, continuing to push his cock into her.
"Yes Reverend Jones," Jess said, trying to keep the panic from her voice. "I'll be down in a second."
"Mind if I come up."
"No, uh, yes, I'll be right down," Jess said, panic mounting. "Billy, let me up," she pleaded.
Billy ignored her and began to move his hips faster.
"Oh God Billy, stop, please, the Rev..." Jess whimpered, unable to finish her sentence as her excitement mounted until she could not hold back her climax. "Oh Billy, I'm going to cum," she whispered, her pussy clamping tight on Billy's cock.
"Yes Jess, cum for me, cum on my cock."
Jess's hips pushed hard into her lover as her climax began. She worked hard to suppress her moans as her climax reached its peak, pouring her juice onto Billy's cock and balls.
Billy moaned quietly and began to shoot his load into her, feeling it course through his hard cock and into her tight pussy.
Almost before he was done cumming, Jess jumped up, leaving Billy's cock throbbing, slick with her juice. Smoothing her dress down, she rushed to climb down the wooden ladder, quickly walking out of the barn toward the Reverend Jones. As she walked, she tried unsuccessfully to remove all the straw in her hair and on her dress.
"Hi Jess," the reverend said with a curious look on his face. "I'm was just making my Sunday rounds and I realized that I had not visited you in a long time."
"I am so glad you stopped by Reverend," Jess lied.
"Where is Billy?"
"He, he...he will be coming...along soon," she said grabbing Reverend Jones arm and leading him to the house.
Jess had not taken three steps when she felt Billy's cum began to leak out of her. She felt it drip from her pussy to the ground between her legs with each step.
Neither the reverend nor Jess saw Billy's smiling face up in the hayloft as he watched them enter the house.
* * * Chapter 10
Several days later, Jess and Billy took a picnic lunch to a remote place on the farm. They laid their blanket under a large shade tree on a hill overlooking the farm. It was a perfect late August day in South Dakota, yet Billy and Jess were sad; Billy had to leave for home in two days.
They lay on the blanket, kissing and hugging, not wanting to talk about the inevitable.
Each moment was precious, each love session special.
Billy's stripped Jess, spreading her naked body before him. He knelt above her, taking in her beauty. He slowly bent to her spread pussy. He slowly ate her pussy, making sure that he savored every taste, every feel. He tried to memorize how Jess's thighs felt on his face, how her pussy squeezed his tongue, how she screamed in climax.
He put her on her knees and spread her legs, placing his cock deep into her from behind. He savored the feel of his cock slowly entering her body until his thighs met hers. He reached under her and squeezed those soft mature breasts, pinching the nipples the way she loved.
"Oh God fuck me sweetheart, drive that cock into me, I love it."
Jess was doing the same as Billy; she was trying to memorize the feel of him, how his cock worked in and out of her, how his body felt on hers.
When Billy yelled that he was going to cum, Jess pushed back hard, trying to take his cum so deep it would never come out of her.
As they lay side by side in the afterglow of sex, Jess said, "Billy, I have a gift I want to give to you."
"Jess, you don't need to give me anything, you have given me everything a woman can give a man."
"Don't refuse too fast. What I want to give to you, I have given to no other man. You will be the first and probably the last to get this gift."
"Now I am interested, what is it?" Billy said with excitement.
Jess leaned close to Billy and whispered as if someone could hear, "Billy, I want...I want you to fuck me in the ass."
"Oh my God Jess, can people really do that, can a man really stick his cock up a woman's ass?"
"Yes dear, it can be done, but you have to be very gently."
"Wow," Billy said, his cock starting to harden.
"Down lover, you will have to wait until tomorrow night."
"Why can't we do it now?"
"Because I want it to be special."
"I don't know if I can wait."
"Here this will help," Jess said as she bent over and began to suck Billy's cock."
Billy and Jess kissed and hugged that evening but they did not have sex. Jess wanted to save it for the following evening.
* * * Chapter 11
Both Jess and Billy were quiet the following day. Each was trying to control their emotions in order to hold back the tears.
That evening, after dinner, Jess told Billy to wait downstairs until she got ready.
When she called, Billy practically ran up the stairs. He stopped suddenly when he entered the bedroom. He saw Jess on the bed wearing a white corset with garters and white nylons. It was the outfit that she had worn on her wedding night. Maybe it was a little snugger, exposing a little more of her mature breasts but it still looked great on her.
Billy stripped quickly, moving to the bed to take Jess into his arms.
"Oh God Billy, I'm so hot for you. I need you so bad, I want you in my ass."
Billy responded by kissing her lips then moving down to the top of her soft breasts. He gently removed each breast from the corset, then took first one then the other nipple into his mouth. He heard her moans of pleasure.
Billy moved on to her wet and swollen pussy. As soon as his mouth touched the very familiar pussy lips, he felt Jess begin to climax, grabbing his head and moaning in pleasure.
When Jess had recovered sufficiently, she pushed Billy over onto his back and began to suck his cock. She worked on his cock like she knew that he loved, leaving it throbbing and wet, pointing toward the ceiling.
Jess knelt on the bed, moving up until she was over Billy's face. She looked down into Billy's loving eyes.
"Lick my ass Billy, get it ready for your cock. I want you to stick your tongue deep into my ass. Make it wet so that big cock of yours will slide easily into me. I want you to have my ass Billy, I want you to have something that I have never given to anyone else, something I will never give to another man."
"Oh God Jess," Billy whispered bringing his tongue into her pussy. He felt her move forward, getting to her feet in a squatting position then turning to face his feet. Her ass was right above his face.
Billy looked up and saw the sexy ring of Jess's beautiful asshole now so close to his mouth. His tongue came out and touched the tight little star, causing her to moan and press down. Billy held his tongue stiff, letting Jess force his tongue through the opening.
Billy moaned as he felt his tongue slide into Jess's tight ass. He could feel the warmth of her body as he went as deep as his tongue could go, until his lover's ass cheeks were touching his face. It was a wonderful feeling, his tongue squeezed tight by her little asshole. Billy was only sorry that he had never done this before.
Jess began to move up and down slowly, allowing her ass to get used to his tongue. She had never felt anything so incredible.
When Jess pulled away, Billy saw her wet hole close slowly. He watched her move down until she was squatting over his very hard cock.
Jess looked back over her shoulder at Billy as she slowly lowered herself, moaning as his cock pushed into the tiny hole, until just the head disappeared.
"Oh God, oh God Billy, its going in, your cock's going into my ass."
"Oh Jess, it's wonderful, I can feel your ass sucking me in. Oh my God," Billy moaned, his eyes closed, the sensation overwhelmed him.
Jess increased the pressure, forcing more and more of Billy's cock into her ass. At first, she wasn't sure that she could get it all in, but eventually she felt Billy's balls touch her pussy; all of his cock was deep in her ass.
When Billy looked down, he could not see any of his cock. He could feel Jess's ass contracting around him as her body adjusted to the invasion of his stiff rod.
After a few minutes without movement, Jess began to move up slowly, letting Billy's cock slide out until only the head was still inside of her. Billy could see Jess's ass tighten around the head of his cock like a rubber band. Then she moved back down until she had him all again. She moved up again and then down, gradually increasing the speed until she established a steady rhythm.
Both Billy and Jess were moaning continuously, moving rapidly to a point of no return.
"Yes, yes, fuck me," Jess moaned, taking Billy's cock deep into her with each stroke. Jess screamed as her climax began, causing her ass to contract on Billy's cock bringing him even greater pleasure.
"Billy, Billy, I'm cumming, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Jess screamed, moving her ass up and down rapidly. Jess felt like she might lose consciousness as her ass began to spasm around her lover's cock.
"That's it, that's it Jess, cum on my cock, take it all. God, I'm going to cum," Billy panted, joining Jess in climax, pumping cum deep into her willing asshole.
Jess fell over into Billy's arms in exhaustion. They kissed and hugged until they fell asleep. Late that night, they made love one last time.
* * * Chapter 12
The following morning Billy packed his clothes quietly, Jess by his side. Billy's emotions were on the edge, he could cry at any minute.
Jess was fighting her own battle; her heart was breaking.
Billy picked up his suitcase and put his arm around Jess as they walked to the truck. Throwing the bag in the back, Billy stood face to face with Jess, pulling her close for an emotional kiss.
"Jess, I could stay..."
"No Billy, you can't stay. You have to go home, back to your family and friends. You have your whole life in front of you. You can't stay here on this farm with an old lady."
"God Jess, you know you are not old. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. I love you," Billy said, tears streaming from his eyes.
"Billy, I love you with all my heart, but you know we can never be together. You will find someone one day and forget all about me."
"Never, I will never forget you Jess," Billy said kissing her one last time.
"Here," Jess said, handing Billy a small wrapped package. "Don't open it now."
"Jess, I told you I didn't want anything more from you, you have given me more than any man has a right to expect."
"I know what you said, please take it."
The long ride was a quiet one, both of them feeling that if they spoke they would become emotional all over again and the tears would flow.
When they were standing at the open door of the bus, Billy and Jess shared one last hug. All the tears they had been holding back began to fall.
Billy got on the bus and sat in a window seat, looking out at Jess as tears streamed down his cheeks.
As the bus pulled away, Billy looked down at the wrapped package in his lap. Wiping his eyes, he removed the wrapping and opened the box. A smile found its way through the tears when he saw a pair of his Jess's silk panties folded neatly. When he picked them up, a pack of money fell to his lap. Billy opened the folded money and saw that there were five one hundred-dollar bills. Tears filled his burning eyes again.
Billy had a very difficult time reading the note through his tears.
"Billy, you know that I love you with all my heart. I have never known a summer like this; I will remember it for the rest of my life. You will make some woman a wonderful husband someday. I will think of you always. All my Love, Jess."
Billy cried like a baby.
* * * Chapter 13
"Damn weddings," Billy Mayfair thought as he sat in the church on the hard bench, bored to tears. It was his mom that had insisted that he come all the way from his college in the Midwest for his cousin's wedding in San Francisco.
Billy was in his senior year at Ohio State, where he was majoring in agriculture. He was there on scholarship as a first string wide receiver for the football team. He was now 6' 1" and weighed 190 pounds.
Over an hour later, Billy was leaving the church when he saw someone, causing him to almost fall down the steps. He rubbed his eyes in disbelief. It couldn't be true. Billy saw Jess standing outside the church. It had been almost four years and she hadn't changed a bit, maybe a few more lines but as sexy looking as ever.
"Jess," Billy screamed, running down the steps.
Jess looked directly at him, confusing on her face. Then as Billy got closer, her face lit up. "Billy, oh my God," she screamed running toward him with open arms.
Bill grabbed Jess and swung her around, lifting her from her feet.
"Jess, I didn't know you were going to be here," Billy said, tears coming to his eyes.
"I didn't know you were going to be here either," Jess said, her eyes as wet as his.
"Oh my God it's great to see you Jess."
"Wow Billy, I didn't recognize you, God you have changed."
"Yea, well I put on a few pounds, like thirty, since you saw me last."
"You must be a real lady-killer," Jess smiled.
"I'm not sure about that," Billy said blushing. "Listen, do you want to sneak out of this reception and go somewhere to talk?" Billy asked.
"I have to make an appearance, Janie is my God child after all, but then we can go. How about we go to the Hyatt downtown where I am staying and have dinner?"
"Great, I'm at the local Best Western hotel, poor college student you know. I am sure the food where you are is much better."
"Well, let's make an appearance and you can drive me to my hotel."
Two hours later Jess and Billy were sitting at the restaurant in the Hyatt.
"Tell me about yourself young man, what have you been doing?"
"Mostly school and sports, nothing really exciting."
"You have turned into a very handsome man Mr. Mayfair. I'll bet you have the ladies falling all over you? Have you got a special girl?"
"No Jess, I haven't found anyone to equal you, you spoiled me."
Billy saw Jess blush.
"I married Bob Johnson you know."
"Yea, my mom told me. Are you happy?"
"Very, he is a very good provider."
"Does he take care of you?" Billy said, raising his eyebrows.
"He is a good provider," Jess answered, evading the question.
"Oh I see," Billy smiled.
"Your hands must have recovered well if you are a wide receiver. I wasn't sure after you dove into that barbed wire pit," Jess said laughing.
"All right, you know I didn't dive into that pit, I tripped," Billy smiled as they both started laughing.
"Blue is gone."
"Not a surprise to me, dumbest damned dog I ever saw."
Billy and Jess laughed and talked all through dinner, bringing each up to date on the last four years. They both avoided any talk of sex, but it was on both of their minds.
"Billy, why don't we go to the lounge, I think they have a DJ there, we can have a drink."
"Great, I can drink now you know."
"I know, you are legal now," Jess smiled. Billy understood the double meaning.
A few drinks later, both were feeling a little mellow.
"Jess, you know you taught me more in that one summer then I have ever learned since."
Jess sighed. "It was a wonderful summer. Oh God remember when we were almost caught by the Reverend?" Jess said, making her first reference to their previous sexual relationship.
Billy reached over and held Jess's hand gazing into her eyes. "Jess, I remember ever second of that summer like it was yesterday."
Jess could feel the old excitement building in her. "Billy I am married now."
"I know, let's dance," Billy said as a slow song came on. Billy held Jess tight, loving the feeling of her body next to him again.
Jess put her head on Billy's shoulder, trying to fight the feelings coursing through her. Suddenly she knew that she had lost the battle when the DJ put Whitney Houston's 'I Will Always Love You' on the player.
Jess did not resist when Billy lifted her head and brought his lips to hers.
Everything around them disappeared; there were no people, no building, only the two of them. They didn't even notice the stares that they got from people who were wondering about this twenty-two year old man and a forty something woman, kissing right on the dance floor. The kiss went on and on as they slowly moved to the music.



Finally, Jess pulled away. Billy was afraid he had over stepped the bounds.
"Let's go to my room," Jess whispered, taking Billy's hand and leading him back to the table to get her purse.
Billy did not wait to get to the room. He brought Jess to his arms in the elevator and began to kiss her again. Again, they were oblivious to the stares of people that got on the elevator.
By the time they reached the room, Billy had an erection tenting his pants. As soon as they entered the room, Jess fell to her knees reaching for Billy's zipper with shaking hands, removing his dripping cock.
"Oh God Billy, it is even more beautiful than I remembered," Jess said, holding his prick before her eyes. "Height and weight is not the only place where you have grown I see," she said, taking the head into her mouth as she looked up at Billy.
"Oh God, suck it Jess."
Jess closed her eyes and began to make love to his cock with her mouth. She licked and sucked the head then took his cock deep into her throat. She moaned as she sucked her young lover, their years apart melting away.
Jess pulled her mouth from Billy and looked up at him. "Billy, I want you to fuck me. I want you to take me to bed and make love to me all night."
Billy pulled Jess to her feet, kissing her again. Then he picked her up and carried her to the bed, laying her gently on the sheets. He stood and began to strip.
"Wow," Jess said, looking at Billy's chiseled body.
Billy stripped Jess's clothes from her body, quickly bringing his mouth to her wet pussy. He had not forgotten the wonderful taste of the women he would always love. He heard her moan as his tongue began to lick her large lips, then moving to her clit.
"Oh Billy, I have missed that so much. Your mouth is so wonderful, eat me, eat my pussy."
Billy couldn't answer; his mouth was too busy. His tongue went deep into her warm hole, the taste causing his head to spin. He felt her thighs squeeze his head as her first climax overtook her.
"Oh yes, I'm cumming..." Jess screamed her body convulsing like it had not done in years.
Billy pulled away and sat back smiling, his mouth and chin wet with her juice.
"Fuck me Billy," Jess said, opening her arms and legs to him.
Billy got on his knees and brought his hard cock to her swollen pussy.
"Put it in, put it in me, please, fuck me," Jess pleaded.
"Are you sure," Billy said, "you are a married lady Mrs. Johnson."
"Don't tease me Billy, I need you so bad."
Billy moaned, pushing his cock into her then falling onto her body.
Jess screamed in pleasure as she felt Billy's cock enter her. It had been so long, so long since she had felt anything like this. Her arms wrapped around his neck and her legs locked around his back holding him tight.
Billy began pumping into her like a man that hand not had sex in years. His hips were a blur as his cock sliced in and out of her very wet pussy.
"Oh God, Jess, I'm going to cum. Can I cum in you? Please, let me cum in you."
"Yes, Billy yes, cum in me, fill me up with your sweet cum, God I'm cumming," Jess screamed as she felt her lover filling her pussy with his hot cum.
Billy laid on Jess, breathing heavy, unable to move, her legs and arms still around him, his cock still in her pussy.
Several minutes later, Billy began to move again, his cock never going soft.
Jess kissed Billy's lips as his hips began a steady rhythm, creating a sloppy fucking sound. Jess came again and again as Billy fucked her non-stop.
After a long while, Billy pulled back, his cock still in her. He looked into her eyes and said, "I'm going to fuck your ass now Jess, can I fuck your ass?"
"You can do anything you want to me Billy. Please, put you cock in my ass. No one has had my ass since you did four years ago."
Billy pulled his sperm covered cock from Jess's saturated pussy. He placed the head at the tiny hole and pushed. His lubricated cock slid in easily bringing a long moan from Jess. He lifted her legs to his shoulders and began to fuck her ass hard.
Jess was delirious as Billy fucked on and on, never giving her a rest, bringing her to one climax after another.
Billy finally moaned and shot his cum into her ass, falling onto her in exhaustion. He bent to kiss her lips and realized that she had passed out.
Billy and Jess made love all night long, getting very little sleep.
The following morning Billy took Jess to the airport, waiting at the gate for her plane to leave. When her row for boarding was called, they kissed one last time, ignoring the stares. When they looked into each other eyes there was sadness but also joy. They knew that few people got the chance to share what they had shared, to love like they had loved. It would be with them always.
***As always if you like this story, send me an e-mail and let me know.***
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It was a full half hour before Judi felt Derrick stir and slowly begin to pull his still large but soft cock from her stretched pussy. Judi moaned and tried to hold him inside. With a squishing sound, Judi felt his cock vacate her swollen lips. She could feel his sperm flow out of her and onto the bed.
"I have to leave, my wife is expecting me for dinner," Derrick sighed as he got up and began to dress.
Derrick's comments brought it all back to Judi, she was married and so was he. What had she done, she thought, I'm a married woman that has fucked three black men in one day and one who may have made me pregnant? Yet she didn't feel as bad as she should have. She had to admit that she had enjoyed it immensely; she had climaxed more times then she could count and she really didn't feel all that guilty.
Judi watched as her black lover dressed. She saw him cover up that gorgeous body, that body that had given her so much pleasure. She was amazed that she had taken such a large cock down her throat and into her pussy. Judi shivered as she watched him dress; she wanted him again.
"You can stay as long as you like," Derrick said startling Judi out of her daydream. "I'll see you tomorrow bright and early."
Then he leaned over and kissed her long and slow, starting Judi's juices to flow again.
Judi didn't say anything as she watched him leave the room. She wanted to get up yet her muscles wouldn't cooperate. She felt sore all over. Slowly her hands wondered down to her groin. She let out a little gasp as she felt the condition of her pussy; the lips were very swollen and the hole still wide open. She ran her fingers through the engorged lips until one by one they disappeared into her open slit. Soon she had three fingers in cum filled pussy. When she felt Derrick's potent sperm still deep inside her, she tensed and began to move her fingers faster. The room was filled with the squishing sound that Judi's fingers were making as she stirred her lover's sperm inside her pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhh," Judi moaned as her body convulses in climax.
Judi finally made it home at nine that evening. Don was busy on the computer and barely noticed Judi come in. She didn't have to worry about him seeing the sperm running down her legs, as he barely looked up as she passed to go to their bedroom. Judi decided not to shower, feeling that there was some justice in her lying in bed with her husband as her black lover's sperm ran out of her pussy.
*****
The following day Judi was at work bright and early as ordered. She only saw Derrick briefly in the morning as he passed her office. He had smiled at her and waved. It wasn't until late afternoon that she could see him alone.
It was Derrick that called Judi into his office.
"How are you feeling today?" Derrick asked in a concerned tone.
"Wonderful," Judi replied honestly and smiled.
"No regrets?" Derrick asked.
"Oh there are always regrets," Judi said somewhat pensively.
"You know that I am not going to leave my wife, don't you?" Derrick asked.
"Yes, I know that," Judi responded. "I just want any part of you that you are willing to share."
"I think you now know that I can be very demanding with my lovers. If we continue this relationship, it must be on my terms." Derrick said, looking deeply into Judi's eyes.
"I understand that and I also understand that you are what I need now in my life right now. The last several days have shown me that I have been missing out on a large part of my life. I don't know where this will lead but I want to take the journey," Judi said with firm determination.
Derrick was silent for several minutes, looking at Judi as if to determine if she was sincere. "Very well," Derrick said, "take off you clothes."
Judi hesitated, her eyes wide in surprise. "Uh...here...you want me to...?"
"You heard me Judi, I don't like to repeat myself."
Judi slowly unbuttoned her blouse, baring her braless breast to her black lover. She then stood, unsnapped her skirt and pulled it down, leaving her in her thigh nylons and four-inch heels.
Derrick sat silently and admired Judi's naked body, his eyes burning her skin. He liked her mature body. He could see some of the marks left on her body from yesterday and felt a little twinge of regret.
Finally he spoke. "Come here and suck my cock," Derrick ordered as if it were something he said all the time.
Judi hurried around the desk and knelt between Derrick's legs. With shaking fingers she pulled his zipper down and freed his half erect cock. Judi was amazed anew when she saw the size of the black snake she held in her hand. She immediately brought her mouth to the large head and began to lick and suck it. Her lover's cock immediately began swell in her mouth. Soon he was fully erect and Judi began to work her lips and tongue all over his ten-inch monster. Her fingers could not touch as she held his cock to her mouth.
Judi was so absorbed in her task that she didn't hear the office door open. She was startled when she heard Derrick talking to someone and tried to pull back. Derrick's hands immediately grabbed her head and held her in place. Judi was mortified when she realized that Derrick was talking to his secretary Terri.
Terri was a 22-year-old blond with blue eyes and an incredible body. She was about 5' 1" with large round breasts and long pink nipples that were always prominently displayed. She had worked for Derrick for several years.
Judi could hear Derrick telling Terri things that he wanted her to do for him tomorrow as if she were not kneeling there sucking his cock. She was having a hard time focusing on what they were saying as Derrick kept her mouth on his cock. She knew that Terri could plainly see her sucking Derrick's cock; she could even feel her eyes burning into her.
Finally, Derrick said something to Terri and she moved around the desk behind Judi. Judi started to struggle as she felt her hands being pulled behind her by Terri.
"Judi," Derrick said in a commanding tone.
Judi immediately stopped struggling and let Terri pull her hands together. Some type of stapes were put around her wrists and locked together.
Derrick grabbed Judi's head and kept her mouth on his dick.
When Judi's hands were secured, Derrick began to move Judi's head up and down, forcing her to take more of his cock into her mouth with each downward motion. She knew what he wanted, and relaxed her throat, trying not to gag. Gradually she felt her lover's large cock move in her throat slowly going deeper and deeper until her lips were touching his balls. She knew Derrick could feel her throat muscles squeezing his cock. Strangely she felt proud as she felt Terri's eyes on her.
Derrick moaned and pulled Judi's head up to let her breath then forced it down again. Judi's throat opened to accept his black cock each time. Eventually the feeling began to overcome Derrick. He wasn't interested in cumming in her mouth though. He pulled Judi up and made her stand in front of him.
Judi looked at Terri and saw a lustful smile. Her face colored in embarrassment.
With Terri's help Derrick had Judi sit on the desk and then lay back. Then she moved around to the other side of the desk and stood at Judi's head.
Derrick sat in his chair and lifted Judi's legs and placed them on his shoulders.
God, Judi thought, he's going to eat me right here in front of Terri. Then she moaned as she felt Derrick's lips and tongue descended on her sopping wet pussy. "Oh my God," Judi moaned. She no longer paid attention to Terri who was now holding her shoulders down unnecessarily. Her legs clamped around Derrick's head wanting to free her arms to hold him. Judi couldn't move; she was trapped as her lover made loud sucking noises, his lips covering every inch of her swollen pussy lips.
It took Judi only seconds to begin a climax. "Oh God yes Derrick, eat me, suck my pussy," Judi moaned no longer concerned that Terri was watching her. "Yes, oh yes, I'm going to...oh God Derrick...I going to...I'm cummmmmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!!! Judi screamed, her head rolling back and forth as her body shivered and shook.
Derrick didn't stop sucking Judi as her climax receded; instead he doubled his efforts and sucked harder, sticking his tongue deep into her pussy.
Judi began to buck her hips into Derrick's face, her eyes closed in pleasure, wanting badly to grab his head. Suddenly, Judi gasped as she felt hands on her breast. Her eyes opened in shock and saw Terri's hands on her tits. She had never had any bi-sexual tendencies, but this was too much for her. Her hips bucked and another climax hit her.
Terri watched as her boss ate Judi, her own pussy throbbing in excitement. Derrick hadn't told her to play with Judi's tits but she could not resist. She had always thought Judi was gorgeous and loved to watch her as she moved around the office. Now she had her right in front of her, naked and writhing in pleasure.
Judi felt Terri's hands working her tits over good, pinching and pulling the nipples causing her to moan. The double assault was driving Judi mad with pleasure.
On it went, as Derrick was relentless in eating her pussy. He would suck her clit, then move to her lips and suck those into his mouth, then back to her clit again.
Judi was in a state of perpetual climax, she couldn't tell when one climax ended and another began. The room was filled with Judi's screams of passion and the sloppy sucking noises coming from Derrick's mouth.
It was well over an hour later when Derrick pulled his mouth from Judi's swollen pussy. Through blurry eyes she saw him stand, smiling down at her. She heard him tell Terri to come around to his side of the desk. Then she saw Terri disappear to her knees and she heard Derrick moan and his hips buck into her face.
Derrick let Terri suck on his cock for several minutes. He knew Terri was trying to make him cum. "No you don't you little minks," Derrick chided Terri with amusement. "This is for Judi alone, but you can put it in her if you like."
Judi saw Terri stand up next to Derrick. She looked so small next to the large framed black man.
Derrick moved between Judi's legs. His large black cock was sticking out of his pants. Terri opened his belt and let his pants drop to the floor then she pulled his underwear down.
Judi watched with excitement as Terri wrapped her tiny white hand around Derrick's giant black cock. As Derrick stepped forward, Terri laid his cock on Judi's stomach, as if to show her how far the cock could penetrate. The cock nearly reached her belly button. My God, Judi thought, where does it all go?
As Terri held his cock, she quickly bent down and kissed Judi's throbbing pussy her tongue running between the swollen lips.
Judi almost screamed as her legs shot out, she wanted to stop Terri but her hands were tied. Suddenly an unwanted shiver ran through her as Terri's tongue touched her clit. Judi was almost sad when she pulled back.
Terri moved the large cock down as Derrick stepped back. She then placed the large head at the entrance to Judi's Pussy.
Judi began to moan again as Derrick began to push slowly into her. Soon he was in her pussy up to Terri's hand. Judi felt full yet she knew that there was plenty of cock left.
Derrick moved out and in several times, letting Terri's fist stop his progress. Finally, he told her to remove her hand and go around and hold Judi.
Judi moaned when Derrick pulled his cock all the way out of her stretched hole.
Terri walked around the desk and placed her hands on Judi's shoulders again. When she was in place, Derrick picked up Judi's legs and pressed them back toward her breasts. Terri grabbed her thighs and pulled them further back.
Judi was now in a very precarious position with her pussy pointing directly at Derrick's dripping black cock. She was forced back on her shoulders with her lower section being held up by Terri's hands on her thighs.
Derrick slowly put his cock in Judi's hole again and pushed slowly in.
"Oh God Derrick, please, please, don't tease me," Judi moaned.
Terri bent down and began to whisper to Judi, "Do you want all his black cock this time Judi?"
Judi could only moan.
"He has four or five inches left to go, do you want it all?" Terri asked again.
Judi was breathing too hard to answer. Yes she wanted it but where would it all go? When Derrick had fucked her before, it had gone deep but now in this position, it would go much deeper. Could she take all of his cock?
"Look at how his big black cock is stretching your cunt," Terri said.
Judi looked down and could see his glistening cock stretching her tight pussy lips to their limit.
"You know what he's going to do, don't you?" Terri said as she continued to tease Judi. "He is going to put all of his weight on that cock and shove it deep until his balls slap your ass. You are going to feel that cock in you throat. He is going to stretch your insides so much, no other man will be good enough for you ever again."
Judi moaned as Terri continued. "Then he is going to fuck you like you have never been fucked before. When you can stand it no longer he will force that big black cock right up to the entrance of you womb. You will feel the big head expand and begin to shoot all that white-hot baby making sperm deep into your very womb. There will be no stopping those little guys, they are going to crawl right up inside you and find one or more of your little eggs. You're going to have his black baby growing in you for sure."
"Yes, yes," Judi found her voice, "I want it, please let him fuck me. Please let him cum in me."
Judi heard Derrick moan and felt a sudden pain as he forced the remaining inches into her. Judi screamed. She felt his cock hit bottom. Suddenly, she was shocked when Terri brought her mouth to hers and locked her lips on her. She felt Terri large, long tongue push into her mouth. Judi screamed into Terri's mouth as Derrick's weight forced his cock even harder into her.
Terri grabbed Judi's breasts in her hands and began to squeeze and pinch them with a vengeance as her tongue worked in and out of her mouth. Terri was in heaven; she had wanted to kiss Judi for so long. Now she had her and she couldn't resist her.
Judi began to suck on Terri's tongue as Derrick pulled almost all the way out. She screamed again as his long black cock plunged back in.
Judi pulled her lips from Terri's. "Yes, Yes, fuck me, give me your cock, I want it all, please fuck me hard," Judi screamed in delirium.
Gradually Derrick began to move faster and faster, until he was literally pounding into Judi's upturned cunt.
Judi was in a mindless frenzy as Terri and Derrick worked on her from both ends. Judi began to climax again and again, one after the other.
Derrick fucked on and on, working his cock in and out of Judi until there was a froth covering both of their crotches. Eventually Derrick could take no more pleasure. He needed relief. Derrick moaned, "I'm going to cum, take it, take all my cum deep inside you. Yes, yes, her it cums baby, oh God ahhhhhhhh!!!!"
Judi felt the large black cock expand inside her pussy and began to throb at its very base. She moaned as she actually felt his cum began to race down the shaft. Suddenly, the head of Derrick's cock began to spew hot cum deep into Judi's body. She felt her pussy fill to overflowing as the baby making sperm continued to flow.
There was no protection; Derrick's sperm was pouring into her womb; millions and millions of black baby making sperm looking for an egg to mate with. The thought of Derrick's baby growing inside her brought Judi to one final climax before she lost consciousness.
Derrick picked up Judi's limp body, letting Terri untie her hands then laid her gently on the sofa. He stood and looked down at her sleeping form. He saw his potent sperm running out of her swollen pussy and thought about how beautiful she would look with swollen breast and a large round belly carrying his child. He bend over and kissed her stomach where he knew his child would be growing. It thrilled him to know that this married white woman would be carrying his black baby.
Derrick turned to Terri and wrapped his arms around her and kissed her lips. When he pulled away, Terri looked up at him pleadingly. "Go ahead," Derrick said with a smile.
Terri dropped to her knees and spread Judi's legs. Her heart was pounding as she watched Derrick's sperm run from Judi's stretched pussy. With an animal like moan, Terri dropped her head and locked her mouth on Judi's pussy.
Derrick smiled as he walked out of his office.
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Judi didn't remember much about how she got home that evening or even what she said to her husband. She went right to bed and slept through the night and late into Saturday morning. The light of day Saturday brought back the reality of what she had done. She tried to keep busy Saturday with shopping and errands, trying not to think about her situation, but it kept coming back to her. She would never have believed it if someone had told her that she would be letting one black man, let alone three fuck her. It would have been even more inconceivable that she would eventually participate willingly.
Judi had a million questions in her mind. Would she get pregnant? If she were, how would she tell her husband? It would end their marriage for sure, but did she care? She felt guilty about her infidelity but on the other hand Judi felt invigorated by all the attention; she felt desirable again. Was that so wrong? Was it wrong for her to enjoy life again?
Yes, the sex had been incredible, but should she feel guilty for enjoying the sex so much? She had never passed out from climaxing in her life. Hell, she was lucky if she just got off once a month over the last ten years of her marriage and it wasn't that good even then.
Judi knew deep down inside, like some women do in that sixth sense, that she would get pregnant. It had been close to her fertile period when her and Derrick had fucked the first time. She could almost feel a new life forming in her body. If she were pregnant, she knew that she had the option of having an abortion, but she would never do that. This was a baby, a human life and after all, she wanted a child with all her heart. Yet this child didn't belong to her husband, it belonged to her boss, a married black man. However, she that knew she would love the baby no matter who the father was. The truth was that it was a secret thrill to Judi that she might be carrying Derrick's baby. She knew that he was happily married and would never leave his wife. Yes, she loved him, even after the rough treatment, maybe even because of the rough treatment. But she knew that Derrick had a softer side and would eventually show it.
Derrick was everything Don wasn't. Don was always so wimpy when it came to sex, never wanting to try anything new or taking control. Fortunately, Don was not truly an obnoxious personality. His greatest sin had been that he had lied about the fact that he was sterile. Had he loved her so much that he had been afraid that she would not marry him if she knew? The truth was that she might have considered that. Through it all Judi still cared for Don, but was probably too late for them.
Too many questions and not enough answers.
Through it all Judi found that she had a new outlook on life, a new bounce in her step, a new life within her.
The next several weeks flew by in a frenzy. It was the busy season at work and no one had much time for socializing. Derrick had been away for several weeks on a trip to the Orient, business and pleasure. Judi and he had not gotten together for almost three weeks. She was climbing the walls. When they finally had the chance, it was a quickie in his apartment. Still great but not long enough. Derrick promised that this was unusual and that he would have more time for her in the next several weeks when things got back to normal.
At home, Judi and Don's relationship had actually improved over the past several weeks. Part of the reason might have been that Judi felt better about herself and less defensive. Don had also found a job and he was showing signs of coming out of the funk he had been in for several years.
Judi still could not feel truly guilty about what she had done; she only felt sad that her marriage to Don was probably over. But the thrill of having the child she had always wanted over shadowed the feeling of regret.
It wasn't a surprise to Judi when missed her period. In fact, she felt an incredible excitement in the pit of her stomach. She knew that a new life was beginning for her. Where it would lead she was not sure but she still wanted to take the journey.
The first day her period was late, Judi went out and bought a home test. The results were as she had expected; she was pregnant! She figured that it was time to go to her doctor to confirm what she already knew.
Doctor Sally Moran had been working with Judi for years, trying all types of treatments to get her pregnant. It had been a mystery to her as to why Judi could not get pregnant. She tried to get Don to be tested but he had refused. It had been her conclusion that it was Don's problem not Judi's. Judi had chosen Doctor Moran first because she was a female and second because she was an expert in infertility. She and Judi had become more than patient and doctor, they had become friends. In fact, they had even cried together on several occasions when Judi's test results had come back negative. When Judi found out that Don was sterile, she had obviously shared that with her doctor. Doctor Moran was as angry as Judi but tried her best to console her friend.
When Judi stopped in to see Dr. Moran and told her about her suspicions, she was shocked to say the least. She did her own test and confirmed that Judi was a month pregnant.
Judi didn't lie to her; she told her that it was not Don's baby and that it belonged to her African American boss. After all, she would certainly know the father was black at delivery.
After recovering from her initial shock, Doctor Moran had a serious discussion with Judi about her options--abortion, putting the baby up for adoption, etc. Judi refused all of these and told her that she was happy and wanted this baby more that anything in the world. The baby would receive all the love Judi that could offer.
Finally, Dr. Moran came around and congratulated Judi then hugged her, telling her cautiously that she had a rough road ahead of her. She offered any assistance that she could provide. They cried tears of joy together.
**** Judi was so excited about the baby that she wanted to tell Derrick right away. However, she knew that she had to control her excitement and tell Derrick at the perfect time. She couldn't just blurt it out in the office one day. Judi was not really sure how Derrick was going to react. She was pretty certain that he would be happy. After all, he had made sure that he always came in her pussy and he knew that she was not on the pill. Still, they had never really discussed her becoming pregnant so there was still a hint of doubt.
Judi struggled to think of the appropriate time and place; it had to be special.
Fait was on Judi's side when Derrick announced that the two of them needed to go to Atlanta to a convention of vendors and potential customers. The company was going to set up a booth and he and Judi would be the on-site representatives. Judi was elated, this would be the perfect time and place for Judi to tell Derrick he was going to be a father: a romantic dinner, candlelight, wine. Judi decided that she would tell Don when she returned from Atlanta.
On Friday before they were scheduled to leave, Judi found out that Terri would be going with them to Atlanta. She was crushed, then furious. She had hoped this was going to be their time--her time to be with her lover, the father of her baby. The pregnancy was already wreaking havoc with her hormones.
Judi stormed into Derrick's office slamming the door. "What the hell is going on here Derrick? Why are you inviting that little tramp secretary of yours on our trip to Atlanta?" Judi screamed, her face red.
Poor Derrick didn't know what was going on. He certainly had no idea Judi was pregnant or that she wanted to share that important news with him in Atlanta.
Derrick sat back in his chair starring at her in amazement. When he got his composure he leaned over his desk toward Judi. "Judi, I don't know who the fuck you think you are talking too but unless something has changed, I still own this company and I will invite anyone I damned well please, anywhere I please. The last time I checked, you work for me. Furthermore, because we have had sex, does not give you the right to come in here and tell me what to do. If it's any of your business, which it is not, Terri is the one who is setting up our entire display and making all the arrangements for us to meet with business clients. She is basically responsible for the show."
Judi sat there stunned. She hadn't thought before she stormed into Derrick's office, she was running on pure emotions. Now she had opened her mouth and possibly spoiled everything.
After a long pause, Derrick said, "Now if you don't want to go, I can easily have Ann Towenson take your place."
Judi opened her mouth but no words came out. The tears began to flow. Finally she found her voice and said, "Oh Derrick, I'm so sorry, I...I don't know what is wrong with me lately, I'm just so emotional. I had no right to say what I did." Judi broke down in sobs.
Derrick got up and walked around the desk and put his arm around her. "Alright, alright, let's forget this conversation ever happened sweetheart. I know we haven't had much time together lately. I promise we will get more time in Atlanta. Why don't you take the rest of the day off and go home or shopping. We leave Sunday about noon." Derrick put his hand under Judi's chin and raised her face to look at him.
Judi looked up at Derrick in obvious relief. Wiping her eyes, she smiled and thanked Derrick sincerely.
Derrick leaned down and kissed Judi. His tongue entered her mouth and his hand reached around to massage her breast tenderly.
Judi's emotions went from sadness to joy, to desire in seconds. Judi's hand came up to Derrick's crotch and began to massage his rapidly swelling penis. She felt it expand in her hand. On impulse, she pulled his zipper down and worked his large cock out of his pants. Her eyes grew wide at the always-amazing site of Derrick's long black cock. The large purple head was swollen and already had a drop of clear juice at the tip. Judi's tongue came out and licked the drop off the head. She then ran her tongue around the swollen gland, coating it with her saliva then moving down the shaft. Her lips and tongue covered ever inch of the long black shaft.
Derrick moaned and thrust forward as Judi took the head into her mouth. She moaned deep in her throat as she felt Derrick's cock move deeper and deeper into her wide-open mouth. She sucked most of the cock into her throat before gagging a bit. She pulled back and moved forward again. This time she took the whole thing down her throat. She had gotten very good at taking his cock into her throat, all the way to his balls. She could hear Derrick groaning above her as her mouth and throat worked his cock. She pulled back several times, only to take him back in again.
"Be careful sweetheart, I can't take much of this," Derrick hissed.
This only served to make Judi work that much harder. She had never sucked his cock to completion before. Judi knew that she was already pregnant so it was not necessary for him to cum in her pussy. She wanted to taste his cum.
Judi could feel Derrick trying desperately to hold back. It was a futile attempt. Judi was now using her hand to jerk his cock, causing him to rapidly lose control.
"Judi, Judi, stop!" Derrick panted.
Judi sucked harder and moved her hand faster.
Suddenly, with a loud moan, Derrick's cock enlarged in Judi's mouth. Judi felt the first blast hit the back of her throat with great force. Derrick moaned in surrender and began to squirt his hot sperm into Judi's mouth.
Through half closed eyes Derrick watched his lover's cheeks bulge with his sperm then collapse as she swallowed, then fill again.
Derrick was a very heavy cummer, which did not surprise Judi since she has seen it run in rivers from her pussy. Yet, she thought it would never stop as her throat worked to drink every drop. She felt the hot juice slide down her throat and fill her stomach. She found that she loved the taste and texture, unlike the few times she had sucked her husband off.
Suddenly, Judi felt a spasm as a small climax went through her body. She lost track of time as her pussy spasmed each time she swallowed a mouthful of sperm. She kept sucking until she felt Derrick pry her lips from his cock.
Derrick pulled Judi's head to him, breathing heavy, trying to recover from his intense orgasm.
Judi lovingly kissed and licked Derrick's quickly shrinking cock until no trace of his sperm was left; she had swallowed every drop. Derrick smiled down at Judi saying, "God, that was one of the best blow jobs that I have ever had, you are an amazing and beautiful lady. Now why don't you get out of here before I throw you over that desk and fuck your brains out."
Judi smiled and said, "Promises, promises, I am ready anytime you are."
"Well, I don't have time right now but I can guarantee you that your pussy will be so sore by the time you leave Atlanta, you will have trouble walking," Derrick said laughing.
Judi didn't know at the time just how true that statement would be. She jumped up, kissed Derrick and said, "I am going to hold you to that promise lover."
**** Judi and Derrick left Sunday afternoon for Atlanta. Terri had gone down late Friday to begin preparation. Derrick had purchased first class tickets for the two of them.
The flight was a pleasure to Judi because she got the chance to talk to Derrick without anyone interrupting; she had all of his attention. At one point, she almost told him that he was going to be a father, however, she knew that this was not the time or place. Judi did try to find out more about Terri and Derrick's relationship.
Derrick told her that Terri had worked for him for several years. Judi had never really paid much attention to their relationship until now. Derrick was obviously fond of Terri; what man wouldn't be, she was gorgeous. Derrick also told Judi that Terri had a fetish but he would not elaborate.
Now Judi was even more curious about Derrick and Terri's relationship. She asked Derrick again what he meant when he said Terri had a fetish. He refused to answer, saying only that she would find out eventually. He did say that she had the longest tongue of any person, man or woman that he had ever seen. It was actually a deformity from birth. Her tongue was twice as long as normal, like the singer from Kiss. He also said that Terri had had her tongue pierced and wore a stud in it when she was not in the office. Judi was amazed and had many questions, but Derrick refused to give her any more information, just smiling at her questions.
Derrick had arranged for all three of them to have large rooms on the 26th floor of the Plaza Hotel. The rooms were beautiful. It was obvious that Derrick went first class in everything he did.
Before they separated, Derrick asked Judi to dinner that evening.
Judi was elated, this would be the perfect time for her news.
Derrick knocked on Judi's door at 7 PM. Judi was ready; she had been ready for an hour. She wore a white dress that was very short, tight and showed a lot of cleavage. It looked great with her tanned skin. She wore no nylons and of course no panties.
Derrick kissed her and held her at arms length and whistled at what he saw. "God, you look beautiful," he said pulling her back to him for another kiss. His hands went from her back to her soft ass cheeks.
Judi could feel his cock begin to swell as he pulled her into him. She pushed him away, not wanting to let things get out of control now. "Down lover, there will be plenty of time for that later, let's go, I'm hungry," Judi said with a smile. In fact, Judi was too excited to be hungry but Derrick didn't know that.
Judi and Derrick were a striking couple, him in a dark suit, black shirt and white tie, and she in her tight white dress and 4 inch white heels. They received a lot of stares as they walked thought the lobby.
Derrick had made reservations at a fancy restaurant. Actually it was an old church, which had been converted into a restaurant. It was trendy and very expensive. It was obvious that Derrick knew a lot of the staff there, as they greeting him like an old friend.
Judi and Derrick were led to the balcony of the restaurant where the seating was somewhat secluded and private. The table overlooked the rest of the restaurant below. The table was actually a booth with a large padded and rounded seat, enabling Judi and Derrick to sit close together. There were candles on the table and a bottle of wine already cooling. Judi would take it easy on the wine since she knew she was pregnant.
They sat close together drinking wine and talking quietly. They watched the activity on the church floor below them. Derrick held Judi's hand and kissed her many times as they shared intimacies. Dinner was delicious and the service was excellent; the waiters seemed to always be there to fill their wine glasses or take their orders. Actually, Judi would have liked a little less attention.
Finally, when the eating was done, a bottle of wine consumed, Judi felt the time was right. Judi turned toward Derrick and put her hand on his cheek. She looked into his eyes and said, "Derrick, there is something I need to tell you," and she paused. "I don't know how else to say this, except to come out and tell you...I'm...I'm pregnant; you are going to be a father."
Judi held her breath. The silence was almost frightening. The noise of the restaurant faded away as she waited for his reaction. Judi felt that she could actually hear her heart beating. It seemed like an eternity but was actually only a few seconds until Judi saw a big smile come to Derrick's face. Judi sighed with relief and allowed herself to smile.
"Oh my God, sweetheart, that is wonderful. I know that you have waited so long for this, God, I don't know what to say," Derrick said honestly.
"Your smile says it all," Judi said and brought her lips to his and kissed him long and hard. She could feel her heart beating wildly with joy and excitement. Judi's excitement mounted as she felt Derrick's hand reached down and squeeze her thigh.
When he broke the kiss, Derrick said with obvious concern, "What about your husband, what will he do?"
"I don't know and right now I don't really care," Judi responded.
"Well," Derrick said, "I tell you what, effective immediately you have a 30% pay increase and I am going to double your rate of commission. Also, you can use my apartment for as long as you want, if you decide to leave Don."
Judi had difficult comprehending what Derrick was saying. "What?" she asked.
"You heard me right, I won't have any child of mine living in poverty," Derrick said with determination.
"My God Derrick, that is so wonderful, I love you," Judi said her voice quivering with excitement.
"I love you too," Derrick responded and brought his lips to hers. When he pulled away, he had a look of concern on his face.
"What's wrong?" Judi asked.
"You know that I love my wife and I will not leave her," Derrick said.
"Yes I know," Judi answered quietly as she took Derrick's hand. "I just want whatever you can give me Derrick. I will not be a burden to you, I love you too much for that."
"And I love you too sweetheart," Derrick said and brought Judi's lips to his again.
Judi practically fell into his arms, spreading her thighs as she felt his hand touch her thigh then move up and under her dress. It only took a second before his hand was on her rapidly swelling pussy lips. Judi moaned as Derrick's long black fingers spread her pussy and slid in easily. Their tongues dueled as Derrick's finger began to move in and out of Judi's juicy pussy. She moaned as Derrick's head went to her neck, trailing little kisses to the sensitive area around her collarbone.



Suddenly, Judi glanced up and almost screamed. Their waiter, a young black man, was standing there with their bill. His eyes were as big as saucers as he watched Derrick's finger moving in and out of Judi's hairless pussy.
"Derrick, Derrick!" Judi breathed.
Derrick turned and looked up. Instead of stopping, he simply went back to kissing her neck, his fingers not stopping for a moment.
"Derrick, the waiter's here," Judi said in a panic, trying to close her thighs.
Derrick ignored her and said, "Open your thighs!"
Judi hesitated for a second then closed her eyes and opened her thighs as instructed her body beginning to quiver. She knew the waiter could see everything. Her dress was practically to her waist and her legs were spread wide. Judi moaned when she felt another of Derrick's fingers enter her. God, she was hot, she was nearing a climax.
Derrick brought his lips to hers again, forcing his tongue deep into her mouth. When the kiss broke, Derrick moved to her neck again and then to her ear. He began to whisper to her, "Judi it is so wonderful that you are carrying my baby. I know it will be a beautiful baby because you are a beautiful woman. I am honored that you have chosen me to father your child. I love you."
Judi shuddered and began to climax on Derrick's fingers. She was oblivious to the waiter who was still standing there. All she knew was that this wonderful man loved her and that his fingers were doing wonderful things to her. She shuttered and shook as little spasms overtook her. Then she spread her thighs wider and looked directly at the waiter as if to say, 'Look at me, look at me getting finger fucked by my wonderful black lover.' Her body shook again and again until she fell into Derrick arms in exhaustion.
After a few minutes, Judi felt Derrick remove his fingers. She saw him wipe his wet fingers on a napkin before taking the bill from the waiter. He looked at it and handed his credit card to the waiter as if nothing unusual had happened. The waiter left the two lovers. When he returned, she saw Derrick hand him a $100 bill and wink. He pulled Judi from the booth and walked proudly out of the restaurant. The night had just begun.
****
In the taxi on the way home the two lovers acted like teenagers. They made out in the back of the cab, oblivious to the driver who was watching while trying to negotiate traffic. Judi's dress was almost around her waist the entire ride. Several times she tried to pull Derrick's cock out but he stopped her telling her to wait. She moaned as Derrick alternated between finger fucking her pussy and playing with her rock hard nipples. She was relieved when the taxi reached the hotel. It wouldn't be long before she had that wonderful black cock in her pussy where it belonged.
The two lovers hurried through the lobby to the large glass elevator that would take them to the 26th floor. As soon as the door of the elevator closed, the two were all over each other again. Derrick had his hand under her dress and Judi had hers on his hard cock. They were startled when the door opened on the mezzanine level and an old couple got on. They had removed their hands but their lips continued to work on one another. The old couple looked at them with disdain. Whether that was because he was black and she was white or because they were making like teenagers neither knew nor cared.
When the old couple got off on the 12th floor, Derrick and Judi went back to what they were doing before. Derrick pushed Judi against the window glass and pulled her dress up in the back. Her ass was bare and pressed against the window for anyone that cared to look. Judi moaned as the cold class touched her ass, chills running thought her at the thought of the view from the street below. Judi was even more astounded when Derrick reached up and pulled both shoulder straps of her gown down her arms. When the straps reached her elbows, both breasts bounced free. Derrick bent down and began to suck first one then the other as the elevator continued its ascent to their floor. Judi was hoping that no one would be getting on. It was possible since there was a popular restaurant on the top floor.
Fortunately, no one got on the elevator. When the door opened, Derrick took Judi's hand and led her into the hallway. He stopped Judi when she tried to pull her dress up to cover her breasts. The two walked arm and arm down the hall with both of Judi's breasts exposed.
Suddenly the door to a room opened and a young white couple came out and started walking down the hall toward them. Judi tried to pull her dress top up but Derrick stopped. She felt him tighten his hold on her arm as they walked her past the surprised couple. The man had a smile on his face and the woman eyes were as big as saucers.
When the two arrived at Derrick's door, he put the card in then turned to Judi. He picked her up and carried her through the door, like a bride on her honeymoon. He walked her directly to the bedroom and gently laid her on the bed then stood and began to undress.
Judi watched as his muscular body came into view, thinking she would never get tired of seeing his naked body. He obviously did a great deal of weight lifting, his chest and abs rippled like a professional body builder.
When Derrick was naked, he crawled on the bed. Instead of climbing onto Judi, Derrick laid down on his stomach between her thighs. He pushed her legs up to her breasts and quickly brought his mouth to Judi's drooling pussy. As soon as his lips touched her pussy, Judi began to climax.
"Oh God, oh God, Derrick, eat me, eat my pussy. Yes, yes God I'm cummmmiiinnnggg!!! Judi screamed as Derrick's tongue brought her quickly to her peak. Her body shook and her thighs squeezed Derrick's head as her hips humped into his face. Judi was barely finished one climax when another began. This time something strange happened, Judi felt herself squirt something. She was mortified, thinking she was peeing. Derrick didn't miss a beat; he continued to eat her like nothing had happened. Derrick's lips and tongue worked Judi's pussy like never before. Judi tried not to squirt again but couldn't help it as her body was racked by spasm after spasm. She could feel her pussy throb and squirt, then throb and squirt again and again.
Derrick ate Judi's pussy for well over an hour before he came up for air.
Judi long ago lost track of the number of climaxes that she had. She could feel the soaked bed sheets under her. She saw that Derrick's face was shinny and dripping with her juice as he moved up and over her. He brought his wet lips to hers and shared a long passionate kiss. Judi reached down and brought his swollen cock to her still very wet pussy lips. As soon as the large head forced itself through her lips, she began to climax again.
"Oh my God," Judi moaned, trying desperately to keep from fainting. She could feel the large head of his cock spreading her pussy like only he could do. Her body was shaking with pleasure.
Derrick wasted no time, and began to work his cock in and out in short rapid strokes, trying to let Judi get used to the size before he began to fuck her in earnest. Soon, Judi was screaming as Derrick's entire cock was plunging in and out of her stretched pussy. The wetness of her pussy helped Derrick get the entire cock into Judi, stopping only when it hit bottom. Derrick kissed Judi's lips then moved to her neck. He licked and sucked her neck, placing several large suck marks on her skin before moving to her breasts. His tongue and lips worked more magic on her sensitive breasts as his cock never stopped it's pounding of her pussy. Finally, Derrick could hold it no longer.
"Oh God baby, I can't hold back anymore, I have to cum. Can I cum now baby, can I cum inside my little mother's pussy?"
Judi shivered anew at the words "little mother". "Yes, yes, yes, cum in me, please cum in my pussy," Judi said, "God, I love you." Suddenly Judi could feel the large head swell and the shaft throb and began to spit the contents of his balls deep into Judi's womb.
"Oh God, I'm cumming, take it, take all of my juice deep in your sweet pussy," Derrick bellowed.
"Yes, yes lover, cum in me, cum deep in my cunt, your cunt, your 'little mother's cunt'," Judi answered.
Judi felt her own pussy throb as she accepted his sperm deep into her body. Her pussy was so wet she could no longer tell the difference between her juice and his sperm. His pounding continued, splattering their juices over their groins and onto the already wet bed sheets.
Derrick continued to fuck Judi, his cock never getting soft, until he came again, filling Judi to overflow.
The night was a daze of kissing, fucking and loving. Judi didn't know how many times they fucked or came. It was an incredible night, a night Judi had dreamed about since she was old enough to know of sex. She had an entire night with her lover, never being interrupted and never stopping. When she finally fell asleep at 5 am, she was an exhausted and satisfied lady. The night had met all of her expectations.
To Be Continued...
Emails are appreciated!



        A New Life Ch. 5

        Judi gets double the pleasure from Derrick's friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-new-life-ch-5

Title: A New Life Ch. 5

Author: rgjohn

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Judi gets double the pleasure from Derrick's friends.

Tags: pulled men, asked judi, squirt juice, judi jumped, wanted eric, pussy judi, begin climax, men begin, face judi, derrick knew

Series: A New Life


Judi awoke the following morning in a panic. It was one of those times when one wakes up without knowing where they are or whether it was day or night. Quickly, it all came back and Judi smiled and stretched. She looked over and saw that Derrick was not in bed with her. She looked at the clock and panic quickly set in again, it was 11 am, the convention started at 10. Judi jumped out of bed. She immediately felt her pussy open and spill the remains of the night of sex down her legs. When she got to the living room, she saw a tray of food on the table with a dozen red roses in a vase and a note. She walked over and sat down, opening the note.
"Sweetheart, thank you for one of the most satisfying nights of my life. You are an incredible woman with a great capacity to love. It was made even more special knowing that you are pregnant with my child. I LOVE YOU!
Please take your time and join us when you are ready. I want you to go shopping and buy a very 'sexy' dress for dinner tonight. I have made arrangements for us to go to dinner with two gentlemen that I have known for years; they are friends and very important business clients. If they decide to buy from us it will mean a multi million-dollar contract. I want you to keep them distracted, as only you can, as I work a deal. Have fun and get something real sexy! P.S. I want you to wear some thong panties tonight. Love, Derrick."
Judi smiled, wondering about that last comment when she saw another envelope on the table. She opened it to find ten 100-dollar bills. My God, one thousand dollars to go shopping with, Judi thought. She sat there staring at the money in shock; she could buy quite an outfit for a thousand dollars.
An hour or so later, Judi stopped by the booth to say hello. Both Derrick and Terri were very busy. Derrick took a moment to kiss Judi hello but was quickly pulled away by another possible client. He apologized and turned to his client. Terri was also busy giving out literature and looking good, attracting men to the booth.
Judi felt too good to feel jealous about Derrick and Terri's closeness. She turned and left for her shopping trip.
Judi had a very productive day, buying a beautiful evening dress, shoes, a purse and thong panties (there was very little money left when she was done). She went to the hotel spa and had a massage, facial and her toes and nails done. She also had an hour tanning session. Judi was feeling crazy and on impulse, she went back out and down the street where she had seen a tattoo pallor as she was shopping. She was taking a big chance that Derrick would not like it but she decided to be crazy for a change and get a little tattoo. She had a small red heart paced on her pubic area, just to the left of the top of her pussy lips. On the heart she had the initials "DJ's" placed on a gold banner across the center. It meant Derrick Johnson's pussy or cunt or slut or girlfriend or lover or baby maker, or whatever. She hoped he would like it, but if not, she had heard they could be removed now days.
When Judi returned to the booth, the crowds had thinned and Derrick and Terri were cleaning up. She kissed him and offered to at least help clean up. He said no, that Terri and he could handle it; he wanted her to get ready for tonight. They were to meet Eric and Doug at 6 PM.
Judi was surprised when Terri showed no animosity toward Judi because she had been gone all day. She smiled at her and shared several funny stories of the day. The two whispered and giggled about some of the characters that were hanging around the booth to get a look at Terri. Judi was surprised again when Terri kissed her on the cheek when she left.
Judi met Derrick at 6 in the lobby. Derrick gave out a low whistle when he saw her. Judi had on a red dress that was very short and tight. She had worn thigh high nylons this time, to give a little more class, and red high heels. The top of the dress was two strips of material that came up over her breasts and tied around the neck. When she turned sideways, you could see the sides of her breasts. She had chosen this style in hopes that it hid the suck marks on her neck. It worked unless she moved certain ways. Her breasts swayed provocatively underneath no matter how she moved.
Derrick hugged her again and led her out to a waiting taxi. "You look gorgeous and sexy, just the look I wanted. Let me tell you some about Eric and Doug. I have known them since college; we were fraternity brothers. They are both very rich and own a large manufacturing company. I want you to be nice to them and flirt. I am going to try and convince them that our equipment is the best they can buy and that it is very important to do business with your friends. I know they like our product but there is a lot of competition and business comes first. So you be sweet to them and I will work the business angle...deal?"
"I think I can do that," Judi said with a smile. "But, just how friendly do you want me to be lover?" Judi asked, raising her eyebrows.
"As friendly as you need to be," Derrick responded, without further explanation.
Judi and Derrick met Eric and Doug at a restaurant downtown. Eric was a tall and light skinned black man with blue eyes. Doug was somewhat shorter and darker. Both were handsome with beautiful smiles, showing bright white teeth.
When Derrick introduced Judi as his best sales person and a friend, Judi felt proud and even more determined to help sell this deal. The four talked and ate, sharing funny personal stories and bad jokes. They laughed a lot. Judi decided that she liked these guys right away; they were gentlemen. After dinner, the four of them went upstairs to the bar. There was a live band and a dance floor. The three men had drunk quite a bit but they were far from drunk. They got a table in the back (again, Derrick knew someone), so the music did not drown out their conversation.
Eric was the first to ask Judi to dance, then Doug. Derrick declined; preferring to talk business with whichever man was left at the table while Judi danced with the other. As the night wore on, Judi found that she was having a ball. Her life was improving in leaps and bounds.
Eventually Judi was sitting between Eric and Doug at the table with Derrick on the other side. On the dance floor, Judi gave off the vibes that the two men could take a few more liberties with her if they wanted. She began to rub her soft breasts against them and push her pelvis into theirs as they slow danced. She could feel both men begin to get excited. Soon their hands were sliding down her bare back and dipping below the waist of her gown. They both got down far enough to tell that Judi wore thong panties.
At the table, Judi was letting her skirt slide up her thighs farther and farther. Both men could look down and almost see her panty-covered pussy. Judi jumped when she felt Eric place his hand on her thigh. She couldn't tell if Derrick could see that or not. Her pussy began to juice when she felt Doug put his hand on her other thigh. Judi was surprised when both men simultaneously pulled on her thighs until the dress would allow her legs to move no further apart. Her dress was now high enough that her sheer panties were visible. Both men would glance down whenever possible to see Judi's panty covered pussy lips. The material was becoming transparent with Judi's juice. Judi was afraid that she was going to climax if they did not stop. To break the erotic tension, Judi asked Derrick to slow dance, this time he agreed. Judi took Derrick's hand and walked him to the dance floor.
"Well, are you having fun?" Derrick asked as he pulled her to him.
"God yes, Eric and Doug are so nice," she responded hugging Derrick close, feeling a little guilty.
"You're getting worked up aren't you? I saw their hands," Derrick said.
Judi bit her lip before responding. "I'm sorry Derrick, they are so sexy and the wine and the music and...."
"Don't apologize sweetheart, I wanted you to be nice to them. In fact, they want to do more with you," Derrick said.
Judi was somewhat shocked, not by the fact that they wanted to do more, but by Derrick telling her that. They were certainly making her hot but she didn't want to do anything that would harm her relationship with Derrick. She really didn't know what to say.
Derrick said it for her. "Listen Judi, these guys are my friends, they are nothing like James and Reggie. They are gentlemen, as you know, and they will treat you like a lady. This deal is really very important to me, but you are more important. If you want to spend the night with them, it might help the deal. However, it is not a requirement and you are under no obligation to do anything. If you say no, that will be the end of it. I will probably get the contract anyway."
"I don't know what to say Derrick. You know I love you but they certainly are making me hot, I am just not sure." Judi answered.
"It is entirely your decision. I will not be mad or jealous if you decide to do it nor I will not be upset if you say no." Derrick said sincerely. "I know these guys are clean, both are happily married and are not the kind of guys that go to bed with every woman they meet. You have captivated them. Why don't you think about it for a while? If you decide to do it, go to the bathroom and take off your panties and bring them back to me. I will excuse myself and leave you with Eric and Doug."
Derrick and Judi walked back to the table after the song ended. Judi no sooner sat down before both men had their hands on her thighs again. Judi tried to hold a conversation as both hands got closer and closer to her panty covered crotch. Judi sighed as she felt first one then the other hand begin to brush against her swollen lips. She began to squirm in the chair.
After about fifteen minutes of this teasing, Judi excused herself to go to the ladies room. When she returned, she had something bundled in her hand. She asked Derrick to dance. On the dance floor, she pressed her wet panties into his hand. Derrick smiled and kissed her before leading her back to the table. When Judi sat down, Derrick told his friends that he had an early day tomorrow and asked them to see Judi home.
The smiles on Eric and Doug's face were wide as they shook Derrick's hand and watched him leave. Judi felt a shudder go through her as she realized what she had committed to.
As soon as Derrick left, both Eric and Doug's hands were back on Judi's thighs. This time the two horny men got a surprise when they found that Judi had removed her panties. Both hands went for her pussy at the same time. Judi gasped as Eric's finger plunged into her sopping pussy. When he pulled out, Doug's finger took its place. Judi sat there in this darkly lit room with two handsome black men finger fucking her pussy.
Judi's excitement grew as the two men continued to alternate fingers. Judi almost screamed when, by accident or not, both men's fingers entered her at the same time.
Doug turned Judi's lips to his as both men's large fingers stretched her pussy. It was too much for Judi. She felt her pussy spasm and juice squirted onto their hands and the back of her dress.
When the kiss ended, Judi said in a breathless whisper, "We had better get out of here before I soak my dress."
Both men agreed and escorted Judi outside and into a taxi for the ride to their hotel. Doug and Eric were also staying at the Plaza on the 15th floor. The activity inside the taxi on the way back to the hotel was a replay of the night before, except that it was now two black men, not one, that Judi was making out with. First Judi would kiss Doug then turn to Eric. Her ass was squirming on the seat as two hands played with her breasts. She could see the taxi driver's eyes in the mirror as he watched her act like a total slut.
Judi couldn't decide whether she was hotter tonight or last night. Tonight was pure sex; last night was sex, love and emotions. It didn't really matter; she was going to get fucked all night again.
The three got plenty of stares as they walked through the lobby to the elevator. In the elevator, Doug and Eric held Judi close and alternated kissing her. Both had their hands inside her dress, fondling a breast. Judi could barely stand. Amazingly, the door opened on the mezzanine level and the same old lady and man got on. This time the lady looked at Judi with undisguised contempt. The old man had a very different expression on his face. Judi thought, "They probably think I am a hooker. Well, maybe I am." Strangely, it no longer mattered what strangers thought of her. She was being loved and made love to for the first time in her life. She wasn't going to let anyone destroy that feeling for her.
The two men practically carried Judi to their two-bedroom suite. As soon as the door closed, Judi's dress was on the floor. Two sets of lips were on her tits and two hands played with her pussy. Judi had to slow things down or she was going to explode. She pushed Eric and Doug's head away from her breasts and dropped to her knees. She looked up at the two surprised men and pulled first one then the other zipper down. She fished out Doug's erect cock first. His cock was normal length, but very large around and very dark. Next, she removed Eric's cock. His was more slender but longer and lighter in color. It was a real contrast, but Judi thought both were beautiful.
She turned to Eric first and began to lick the head. Her hand began to work on Doug. Both men groaned. Judi turned back to Doug and began to lick his cock as she jerked on Eric's. Judi even pulled the men together and tried to get both cocks in her mouth at the same time. It was a tight fit but she was able to get both cocks in her mouth. It was an amazing feeling to have two large drooling black cocks in her mouth at the same time. How many white women sucked even one black cock let alone two.
Judi let Doug's cock pop free and sucked hard on Eric's. Eric groaned loud as Judi took his entire cock down her throat. He was shorter by several inches then Derrick, so she had no problem getting it all in. She used her throat muscles to work the head as it slid deep into her throat. She moved her head up and down several times bringing more groans from Eric. As soon as she slid his cock out, she replaced it with Doug's. She had a little more difficult time with Doug's because it was so big around. But she was persistent and got it all in her throat.
Judi alternated between the two cocks for some time. She then took both cocks and rubbed them all over her face, feeling the soft skin and spreading the slick juice across her cheek and lips. Judi was no longer sucking cock; she was making love to these two beautiful organs.
Judi lost track of time as she regressed into a fantasy world where there was only her mouth and these beautiful black cocks. She was sucking on Doug when his moan brought her out of her fantasy. She felt him tense and begin to squirt his juice. She wasn't expecting him to cum, so when it hit her throat, she choked and pulled his cock out. As she coughed, Doug's cock spurted cream into her face and hair. Before she got her composure back, she felt Eric tense and begin to climax. Judi suddenly felt like she was in the middle of two out of control fire hoses. At this point, there was nothing she could do, so she decided to relax and enjoy the shower.
Eric and Doug's cum were squirting all over her face. It was a feeling like Judi had never had before. Some women might have felt degraded but not Judi, she felt only erotic pleasure. Judi held both cock's, trying but failing to catch all their cum in her mouth. As the force of their ejaculation dwindled, Judi was able to catch some in her mouth, but most of their cum juice was on her face. Judi had to wipe it from her eyes before she could open them again.
Almost in unison, Eric and Doug began to apologize. "God, we're so sorry, I don't know what happened, I guess we got a little over excited," Eric said.
"Apology? I think I should be thanking you," Judi said with a smile. "I am flattered that two sexy men got so excited over me that they lost control and came in my face. I loved it!" Judi said as their cum ran down her face and dripped from her chin.
The frown on the two men's faces turned to smiles. Then Doug turned and hurried to the bathroom for a face towel. Judi wiped her face as best she could as Eric and Doug led her over to the sofa. They sat her down then stood up and began to strip. Judi smiled as she watched these two sexy men strip in front of her.
"We owe you sweet lady. Now let us take care of you like no one has ever done before!" Eric said, getting on his knees between Judi's legs. Doug sat next to her and bent over and began to suck one of her hard nipples into his mouth.
Eric spread her thighs and began to move his head to her pussy, but stopped abruptly. "What's this?" he asked.
Judi looked down and saw that Eric was looking at her new tattoo. She had forgotten it in all the excitement. Judi wasn't sure what to say; she found herself blushing.
"DJ's, --Derrick Johnson's?" he asked. Doug bent over to look as well. "You are Derrick's woman?" Doug asked before he thought to stop himself.
"Well, yes, I ... I... guess...uh, we are.... Oh hell, yes he is, that is we are, you know," Judi stuttered.
"Well, I'll be dammed. That old dog never said anything," Eric said.
"Please, I don't think he wanted you to know," Judi responded.
"Don't worry, your secret is safe with us. You must be one special lady because Derrick don't mess with just anyone," Eric said.
Judi felt her face turn red again. Then she halted the conversation by pulling Eric's mouth down to her pussy. He went willingly, immediately plunging his tongue into her wet slit. Judi moaned and bucked her hips up to meet his mouth. Doug resumed his work on Judi's breasts, playing with one and sucking the other. It took only minutes for Judi to begin to climax. She had also been building tension all night. These two mouths took her over the top quickly.
"Oh yes, yes, eat me, eat my pussy," Judi moaned as her body began to tense. "That's it, suck my tits, eat me, oh God...I can't stand...yes...God I'm cummmmiiiinnnnggg!!!! Judi screamed and pulled both men to her body.
As happened the night before, Judi began to squirt juice into Eric's mouth. Judi was relieved when she heard Eric moan and double his efforts to please her. He placed his mouth directly over her juicy pussy and began sucking, pulling more and more juice out of her. Judi went crazy, grabbing his head and pulling tightly. She lost all control.
"Yes, yes, eat my cunt. Suck all my juices out. God, I am cumming so hard. Please, please suck me...suck me. Don't stop, that's it, that's it, eat it, eeaat meee!!!" she screamed so loud it could probably be heard in the hallway.
Doug was working Judi's tits, trying to hold her on the sofa. He was amazed at the level of intensity of this woman's climax. No sooner did Judi stop one climax then another began.
Eric was a very talented pussy eater. It must have been forty-five minutes before he tired. Judi was getting exhausted, yet she didn't want it to stop. She need not have feared, for as soon as Eric moved away, Doug took his place. He began to eat her with renewed enthusiasm and thus started another round of climaxes. Almost an hour later, Doug stood up and said, "Goddamn woman, you're wearing us out!"
Judi saw that both men had hardon's again. Doug sat beside Judi and joined Eric at playing with her tits. Eric leaned over and whispered in Judi's ear, "Judi, we both want to fuck you."
"Yes, please fuck me. Who's first," Judi responded, wanting a cock in her pussy very bad.
"No, we want to fuck you at the same time," Eric said.
"No, uh...no, I have never done anal sex," Judi said.



"We don't want anal sex. We want to fuck you in the pussy at the same time," Eric explained.
"How, what, uh, you can't be serious, it's not possible," Judi said in astonishment.
"Oh yes it is, and if you let us do it, I know you will love it," Eric said.
"But won't that hurt?" Judi responded, opening up to the idea.
"Not the way we do it." Eric assured her.
"Okay, but you'll stop if it hurts too much, right?" Judi said with some fear in her voice.
"Absolutely, but I guarantee you won't want us to stop," Eric said convincingly.
Eric reached for his pants and brought out two condoms. He held them up to Judi as if to say, "Do we need these?"
Judi hesitated and thought, that is very sweet that they would ask, but I have already swallowed their cum so protection would be pointless and since I'm already pregnant, what the hell." Judi spoke before she thought, "Well, since I am already preg..." she stopped in mid sentence, realizing what she had said.
Doug and Eric looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Doug said, "Derrick's?"
Judi slowly nodded her head up and down, her voice failing her as she felt her face turn red. "And no, you don't need to use condoms, I want you cum in me," Judi answered their unasked question.
"Eric my friend, we have us an expectant mom here to fuck," Doug said with a wide grin. "We need to be very careful and treat her extra nice...Derrick would kill us."
Doug pulled Judi to her feet. Then Eric slid behind her and pulled her down until she was sitting on his lap. His hard cock was sticking up between her legs. Eric slowly eased Judi up and over his hard cock.
Judi moaned as she felt the head touch her juicy pussy. She spread her legs wide and let him put it between her lips. Slowly she slid down, moaning all the way.
Eric helped to ease Judi down until his cock was deep inside her. Judi groaned in excitement. She wanted Eric to fuck her hard but he held back, slowly moving her up and down to get her used to his cock. Gradually, the movements grew in speed until Judi was moving up and down on his hard black cock with ease.
Judi was nearing another climax.
Soon, Eric pushed Judi back up until his cock was barely inside her. Doug stood in front of her and moved between her legs. She watched wide-eyed as he moved forward. He pointed his swollen cock at the spot where Eric's cock entered her body.
Judi thought, my God, it would never fit!
Doug pushed forward, starting to slide the head between his buddy's cock and Judi's clit. Judi almost went over the top when she felt the head of his cock touch her clit. Gradually, Doug increased the pressure until Judi's pussy began to expand. There was a moment of pain before the head slipped into the widening hole. Judi was breathing hard, almost hyperventilating. Doug increased the pressure until the shaft began to slide in along Eric's cock. Judi moaned and began to climax as she realized that she now had to black cocks inside her pussy at the same time.
Judi's climax afforded Doug the opportunity to slide in all the way. Both men held their positions as Judi's climax slowed. When they though she was ready, the two men began to work in unison, one in, the other out, neither coming all the way out. Then they would both plunge in at the same time. Each time they did this Judi had another climax, squirting her juice over them all. Since both men had already cum once, they could go on for a long time. Judi felt like her pussy was stretched to the limit. It was an incredible sensation, feeling two cocks deep in her pussy. Judi climaxed until she could climax no more, yet the fucking went on and on. Finally, she could feel both men begin to tense. Judi was relieved because she was getting tired.
"Oh God baby, you're pulling the juice out of my balls. I can't take any more," Eric said.
"Yea baby, take my cum too. Here it cums, here it cums...oh God," Doug bellowed as he felt his cock swell to the limit and his balls tighten.
Judi felt the unbelievable sensation of two cocks swelling in her pussy and then begin to shoot their sperm deep into her at the same time. She felt like a hose was up her pussy, filling her to overflowing. There was no room in her pussy for all that cream, so it splashed out onto both Doug and Eric. Neither man seemed to mind as they continued to fuck until their cocks began to soften. Both men fell to the sofa in exhaustion.
Judi could feel her stretched pussy bubbling cum onto the sofa.
When they could move, the two men got up and carried Judi into the shower. The three of them washed and scrubbed each other in the tiny stall, laughing like teenagers. They dried off and went into Eric's bedroom.
Judi lost count of the number of times she was fucked that night. If it wasn't Eric, it was Doug waking her to put his cock in her. She was more than happy to accommodate them.
****
Again, the following morning, Judi awoke to find her bed empty. She saw that it was 11 am. This time she did not panic because Derrick knew where she was. But where were Eric and Doug. Judi got up and almost fell back down from being light headed. She staggered over and got a hotel robe and wrapped it around her. Her pussy was still throbbing and pouring juice down her legs as she walked carefully to the living room. She didn't even care; she was growing to love feeling her lovers cum running down her legs.
She walked out to the living room but there was no Eric or Doug. Suddenly she saw a room service tray on the table with a dozen red roses and a dozen yellow roses, coffee, bagels and a note attached to a large envelope. Judi sat and picked up the note.
"Judi, we can't thank you enough for an unbelievable night. You are a wonderful and special lady; Derrick is lucky to have you. Good luck with your baby. We know it will be a beautiful child. He or she is very luck to have a mom like you. Thank You. Eric and Doug."
Judi had tears in her eyes as she finished reading the note. She then reached for the larger envelope. Her heart almost stopped as she opened it to find a large legal document. It was a signed contract for 7.5 million dollars for recycling equipment; the company CFO had signed it the day before yesterday.
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After reading the contract several times, Judi still could not believe it; 7.5 million dollars. She quickly calculated her commission for this one contract to be $78,000. She was elated. She didn't have time to eat as she rushed to her room to shower and change. She had to put on the company outfit for the vendor booth. It was a white pullover with black slacks, blue blazer with a company emblem and a white scarf around her neck. It was very business like but also sexy as the slacks and pullover were meant to be tight fitting. Since Judi wore nothing underneath it was bound to get some attention.
Derrick had picked out the outfit personally. He was a smart businessman and knew that attractive ladies would attract customers to the booth.
When Judi arrived, Derrick and Terri were talking to customers. Judi walked up to Derrick and handed him the large envelope without a word.
Derrick looked at her with surprise on his face. When he opened it, his smile grew wide. He grabbed Judi in a bear hug, lifting her from the floor. Then Derrick turned and hugged a confused Terri. When Derrick told her what was in the envelope she squealed with joy. Then he totally shocked her and said that she would be getting a $10,000 bonus.
Now they were all very excited, hugging and kissing, customers looking on in surprise.
"Ladies, I think we need to get back to work. We can celebrate tonight," Derrick said with a big smile.
Everyone tried to settle down and act professional, however, it was a difficult task.
Judi wasn't sure what she should be doing since this was her first professional trade show. Terri offered to help and showed her where the supplies and brochures were and generally what she needed to tell potential customers to get them interested in their product.
Even thought Judi had been in sales for years, she watched Terri pretty closely. She was impressed with her professionalism and ease with clients. She would make a good sales representative if she chose that career move. It was obvious that she was attracting potential customers with her striking appearance.
Judi was a bit surprised when Terri removed her jacket, exposing her white top, uncovering her large braless breasts. Anyone could plainly see her nipples through the top. The slacks were very tight, outlining what Judi could only describe as a perfect ass.
Terri made sure that she bent over to retrieve brochures from the bottom shelf many times. In fact she caught Judi looking at her ass as she bent over. She just smiled at her embarrassed friend. She was good at this job.
Judi was somewhat jealous of Terri's skill and ease with customers. However, as the day wore on Judi realized that Terri was a sweet girl without a hint of pretentiousness or the apparent knowledge of just how pretty she was. She seemed to always be willing to help. Judi had not had much opportunity in the past to associate with her but now she realized that she could like this girl.
The one fly in the ointment for Judi was Terri's relationship with Derrick. Judi watched the two of them closely throughout the day but found nothing but professionalism. She chastised herself for even thinking about jealousy. Derrick had let her fuck two perfect strangers all night and didn't show a hint of jealousy.
Derrick invited Judi and Terri to a celebration dinner that night. Judi wasn't sure what would happen later tonight but she was not sure she would be able to fuck Derrick if he wanted to, her pussy was just too sore. However, she didn't have to worry about that, as she would find out.
During the cocktail hour at 5:30, Judi asked Derrick if they were going to get together that night.
Derrick pulled Judi aside and away from the crowd. "Judi, I promised Terri that tonight would be for her," Derrick said in a somewhat apprehensive tone.
Judi was shocked and didn't respond right away. Her mouth grew dry as she felt that old jealously creep in. "What does that mean?" she asked trying not to sound defensive.
"Look Judi, you know Terri and I have a relationship. It is a very special relationship and is important to me," Derrick explained. "Terri is, how should I say this, uh, 'different'. I guess I should not beat around the bush and just tell you...Terri has an anal fetish."
"What?" Judi asked a little too loud, shock apparent in her voice.
"This isn't easy, so I am just going to say it straight, Terri likes anything to do with the ass. She likes me to fuck her in the ass and she likes to lick my ass. She won't let me fuck her in the pussy because she reserves that for her husband. I generally fuck her in the ass several times a month. I promised her that if she did a good job here, including subbing for you when you were 'BUSY', I would spend the night with her. Tonight is her night."
"Wow!" was all Judi could think to say. She wanted to be jealous and felt it creeping in, but then she thought what is there to be jealous about, she was pregnant with Derrick's baby, she had gotten a 30% pay raise, he doubled her commission and she was going to receive a check for $78,000. It would be stupid to blow all that with jealously. Derrick had obviously been fucking her longer than he had Judi and he still found time for her. No, she wasn't going to let this spoil everything.
"Alright, I guess I understand," Judi said, trying to sound convincing.
"Listen, there is something else. If you want to join us, Terri wouldn't mind at all," Derrick said.
"No, no, I don't think so," she responded quickly.
"Are you sure?" he asked. "I think she would really like to have you there."
"I can't believe that Derrick," Judi responded.
"Well, let's ask her," Derrick said, grabbing Terri's arm as she walked by. "Terri, Judi is not sure that you want her to join us tonight, tell her yourself."
Judi saw Terri's face light up.
"Oh, yes, I would love to have you there, please Judi, join us," Terri beamed.
Judi's face grew beet red, not expecting Derrick to put her on the spot.
"I, I...I don't know. This is all so confusing to me," Judi stammered.
Terri grabbed Judi's hand and said, "Please join us, I know you won't regret it."
"I'll, uh, I'll think about it," Judi said, trying to get out of this situation gracefully.
"Okay, I hope you decide to join us," Terri said squeezing Judi's hand before releasing it.
Judi was in a quandary all evening. Her emotions were all over the place. She was excited about all that had happened today but still apprehensive about what the evening would bring. She could feel that little undefined quiver in her pussy that meant she would soon be dripping into her pants. She wished that she had on panties now.
Derrick took her and Terri to a nice quiet dinner at the hotel restaurant. Derrick was not overly attentive to Terri. In fact, he kept his hand on Judi's thigh most of the evening.
When the dinner was done and the bill paid, Judi had to make a decision. Could she leave these two alone? Would she feel better if she were there? Neither one of them seem to have a problem with her being there, in fact, both seemed to want her to join them. In the end, Judi could not leave them alone. However, she wasn't sure how to tell them. She hesitated until they were on their floor of the hotel.
Terri, Derrick and Judi stood at his door when Derrick made the decision easy for Judi. He put his card into the lock and pushed open the door. Then he reached for Judi's hand and pulled a less than reluctant Judi into the room with Terri and him. Derrick released Judi's hand and walked over to the bed and sat down.
Judi stood silently for a moment then found a chair and sat nervously. She watched with growing excitement as Terri stood in front of Derrick then took off her jacket and placed it on the bed. Next she slowly pulled her top over her head. Judi almost gasped as she saw Terri's large firm breasts spring free. They were perfect; beautifully round with large pink nipples that were as large as pencil erasers. Judi felt a flush come to her face and twinge in her pussy. She had never had an interest in women but she had to admit that if she were a man she would go crazy over those tits.
Terri then turned around with her ass facing Judi and Derrick and unsnapped her pants. She bent slightly forward and peeled her tight pants over her ass cheeks. Judi was amazed again at the perfection of her body. She could see why any man would want to fuck that ass. It was perfectly shaped with smooth creamy white skin. There was not a blemish anywhere.
"Oh, I forgot something," Terri said. She bent down and pulled something silvery out of her pants pocket. "I'll be right back."
While she was gone, Derrick stood up and pulled Judi to her feet. He brought her into his arms and kissed her lips. Judi felt her juices flowing immediately.
Derrick reached up and removed Judi's jacket. He then grabbed her ass and pulled her tight to him, pressing his hard cock to her stomach. "You're going to love this baby," Derrick said as he held Judi to his chest.
Judi was startled when she felt Terri behind her. She wrapped her arms around her and pressed her bare breast against Judi's back. Judi tried to break the kiss and move away, but Derrick held on tight. She moaned in frustration as she felt Terri's hand move around and under her top. Since Judi had no bra on, Terri's hands found her bare tits and began to squeeze the already hard nipples. Judi began to squirm, trying to get away but Derrick's strong arms held her tight. She knew that the crotch of her pants was already wet.
"No, Derrick, I didn't agree to this," Judi said with growing panic.
"Relax, Terri won't hurt you," Derrick whispered in her ear.
"Please, I am not attracted to women, I don't want this," Judi said as she felt her pussy juice flow as Terri continued to manipulation of her nipples.
"Just relax sweetheart," Derrick said as he began to kiss that part of Judi's neck that always drove her crazy. Judi was rapidly loosing control.
Judi shuddered when she felt Terri's tongue on the back of her neck. She now knew what Terri had done when she left the room; she had put the metal stud in her tongue.
Terri's hands slid between Judi and Derrick's body to the button of Judi's slacks.
Judi jumped when she felt her pants open. She began to struggle again when Terri began to pull her pants down. "No, Derrick no, I just came here to..." Judi said halting in mid-sentence, not wanting to say she came to watch.
Derrick held on tight and continued to kiss and suck Judi's neck. Judi's breathing became labored as she felt Terri kneel behind her and pull her pants to her ankles. Her ass was bare since she wore no panties. She knew Terri would be able to see her abundant pussy juice all over her now swollen pussy lips. She buried her face in Derrick's neck, her face flushed red with embarrassment.
Suddenly Judi felt Derrick back up and fall back on the bed, carrying her with him. She was now trapped, held tight by Derrick, with her legs trapped by her pants wrapped around her ankle. Judi's breathing had increased again to the point that she felt she was going to hyperventilate.
"Derrick, God, please stop her," Judi pleaded but with less conviction as her excitement grew.
"No dear, you are going to enjoy this, besides, I promised Terri," Derrick said.
Judi didn't quite comprehend what he meant by promising Terri, but she had other things to worry about as she felt Terri's long studded tongue begin to lick the backs of her thighs.
Slowly, Terri moved up, dragging her tongue up one thigh before crossing over to the other. Her tongue would go all the way to Judi's ass cheeks then cross over and slide down the other thigh.
Judi was shuddering all over now. However, she had no idea what was coming. She felt Terri's hands on her ass, kneading and squeezing them. She heard a moan as if it had come from someone else then realized it had come from her.
Terri's tongue soon joined her hands, sliding up and down her ass, leaving a trail of her saliva. Terri slowly parted Judi's ass cheeks.
Judi could feel the cool room air on her tiny ass hole. She could feel the young woman's eyes on her very private parts. My God, she thought, she isn't going to...but she was.
Terri's tongue descended to the tiny hole.
Judi screamed into Derrick's neck as she felt Terri's studded tongue touch that nasty place.
"Derrick, stop her, stop her, she's going to put her tongue in my..." Judi didn't finish because she was moaning instead. Terri had forced her tongue through the tiny hole and into her ass. Judi squirmed her ass as if to dislodge the intruder, but it only served to aid Terri in going deeper.
Terri stiffened her studded tongue and drilled it deeper and deeper. Judi's ass was being violated by Terri's six-inch tongue with a stud on the end.
Judi could feel the metal stud rubbing on the walls of her rectum as Terri worked it in deep. "God Derrick, tell her to take it out, please," Judi said breathlessly.
"Take what out?" he responded.
"Her tongue," Judi whined.
"Her tongue out of where?" he questioned.
"Oh God, her tongue out of my ass," Judi panted.
"Why? Don't you like that tongue deep in you," he asked.
"It's so dirty, it's nasty," she said.
"I can't stop her baby. I promised her she could have your ass if she helped me? It wouldn't be nice if I reneged on my promise. Besides, you are loving it," Derrick said.
"No, oh God yes, I can feel it so deep, so deep, please," Judi said. "It's so nasty, so deep in there, it shouldn't be there," she said, her resistance waning. Judi could feel the metal stud way up in her ass canal, where nothing had gone before. It was rubbing the walls of her ass. She could feel it in stomach, in her pussy, all over her body. Her body began to quiver.
When Judi felt Terri move her tongue in and out of her ass like a cock, she could take no more. She felt a contraction deep inside her, like nothing she had ever felt before. Her body began to convulse as a tremendous climax overtook her. It was a climax different from all others. It was one from deep in her bowels. She felt her entire insides begin to contract sending a spasm through her pussy and up her body.
"Derrick, I...I'm going to, oh God, I'm cummmmmiiiiinnnggg!!!!" Judi's pussy began to squirt juice all over Derrick's pants. She no sooner came down from one climax then another began.
"Oh God Derrick, oh no, oh, oh...ohhhhhhh!!!!" Judi moaned as her body betrayed her over and over.
Then Terri began to wiggle the tip of her tongue anew deep inside her. Judi could feel the stud move across the walls of her rectum forcing spasm after spasm deep inside. On and on it went until Judi was actually sobbing.
"Oh God, oh God, I can't stand it, I can't stop cumming," she sobbed cumming one last time before she passed out.
When Judi awoke, she was on the bed naked with a cold cloth on her head. Derrick and Terri were sitting on the side of the bed kissing. They turned to her as she sat up.
"Ah, you are back with the living," Derrick said with a smile. "We were a little worried about you."
Judi could only muster a small smile.
Derrick and Terri went back to kissing as Judi watched. She moved over slightly as Derrick laid Terri down on the bed the removed her thong panties.
"Judi, I want your help here," Derrick said as he lifted Terri's legs.
Judi hesitated for a second before she moved down to join Derrick. She knelt beside him, her eyes wide with renewed excitement.
Derrick got between Terri's legs and raised them up.
Judi saw that Terri was shaved like her. She thought, even her pussy is beautiful.
As he held Terri's legs up he said to Judi, "Judi, I want you to put my cock in Terri's ass."
Judi eyes grew wide with shock. "I, I, can't do that," she said.
"Yes you can and you will, now take my cock and put it in her ass," Derrick said in a stern voice.
With a shaking hand she wrapped her fingers around Derrick's hard cock. As he moved forward, Judi aimed the large head at Terri's tiny hole. God, it will never go in there, Judi thought. Judi watched as the large head forced Terri's tiny ass hole open.
Terri groaned as the head squeezed through the opening, stretching the tiny ring to accommodate the swollen head.
Derrick moaned as he felt the tight ass muscle grab his gland like a rubber band. Slowly, Derrick forced his long cock into Terri's ass. He increased the pressure, sinking more and more of his hard black cock into her tight little hole.
Judi was so fascinated that she forgot that her hand was on Derrick's cock until it reached Terri's ass. She quickly pulled away and the remainder of Derrick's 10 1/2 inches squeezed in.
Terri was moaning and moving her head back and forth as her ass hole tried to adjust to the large intruder. She had had his cock in her ass many times but each time was like the first. Each time her tiny hole had to stretch wide to accommodate him. Her pussy throbbed and dripped her juice onto the black rod pushing into her body.
Derrick began to slowly move his cock back out until he had about 5 inches left in, then he moved back in. He moved in and out slowly until Terri's ass had adjusted. Then he began to fuck her, his thrusts getting longer and harder until he was moving rapidly in and out.
Terri was moaning in ecstasy.
Judi was now lying on her side close to where Derrick and Terri's sexual parts were connected. She was amazed at how easily this tiny girl was taking Derrick's giant cock. She would have never believed that Terri's asshole, or any asshole could stretch that wide.
Derrick intentionally pulled his cock all the way out of Terri's ass one time.
Judi's eyes widened as she saw Terri's hole remain open. It looked to be open as wide as a coke can. She could see deep into Terri's ass. Then Derrick plunged back in. Judi didn't even realize that she moaned as loud as Terri this time.
"Judi, get over her and hold her legs up for me," Derrick said, startling Judi. Her face grew red when she realized that Derrick had been watching her as she watched his cock move in and out of Terri's asshole.
Judi moved around and straddled Terri's torso at her breasts. She grabbed Terri's legs and pulled them back all the way to her breasts. She looked down at the amazing site of this giant black cock fucking in and out of that tiny white ass. The contrast was striking, large black cock plunging in and out of those very white ass cheeks. Judi concluded that it was actually a beautiful site.
Judi jumped when she felt something behind her. She looked back to see Terri's long tongue reach out to lick her ass cheek. Alright, Judi thought, you want my ass, well here it is. With that Judi scooted back several inches. She heard Terri moan and felt her bring her tongue to her ass hole again. As soon as the studded tongue touched her ass, Judi moved back hard, forcing Terri's tongue deep into her in one motion. Judi moaned as she again felt the studded tongue move deep into her. Judi got up to her feet and squatted over Terri's tongue, pulling her legs even further back. Terri stuck her tongue out all the way. Judi screamed in surrender as she sat down on Terri's face. Terri's tongue went even deep than before, to places where nothing had ever touched. Judi began to bounce up and down, forcing Terri's tongue in and out like a cock.
"Yes, yes, stick that tongue in my ass. Stick it in deep. You want my ass, take it, lick it, suck my nasty ass," Judi said become almost incoherent. She felt Derrick pull her to him and kiss her. My God, Judi thought, we are all connected now, my tongue in his mouth, his dick in Terri's ass and her tongue deep in my ass.
Judi was the first to begin to go over the top. She felt those incredible spasms in her ass begin. Her ass hole began to squeeze on Terri's tongue.



Terri felt Judi's spasms and began to shudder from both ends. She felt Derrick tense and heard him moan into Judi's mouth. All three began to climax together. Derrick's cock began to throb and squirt his cum deep into Terri's ass. Terri began her own spasm, moaning into Judi's ass. Judi was way ahead of them as she screamed and began to squirt her juice all over Terri's chin and neck. They all fed on each other as their climaxes took them into their own world of pleasure.
Judi, Derrick and Terri slept together that night. Well past midnight, Judi awoke to Terri's moans. She looked over and saw that Terri was sitting on Derrick with his cock deep in her ass. Judi was so tired she could only place her hand on Derrick's chest and fall back to sleep. Three very satisfied people left for home the next day.



        A New Life Ch. 7

        Judi confronts her husband, with unexpected results.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-new-life-ch-7

Title: A New Life Ch. 7

Author: rgjohn

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Judi confronts her husband, with unexpected results.

Tags: god judi, love judi, judi, judi moaned, judi screamed, judi surprised, leave wife, derrick black, judi thought, judi put

Series: A New Life


It took Judi a week after she arrived home to get the nerve to confront Don. Judi had met Derrick at his apartment after work and had engaged in another round of incredible sex. Her more than satisfied pussy gave her the strength to have the discussion she had been avoiding for so long.

Judi walked into the house at 8 p.m. and found Don at his computer as usual. "Don, we need to talk," she said in a very serious tone.

Don picked up on the tension in his wife's voice and turned to face her. She looked flustered. Her hair was messed up and her clothes looked like she had had a hard day. Don became immediately concerned and followed Judi into the living room and sat across from her.

"Don, you know our marriage has been going down hill for a long time. It is to a point where I think it is time that we considered another arrangement," Judi said with tension in her voice.

"But, I thought we had been doing pretty good lately."

"Good God Don, we haven't had sex in a year and you think our marriage is pretty good? Where have you been living?" Judi said in anger.

"We can start having sex again," Don said.

"It's not all about sex Don, it is about communication and a thing called love," Judi said.

"Maybe we can go see a marriage councilor?" Don suggested.

Judi was starting to get angry. This wasn't going as she had planned. She knew she needed a different tactic. "Don, I have been having an affair," Judie said in a rush.

Don sat back for a minute then sighed. "That doesn't surprise me. I haven't been faithful either Judi. I think that puts on a level playing field."

Judi was surprised at Don's revelation but she didn't want to show it. "Well, I think that means that neither of us can trust the other."

"Listen Judi, I am willing to give up my lover, if that is what you call her, if it will save our marriage," Don said sincerely. Is your lover married?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Is he going to leave his wife?"

"No."

"Then that seems like an impossible situation doesn't it?"

"Don, my lover is Derrick James," Judi said thinking that would surely get a rise out of him.

Don's eyes got big but he didn't say anything for a long time. "I guess I am not surprised at that either. But that doesn't change the fact that I want you back.

Judi's frustration was growing by the minute. Suddenly she blurted, "Don, you know Derrick is black, you hate blacks," Judi said in expiration.

"Judi I don't hate black people. I don't even hate Derrick. I am jealous of him. He is a success in life and I have been a failure. I needed to take my anger out on someone."

Judi moaned in frustration.

Don put his head into his hands for a minute then raised his head. Judi saw tears in his eyes.

"Don, I was trying to avoid telling you this but I guess you leave me no choice. Don, I am two months pregnant with Derrick's baby," Judi said and held her breath.

Don sat back in shock. He was silent again for a long time. When Don began to speak again, he almost whispered. "If he is not going to leave his wife, who is going to be the father figure for the baby?" Don asked

Judi had never really given that much thought. Damn him, he was being so logical. Judi didn't have a good answer.

"I could be the father," Don said quietly.

"What?" Judi asked not sure she had heard him right.

"I could be the father," Don said again.

"Jesus Christ Don, I just told you that I am having an affair with a black man and have gotten pregnant and you want to be the father," Judi screamed, her voice quivering. "Derrick is not the only black man I have fucked. I have had four other lovers." That should do it Judi thought.

"Oh God, I've really messed things up this time. I never knew how bad you wanted a baby Judi," Don said, tear streaming down his cheeks.

This was not going like Judi wanted. She was beginning to feel sorry for Don. Suddenly she jumped up and pulled her skirt up to her waist. She intended to show Don the tattoo she had gotten for Derrick. She saw Don's eyes grow large as he looked at her pussy.

Don didn't even see the tattoo yet. What he saw was his wife without any panties, a totally shaved pussy and most importantly, cum running down her legs.

Judi had forgotten that her pussy was a sloppy mess. Then she thought what the hell, he may as well see it. She even pushed her hips out slightly, almost proud.

Don finally found his voice and said, "Judi I have made a mess of our lives. I know I should have never lied to you about being sterile but God I wanted you so bad and loved you so much. I was afraid that you wouldn't marry me if you knew. Judi, I have been seeing a psychologist for a long time and she has helped me to see a lot of things. Unfortunately, she is also the woman that I'm having an affair with. But she has helped me," Don said. "Is it really too late for us, I still love you?"

Judi fell back to the sofa. It was her turn to shed tears. "God Don, if you had only told me this before, things could have been so different. It's too late," Judi said and put her head in her hands and cried.

Don got up and moved over to sit next to Judi and put his arm around her, pulling her to him.

Judi's body tensed as she felt her husband's arm circle her shoulder. Then the tears began to really flow. She leaned into her husband's arms and sobbed.

Don let Judi cry herself out. When she was only sniffling, he turned her face up to his. Suddenly, it seemed so right and he brought his lips to hers.

Judi started to resist then let her emotions take over and fell into her husband's embrace. What started as a soft kiss quickly grew in passion until Judi and Don were pressing their bodies together like lovers of old. Judi moaned when she felt Don's hand on her breast. She didn't try to stop him.

Don was elated at this small victory. He grew bolder and began to pinch the nipple through her blouse. He pulled his mouth from Judi and reached for her blouse with both hands. With one quick pull, he ripped the buttons open and tore the blouse from her body, exposing Judi's firm breasts. Judi screamed in excitement. Don let out a groan then bent to suck Judi's nipple into his mouth.

"Oh God," Judi moaned as she held her husband's head to her breast. Judi resisted when Don started to push her back on the sofa. She looked into his eyes and saw a fire that she had never seen before. Slowly she laid back.

Don stood up and stripped his clothes off quickly.

Judi was surprised when she saw his body. He had obviously been working very hard. He was not longer the flabby man she knew; his chest was strong and his legs showed muscles she never knew he had. And his cock, it was as swollen as she had ever seen it.

Don reached down and pulled Judi's skirt off, leaving her sperm drenched pussy on display. Don hesitated for a second as he saw again the sloppy condition of his wife's pussy. Then he pushed her legs back and moved over her. He moved his cock to her still swollen pussy lips. His mouth covered hers as his cock slid into his wife's well-used hole.

"Oh my God," Judi moaned as she felt her husband's cock slide into her for the first time in over a year. She could feel Derrick's cum squirting from her used pussy as Don began to move in and out. It was such an incredible thrill to have her husband fuck her sperm filled pussy. "Yes, fuck me, fuck my sloppy cunt," Judi moaned as she pushed her pussy up to meet Don's driving cock.

"Oh yes, God you feel so good baby," Don moaned as he grabbed Judi's hips and pounded into her. The room was soon filed with sloppy fucking sounds and the moans of two lovers.

"Oh lord, I...I'm going to, yes, yes, fuck me, I'm cummmmiiiiinnnnggg!!!" Judi screamed as a massive climax shook her body. She bucked and moaned as her husband continued to pound into her. Just as she thought she was done, her body began to reach another peak. "Oh God, oh God, I'm going to cum again Don, fuck meeeeeee!"

Don fucked Judi for over a half hour before he started to feel the tension building to the point of no return. "I can't hold out any longer baby. I'm going to cum. Can I cum in you?" Don asked.

"Yes, yes, yes, cum in me, fill me with your juice," Judi screamed as yet another climax hit her. She pushed up to meet her husband's final thrusts. She felt his cock throb and begin to pour his own juice into her pussy.

"Ohhhhh, yessss, oh, oh," Don moaned as he shot one volley of cum after another into his wife's saturated pussy, then collapsed on top of her.

Don and Judi pulled themselves from the sofa and walked hand in hand to bed. They had sex again that night then sat and talked for hours. By the time the sun was coming up they both felt that they had worked out an arrangement that the other could live with. It would not be a traditional marriage by any means.
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Chapter 1
Jim Lewis was finishing up his law degree at a large western university when his life changed for the better. He was 25 with rugged good looks; 6' 1" 190 pounds with brown hair and brown eyes and a two-inch scar across his chin from an errant lacrosse stick. He always said the scar gave him character.
In spite of his chosen field, Jim was basically a shy and unassuming guy. His shyness made him uncomfortable around women and therefore he didn't date much. It wasn't for a lack of opportunity. In fact, women seemed to like his shyness and quiet nature.
Sally was a pretty girl, 5' 5" with brown hair and blue eyes. She was an undergraduate, in her junior year, working on her degree in elementary education. Sally was passionate about her career choice and wanted to change the world, one child at a time if necessary.
Jim and Sally met at a fraternity party when a mutual friend introduced them.
Jim was immediately taken with Sally's beauty and intelligence. From the minute they were introduced, Jim knew that there was something special about Sally. He felt very comfortable around her with no need to impress. They were inseparable and dated for the rest of the school year. The day Jim graduated, he gave Sally a ring and asked her to marry him. He was in heaven when she said yes.
A year later, they were a happily married couple, he a green lawyer in a large firm and she a student teacher at a small elementary school. Life was good for them both. They worked hard, struggling, like all young couples, to make ends meet. But these were good times; both had their causes and were passionate in their work.
Sally and Jim's sex life was good if not spectacular. Jim was not very experienced sexually but wanted to try new and different things but Sally's upbringing would never allow her to really let go. Jim accepted Sally's reluctance and convinced himself that it didn't matter; he loved her with all his heart.
Children were definitely in their plans. However, they had agreed that they would wait until they were established and had the things they needed to make a comfortable home. There was plenty of time to start a family.
Jim was 34 and Sally 29 when they began to try to have children. Jim was established in his law firm and had a bright future. Sally was tenured in her elementary school. They had a pretty house with two acres of ground in a quiet neighborhood. It was a perfect time for them to start their family.
Unfortunately life sometimes has a way of changing plans. They tried to get pregnant for a year before they went for help. Sally had a battery of tests and Jim went through the embarrassment of having his sperm count tested. Jim's results came back fine; Sally's were less encouraging. There was something suspicious in the test results that required further investigation.
Sally went for another round of tests and waited a long week for the results. There is no way to describe the shock for both of them when the doctor said that Sally had cancer. As a result Sally would never be able to have children. Their immediate thoughts focused on the fact that Sally couldn't get pregnant and that they would never have the children they desperately wanted. They were feeling sorry for themselves, naively thinking that Sally could be treated for the cancer. That thought would haunt Jim for years.
After a long and torturous year of radiation and chemotherapy, Sally succumbed to her disease, leaving Jim a shocked and angry widower at 35 years old.
Jim went into a dark shell, blocking out friends and family, refusing to show emotions or let anyone get close anymore. He threw himself into his work, working 16-hour days, becoming a highly skilled and aggressive attorney. He was rewarded richly and at 38 became the youngest full partner that his law firm had ever made.
To the outside world, Jim was a bright successful attorney with everything going for him. However, inside he died with Sally. He hid his emotions, blocking out both joy and sadness, isolating himself in a world of darkness. He never dated, his job taking most of his time. The day that he made full partner should have been one of the greatest days of his life. Instead, he went home and drank himself into a drunken stupor, alone.
Chapter 2
It was going to be another 16-hour day for Jim, meetings, depositions and constant phone calls.
Jim was hurrying down the hall when he turned the corner and ran directly into a girl carrying a stack of legal files. When they collided, the files went up into the air, scattering all over the floor. The young lady flew backwards, hitting hard on her rump.
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," Jim said hurrying to help the girl from the floor. At first he didn't even notice her as he rushed to help pick up the paper scattered all over the place. He was squatting putting papers back in a folder when he looked up to see the prettiest blue eyes he had ever seen in his life.
Jenny was more concerned about getting the right papers back in the proper folder then she was the man that had knocked her down. When she looked up and saw Jim looking at her, she stopped for a moment. She knew who Jim was, she had seen him around the building but she had never really paid much attention to him. He was attractive but she was more interested in guys her own age. The rumor around the office was that he was a loner, maybe a little ruthless but an excellent attorney. She also knew that he had lost his wife several years before.
"I'm so sorry," Jim mumbled again as he gazed into those deep blue eyes. All of a sudden, he felt like a kid again. He felt his breath quicken and his palms begin to sweat. God, he had been in high-pressure trials where there were millions of dollars at stake and he had not broken into a sweat. Yet, one look at this young girl and he began to sweat.
"I know, you said that," Jenny smiled back at him.
"Are you all right?" Jim asked with concern.
She held his gaze for a moment before bending to reach down and retrieve a paper in front of her. "Yes I'm fine," she answered not wanting to say that her butt hurt.
Jim's breath caught in his throat as his eyes wandered to the open top of her blouse. He could see all the way down to her braless breasts, swinging freely inside her top. The large stiff nipples looked like pencil erasers. Suddenly his face colored in embarrassment as Jenny looked up and caught his gaze. She smiled again and tried to take the papers that Jim held in his frozen hand.
"Uh...well, uh...I guess I...uh, had better get to my meeting," Jim stammered like a nervous teenager.
"Yes you better, wouldn't want to keep your clients waiting," Jenny said, doing nothing to prevent Jim's eyes from quickly looking down her blouse one more time before they both stood. "Can I have my papers back please?" Jenny said, tugging on the papers.
Jim didn't realize that he was still holding the papers in his hand. "Oh God, yes, sorry, I didn't uh...well, I'm sorry," Jim said totally flustered. Feeling like a fool, he turned and hurried to his meeting.
Jenny watched Jim walk away leaving his own stack of papers on the floor. She smiled and shook her head as she watched the big corporate attorney who had gotten flustered like a schoolboy. She thought it was sweet; too bad he was so much older.
Jenny Bradford had worked for the company for just under a year. She was interning as a legal aid while she worked on her law degree. Jenny was 22, with blond hair and beautiful blue eyes. She had slightly oversized breasts for her 5' 6" frame with a well-rounded ass. She thought her breasts were too big but she liked her rear. It was well proportioned and looked great in tight skirts or slacks. Guys seemed to like both and she knew it. Jenny felt that she was oversexed, wanting or needing sex just about every day. She was a sexually liberated woman, bright and articulate with just a bit of a temper.
When Jim reached his meeting, he realized that he had forgotten his papers. However, he decided to go without them, afraid to face the young woman whose name he didn't even know. Yet, he sat through the long meeting thinking of nothing but her. Several times he had to ask his client to repeat their question. He was not earning his money today.
At 5:15 there was a knock on Jim's office door. He looked up and saw the girl from the hallway standing in his doorway.
"You forgot something Mr. Lewis," Jenny said with a smile and walked in with Jim's files.
"Oh yes, thank you, I was wondering where those files had gotten to," Jim lied.
"I'm Jenny Bradford, I work in the Legal Aid Department downstairs," Jenny said, walking boldly over to his desk and holding her hand out.
"Oh I'm sorry," Jim said, standing to take Jenny's hand. "I'm Jim Lewis," Jim said feeling flustered at the presents of this young woman.
"I know," Jenny smiled.
"Yes of course," Jim said remembering that she had just called him Mr. Lewis.
"Won't you have a seat?" Jim said sitting back down and pointing to a chair in front of his desk.
Jenny sat down, laying the files on the desk. As she sat back in the chair, she crossed her legs, giving Jim quite a view of her nylon-covered thigh. Jenny wore nylons because the company required it. She detested pantyhose so if she had to wear them, she would wear the thigh high type. She saw Jim's eyes quickly move to her thigh.
Jim sat nervously behind his desk. He tried to avoid looking at the young woman's legs but it was impossible. His eyes were drawn to where her skirt pulled up, revealing the lacy tops of her thigh highs. It had been a long time since he felt this kind of stirring in his lower region. Yet, he knew he had to control himself; she was just a young girl, almost young enough to be his daughter.
"Mr. Lewis?"
Jim heard his name and looked up into those eyes again. "Oh, I'm sorry," he apologized as his face colored. "It seems like I'm always saying that to you. Please, what did you say, I was thinking of a big case that I'm handling."
Right Jenny thought, a big case of something. "I said, you have a great view of the city from this office. Jenny stood up and walked over to the floor to ceiling window, gazing out onto the city shadowed by the setting sun.
"Yes, yes it is, I don't get a lot of time to enjoy it thought," Jim answered watching the pretty blond standing at the window looking out. God she was gorgeous Jim thought as he saw her bend forward slightly and look down at the street. Suddenly he realized that he could see through her thin summer dress. The setting sun was making it look like she was almost naked. He already knew that she didn't have a bra on but he couldn't see any panty line either. Jim felt his cock begin to harden in his pants. When she turned around, Jim felt his mouth go dry, as he looked at the outline of her body under her dress.
"Well, I guess I had better get going, a hot date tonight," Jenny said and smiled sweetly.
"Yes, yes, thanks for bringing my files back miss...uh miss...I'm sorry I forgot your name?"
"Miss. Bradford, but you can call me Jenny."
"Thank you...uh...Jenny."
Jim's hands were shaking as he picked up the files, trying to get his mind back on his work.
Chapter 3
Jenny heard the doorbell and went to answer it. She stopped once at the hall mirror to check her appearance. She was wearing a tight white dress, cut low in the front and short on the thighs. All of her exposed body parts were a deep tan from lots of time in the sun. She wore just a hint of perfume and a gold and diamond tennis bracelet. Under her dress she was naked. No since wasting a lot of time with that tonight.
Jenny had plenty of boyfriends; most were good for one thing. However that was one thing she needed badly tonight. Her flirting with Jim Lewis today, surprisingly, had worked her up quite a bit. She could feel her pussy juice already dripping down her legs.
"Hi, Rick," Jenny said to her date as she opened the door and saw him standing there smiling broadly.
Rick stepped into the room and wrapped his arms around Jenny. "Hey baby, you ready for me tonight?"
"More than ready lover but let's eat first," Jenny said and lifted up to kiss Rick's lips.
"I'd rather eat you first," Rick responded.
Jenny felt her pussy quiver when his tongue entered her mouth and his hands went to her soft ass cheeks. Her hips automatically pushed into Rich's groin. She could feel him getting hard already. That's what she loved about Rick; he could get a hard on at the drop of a hat and fuck for hours. However, Rick was no genius, he was a college jock that got by on a football scholarship. He was just what the doctor ordered for Jenny tonight.
Rick pulled Jenny's soft body into his as his tongue dueled with hers. He slowly pulled her dress up in back until he could get his hands on her bare ass. He heard her moan as his hands separated and kneaded her cheeks, his fingers working lower until he could feel the wet lips of her shaved pussy. God this woman was hot he thought.
"Oh God," Jenny moaned as Rick walked her backward toward the sofa. "Dinner will get cold," Jenny said feebly.
Rick pushed Jenny down on the sofa and dropped to his knees pushing her legs up in the air. "My dinner is already here." His eyes were filled with lust as he gazed down on her already swollen pussy. He could see her sweet juice running from her tight little hole.
"Oh Rick," Jenny said as she spread her legs wide and threw her head back on the sofa.
Rick began to kiss down Jenny's soft thighs, stopping occasionally to bite here and there. His tongue licked a wet path down one thigh and up the other, teasing his lover to distraction.
"Oh God Rick, eat me baby," Jenny breathed and grabbed her lover's hair in an attempt to pull him to her drooling pussy.
"Does my little Jenny want my mouth on her pussy?" Rick teased.
"Yes."
"Beg me baby, beg Rick to eat you," Rick said, knowing what Jenny liked.
"Please baby, please eat me, oh God I need that tongue," Jenny pleaded, pulling on her lover's head again. "Ohhhhhh," she moaned as Rick's tongue found her swollen pussy. Her hips pushed up into his face as his tongue went deep into her. "Yes, yes, eat my cunt baby, that's it, you are sooooo goood," Jenny slurred, her body already beginning to shake.
Rick sucked and licked Jenny's sloppy pussy, feeling her thighs squeeze his head.
"That's it, that's it, oh God I'm going to...to...yes oh I'm cummmmmiiinnngggg!!!" Jenny screamed as an intense climax swept through her body. Her eyes were closed tight as legs quivered in pleasure. All of the build up passion of the day was being drained into her lovers willing mouth.
It normally took Jenny a bit longer to climax but tonight she was hotter then she could remember. As soon as she got home she had called Rick to see if he was available. Luckily she caught him, as he was just about ready to go out with the boys. She knew he would always cancel a night with the boys for her. She was so glad he was here now.
Rick didn't let Jenny up until he had sucked her pussy to another climax, drinking his fill of her sweet juices.
When Jenny finally pushed him away, he sat back on his hunches and smiled a "cat that just ate the canary" smile. Jenny smiled back, reaching down to pull him up to kiss her lips. She tasted her own pussy on his wet lips then used her tongue to lick his cheeks. She moaned when Rick reached up and pulled the straps of her dress over her shoulder, freeing her large breasts.
Rick bent and began to suck one large nipple into his mouth, his hands reaching for the zipper of his pants.
"Dinner is getting...oh...oh God...cold baby," Jenny moaned as Rick sucked and bit her sensitive nipples. She could feel him working to get his hard dick out of his pants.
"I told you that I have my dinner. Dinner can wait," Rick said, his eyes filled with need as he pulled back and began to unbuckle his pants. He stood and let them drop and then pushed his underwear down, freeing his pulsing cock.
Jenny gasped and forgot all about dinner as she saw the dripping cock throbbing between her lover's legs. "Oh God," she moaned as she looked at Rick's long cock with its swollen purple head, his large balls swing back and forth. She adored Rick's cock and the way he could use it to please her.
Rick knelt and placed his cock at the entrance of her more than ready pussy. He smiled as he rubbed the head over her swollen lips, still teasing her. He saw her clear pussy juice cover the head and hang in silvery strings between her lips and his cock.

"Please fuck me," Jenny moaned.
"All right but I thought you wanted dinner," Rick teased. He pushed his cock between the lips until about half the head was inside then quickly pulled out. He listened to Jenny's pleading moan, his own excitement growing beyond his own endurance.
Both lovers moaned as Rick slowly slid his cock into Jenny's overheated pussy. Inch by inch the hard shaft moved into the wet and willing cunt until Rick was buried deep within his lover. Within seconds, he was pounding his cock in and out of her, no longer able to hold back.
Jenny's hips were pushing up as her hands reached over her head and grabbed the back of the sofa for leverage. Her teeth were pushed together, her face a mask of pleasure as her breath hissed out of her mouth.
The room was quickly filed with moans and the slapping sounds of sex as the two lovers grunted in pleasure.
"Oh baby, your pussy is sucking my cum right out of me," Rick moaned, his hips moving rapidly.
"Good baby, cum, cum in my hot cunt," Jenny moaned, delirious with excitement. She was rapidly losing control herself.
"Here it comes baby, oh God, ahhhhhhh!!!" Rick said as his cock throbbed and began to pour his cum into Jenny's pussy.
"Oh God, yes, cum baby cum in me, ohhhhh yesssss!!! Jenny screamed again and began her third climax of the night. Rick had only been in the house for thirty minutes.
Jenny and Rick finally ate their cold dinner an hour later. Rick stayed until he had fucked Jenny twice more before leaving her a very satisfied lady.
Chapter 4
Jim smiled when he saw Jenny walk into his office the following morning. She brought him another folder she said that she had missed yesterday. He was a lot more relaxed then he had been yesterday. He knew that he had been silly, acting like kid that had never been on a date before. Still when he asked her to sit down and got her a cup of coffee, he became nervous all over again. He could smell her perfume and almost feel an electrical charge in the room. He watched her cross her sexy legs once again, showing her tanned thighs. This time he resolved to keep his eyes on her face but it was a difficult challenge--did he look at her beautiful face or sexy legs?
"So you are in your first year of law school?" Jim asked lamely.
"Yes, I want to eventually go into contract law, so I figured a job here would be a good place to start. They have been great about my hours. It seems like a nice place to work."
"I think it's a wonderful place to work. This is an excellent firm, you can learn a lot here."
"I know and I have been told that you are one of the best," Jenny said sincerely.
Jim's face flushed red. "Well, I have been doing it for a long time."
"Would you mind if I stopped by sometime and asked you some questions?" Jenny said and then added, "If it doesn't bother you."



"No, I would love it," Jim said, a little too eager. He felt his face flush again. Then his eyes grew wide as she watched Jenny turn and stretch to place her coffee cup on the coffee table behind her. As she reached back, her legs parted, giving Jim a perfect view directly up her dress. He almost let out a moan as he saw her smooth thighs above her thigh high nylons and the silky crotch of her pink panties. She seemed to take a long time placing the cup on the table before she turned back to Jim. It spite of himself, Jim felt himself getting hard as he saw her legs stay wider then was ladylike.
The two talked for a while longer before Jenny said, "Well, I guess I had better get back downstairs or my supervisor, 'Mildred the terrible', will have a cow."
"Oh, I hear she can be a shrew," Jim laughed. "Uh...uh...would you, that is if you don't have plans, like to...uh you know...go to..." Jim stuttered.
"Go to lunch? I'd love to," Jenny said finishing Jim's sentence for him.
"Oh great, I'll stop down at noon," Jim said excitedly.
"Wonderful, I look forward to it," Jenny said, her smile lighting up the room.
Jim and Jenny went to lunch that day and three more times before Jim got up the nerve to ask her out. He was very disappointed when she said that she would have to think about that. Then he chastised himself for ever thinking that a young beautiful girl like her would ever want to go out with a 38 year old man.
Jenny just needed a little time to think. She was growing to like Jim. However, there were a lot of reasons why she should say no. He was sweet and handsome but too old for her. Besides, it is rarely a good idea to start a relationship with someone that you work with. Then Jenny thought, what the heck, it is only a dinner, she could control things.
Jim was ecstatic when Jenny called the next day and accepted his offer. He was walking on clouds the rest of the week. As Friday neared, he became more nervous. However, the date went wonderfully. Jenny made him feel very comfortable and really acted like she was interested in what he had to say. When the date ended, Jim was not presumptuous enough to kiss her good night, no matter how much he longed to do it.
Jenny thought Jim was so sweet. He put no pressure on her to take the relationship further. That was a refreshing change from her normal dates. She decided that she liked him a lot.
On the third date, Jim stood outside Jenny's apartment saying good night. He was unusually nervous. Finally, he blurted out, "Do you mind if I...if I...uh, kiss you good night?" he asked with a red face.
"Of course you can kiss me, I thought you would never ask," Jenny said, her eyes sparkling.
Jim sighed in relief and took her into his arms. His head was spinning as he smelled her perfume and held her soft body close to him. He could feel her soft breasts pressing to his chest as his lips met hers. Jim was a little surprised when Jenny pressed her tongue into his mouth. He moaned quietly and began to suck. When Jim pushed his tongue into her mouth, Jenny opened wide and accepted it, sucking hard. Suddenly Jim was mortified when he felt his cock begin to harden in his pants. He thought about pulling his hips from her to hide his excitement. But he was relieved when Jenny pressed her body tightly to him, squeezing his now hard cock to her stomach.
Jenny moaned in spite of herself when she felt Jim getting hard. She was in an emotional turmoil. Normally she would pull her date into her room and fuck his brains out. She knew that Jim was different; she knew that he needed time to get used to a relationship with a woman again. Besides, she was not sure of her own emotions. They had already gone far beyond where she originally felt comfortable. However, there was something about Jim that drew her to him. In could be that he was such a gentleman and was so different from the pawing she typically got from her dates. Not that pawing was bad she thought. It was just nice not to have to be pressured to go to bed with someone.
When Jim pulled away, his breathing was a little heavier, his cock throbbing like some teenager on his first date. He hoped that Jenny didn't look down; she would surely see the wet spot on his pants.
The truth was, Jenny's panties were wet as well.
Over the next month, Jenny and Jim dated several more times, each time Jim kissed her at the front door. Jim wanted to go further but was afraid of the rejection.
Jenny was unsure where she wanted the relationship to go. She felt sexual excitement with Jim but she had her other lovers and she felt free to be as sluttish as she wanted with them. She wasn't sure how Jim would react if she knew the real wanton slut inside her. Jenny was not ready to give up those lovers under any circumstances.
Jenny didn't want to be cruel to Jim. She knew that he needed some relief, she just wasn't sure what that meant or how far to go. With her regular boyfriends there was never any question. Maybe a little petting would be okay with him she thought. But she wasn't sure when or how to initiate it without scaring Jim off. Then she got an opportunity that she was looking for when Katie, her roommate, suggested a double date.
Katie was a pretty brunette who had been Jenny's sorority sister and roommate through college. When they graduated they decided to rent a house together and share the expenses. Katie was dating an older man and seemed to prefer them. She and her boyfriend Jerry were sexually active and would often go to her room and make love through the night.
Jenny didn't think that she liked Jerry. He had been married when Katie and he met. Jenny didn't want to be judgmental but she wasn't sure what Jerry's intentions were. There was just something about him that didn't sit right with her.
Jim readily agreed to go out with Katie and Jerry. He wanted to get to know Jenny's friends.
They went to a movie and then had a quiet dinner at a nice Italian restaurant. They all laughed and joked, the conversation flowing easily. Everyone seemed to get along well, even if Jerry and Katie had drunk a little too much. That was okay since Jim had driven.
On the way home, Katie and Jerry sat in the back seat as Jim drove with Jenny snuggled close to him. The restaurant was in another town and they had a bit of a ride home. Jenny and Jim talked quietly in the front seat as Jerry and Katie whispered in the back. Suddenly Jenny heard a moan and looked back to see Katie and Jerry kissing with Jerry's hand inside her blouse playing with her tit. She suppressed a little moan as she watched the lover's kiss and Jerry's hand move freely under her blouse.
Jenny turned quickly back to face the front and giggled. Jim looked over at her with raised eyebrows. She snuggled closer to him, her hand dropping to his thigh. As they drove, the moans in the back got louder and louder until the two in front could no longer deny what was going on in the back seat. Jenny looked back again and gasped when she saw that Katie had Jerry's cock out of his pants and was about to suck it. She turned back, her heart thumping in her chest. When she looked down, she saw that Jim's cock was tenting his pants.
Jim was shocked by what was going on in the back seat of his car, even if he couldn't see it. He looked in the rear view mirror but could only see Jerry's head thrown back on the back of the seat. Suddenly he jumped when he felt Jenny's hand moving slowly up his thigh. His heart was beating wildly. When he looked at the speedometer, Jim realized that he was going well over the speed limit. He had to slow down or risk getting a ticket.
Jenny looked back again then turned and kissed Jim's neck as her hand covered his cloth-covered cock. She felt Jim tense and a shiver run through his body. Then Jenny shocked Jim even more by reaching over and slowly pulling his zipper down.
"Jenny, what are you doing?" Jim whispered, his voice shaking.
"Shhhh!" Jenny said as she reached into Jim's pants and fished his cock out. "Oh my," she said as she looked at Jim's pulsing cock. It was a nice cock she thought, not to long or too big around. It would fit in her pussy very nicely if that time ever came. She heard Jim moan as she squeezed his cock, bringing a large drop of clear juice to the head. She used her finger to rub the juice across his swollen cock head. Her other hand began to move up and down.
Jim couldn't believe that he was driving on the freeway with his cock out of his pants and in the hand of his young date. He also couldn't believe what was going on in the back of his car. From the loud sucking sounds, Katie must be giving Jerry a blowjob. He was trying desperately to concentrate on driving as Jenny began to move her hand up and down on his very excited cock. "Jenny, God," Jim said, almost in desperation. His heart was pounding in his chest as Jenny used one hand to wrap her fingers around the swollen head and used the other to jerk his cock. He was surprised to see Jenny looking into the back seat.
Jenny watched her friend suck on her lover as she masturbated Jim. Her own pussy was pouring juice into her panties. She couldn't believe her friend was giving her date a blowjob right in the back seat. She and Katie had done a lot of wild things but never anything this bold. Suddenly she heard Jim moan, almost a whine. She looked down and saw that his cock head had grown even larger and was pulsing. She quickly put one hand over the head, just in time to stop Jim's cum from shooting all over his shirt. She used her other hand to jerk on the shaft, her breathing as labored as if she were climaxing herself. In fact she felt a little shiver in her pussy and a climax run through her as Jim's cock continued to pump his cum into her hand before it ran down his shaft.
At the same time in the back seat, Jenny saw Jerry push his hips up, forcing his cock deep into Katie's mouth then groan. She saw her friend sucking and swallowing her lover's cum.
Jenny cleaned up Jim's cock as best she could and put it back into his pants. She smiled at her startled date and put her head on his shoulder. The four of them were quiet as they finished their ride home.
When they reached home Katie and Jerry went into the house leaving Jenny and Jim outside the door.
Jim was quiet for a while. He took Jenny into his arms and kissed her passionately. "Thanks," he said, totally at a loss as to what to say to a woman that had just jerked him off.
"My pleasure," Jenny whispered as she snuggled into Jim's chest. They kissed one last time and said good night. Jenny went into her bedroom and masturbated several times as she listened to Jenny and Jerry moan in pleasure long into the night.
Chapter 5
Jim was in seventh heaven the following morning. He felt like a kid again. He couldn't believe that he had let Jenny jerk him off in the car, like some horny teenager. Yet that was almost how he felt. Still, somewhere deep inside there was this little nagging issue concerning their age difference. Jim was becoming infatuated with Jenny but he wasn't sure how far it could go.
Jenny sat at her desk with the same thought in her mind. She was beginning to like Jim too much. Yet, he wasn't really her type, he was so na‹ve. But then again, she thought it was kind of cute. However, she had never dated anyone as old as him and she wasn't sure she wanted to become attached to an older man. Or, any man for that matter. She liked that she was a free spirit and that she took sex wherever she found it. Jim wasn't very adventuresome. She was sure that he was mortified this morning about the hand job. Still, she giggled to herself as she thought about what she had done. It had been great fun. She felt a little thrill shoot through her when she remembered watching Katie sucking on Jerry's cock as she jerked Jim off. It was almost too much for her to watch her friend drink her lover's sperm as her date came in her hand.
On her way to the bathroom, Jenny had a naughty thought. At first she dismissed it as crazy but the more she thought about it the more excited it made her. She decided to have some fun with Jim. She went into the bathroom to take her panties off. When she started to pull them down she stopped as another naughty thought occurred to her. Instead of taking them off, she pulled them up tight to her crotch. She looked down to see the material plastered to her pussy lips. The silky blue panties were so tight that they outlined her pussy lips like a second skin. As she walked to Jim's office, she could feel her pussy juice begin to wet the crotch.
Jim looked up when he heard a light tap on his opened door. He smiled when he saw Jenny. "Come on in," he said. Suddenly a flush came to his face as her remembered last night.
As usual, Jenny looked great. She had on a short summer dress that left her arms and shoulders bare, with thin straps holding up the wispy material.
"I'm not interrupting you am I?" Jenny asked as she sat down across the desk from Jim.
"No, not at all, I was just going to call you and thank you for last night," Jim said then felt his face turn red as he realized that it sounded like he was thanking her for a hand job. "I mean...uh...for the uh, date, it was fun," he stuttered.
"I had a good time also," Jenny answered with a knowing smile. "I do think Kate and Jerry got a little carried away," she added, "but it was really hot watching them.
"Yea, I guess," Jim said, not really knowing what else to say. "Would you like something to drink?" Jim asked, trying to change the subject.
"Yes, thank you, a Coke would be great."
Jim went over to his bar and got her a Coke and a glass of ice and handed it to her.
"Do you mind if I ask you some legal questions?"
"Not at all, fire away."
Jenny asked Jim several questions about the law. They were questions she already knew the answers to. She was just making conversation; the legal process was not what was on her mind. As Jenny relaxed, she sat back in the chair. Slowly, almost absent-mindedly she opened her legs slightly.
Jim immediately saw her legs begin to open. His eyes grew big when he realized that he could almost see all the way to her crotch again.
Jenny turned and looked over her shoulder to make sure Jim's secretary, Darlene, was at her desk, facing the other way. Before she even turned her head back, her legs opened as wide as her skirt would allow, exposing her entire crotch to Jim. She could feel the cool air on her now very wet panties.
"Oh God," Jim said under his breath as he looked at Jenny's exposed panties. He could see the entire shape of her pussy, every fold of flesh. There was a very dark stain in the center of her pussy lips.
"So do you have a busy day today?" Jenny asked like nothing unusual was happening.
Jim swallowed hard, his mouth becoming very dry all of a sudden. "Uh...it...uh I guess it will be busy," he managed to choke out, his eyes never leaving Jenny's pussy. He watched in amazement as one of her hands slid slowly up her thigh, over her thigh high nylons, to play with the soft skin between the nylon top and her pussy. Her fingers casually rubbed the soft skin, inching closer to her panty-covered slit.
Jim's cock began to harden as he watched the wanton display before him. He couldn't believe the boldness of this woman. His cock was pulsing in his pants as Jenny's finger reached her slit.
Jenny's face was flushed as her finger pressed the crotch of her panties deep between her lips. She slid down in the chair slightly, causing her skirt to ride up higher allowing her legs to spread further.
"Mr. Lewis," Jim secretary said, standing in the doorway.
Jenny snapped her legs closed and sat up quickly.
Jim looked up, his face turning beet red.
"Uh yes, Darlene," Jim said trying to recover from his shock.
"Mr. Wilson is on the line, he says he needs to speak to you right away."
"Well, I was just leaving," Jenny said with a sweet smile. She stood and walked past a frowning Darlene.
Chapter 6
Jim had a very hard time concentrating the rest of the morning. It was almost eleven thirty when Darlene brought a large expandable folder into his office. It had confidential written in large red letters across the front flap. Jim thanked Darlene and took the envelope. He untied the string holding the flap down and opened it. Fortunately, Darlene had left before he opened it or she would have heard him gasp.
Inside the envelope, Jim saw a pair of blue panties. He quickly got up and went to the door and told Darlene that he did not want to be disturbed for a while. He closed the door and sat down at the desk and opened the envelope again. His hands were shaking as he pulled the silky material from the folder. He opened the panties and saw that the crotch was still wet and sticky. A little note dropped to the floor. He reached down and picked it up, his heart pounding in his chest.
"Hi sweety, I know you like my panties, I saw you looking. I thought I might give you a pair. Unfortunately, I don't have a clean pair but I didn't think you would mind. Love and Kisses J"
Jim groaned and brought the panties to his nose and inhaled deeply. His cock throbbed as he drew in the musky woman smell. Almost without his control, Jim opened his pants and freed his hard cock. He carefully wrapped Jenny's thong panties around his cock, the wet crotch covering his dripping cock head. Jim began to move the panties up and down as he slumped in his chair. His thoughts went back to the drive home last night. He could still hear the sucking sounds and the moans from the back seat. He could feel Jenny's soft had on his cock.
Suddenly, Jim's balls tightened and his cock began to spit his cum into the already wet crotch of her panties. He closed his eyes and moaned as his juice filled the small crotch of the silky panties he held tightly around his cock.
Jim sat there for several minutes breathing heavily. Here he was, a big corporate attorney, jerking off like some adolescent. While he felt ashamed at what he had just done, he couldn't deny that it was very pleasurable. A little tremor ran through him when he remembered Jenny sitting in front of him with her legs spread and her fingers in her crotch.
Jim removed the now saturated panties, wondering what he was going to do with them. Then a naughty thought came to him; two could play this game. He wrote a little note and placed the panties back inside the folder. He sealed it and addressed it to Jenny. Then he took it out to Darlene and asked her to personally deliver it to Jenny downstairs.
As she walked away, Jim thought if she only knew what was inside?
"Mr. Lewis asked me to deliver this to you Miss. Bradford," Darlene almost snarled.
Jenny saw the package and her heart sank. "Uh, thank you," she said and took the envelope. As soon as Darlene left, she opened the envelope to see her panties. She thought that she had gone too far and that Jim had rejected her little gift. Then she saw the note on Jim's notepaper. She opened the note.
"Jenny, Thanks for the gift; it was very thoughtfully of you. However, I thought that you might need them back. Sorry that I couldn't clean them. Thanks again. Jim"
Jenny looked in the envelope in confusion. She reached in and pulled the panties out. This time it was her turn to gasp. Immediately she could see the cum dripping from the crotch. A large drop landed on her desk. She jumped up and rushed to the bathroom, her pussy throbbing as she walked. Inside the stall, she sat down to catch her breath. God maybe Jim wasn't so niave after all she thought.
She opened the panties she held in her hand and confirmed that Jim had indeed cum all over the crotch. Jenny was so hot that she was shaking. Without a second thought, she stood up and stepped into the panties then pulled them up her legs, pressing them tight to her dripping pussy lips. She could feel Jim's cum covering her swollen pussy. She sat back down and used her finger to rub the cum all over her pussy. When her finger reached her clit, she had to suppress a moan as her body convulsed and a strong climax hit her. Her legs tightened and she bit down on her lip to keep from screaming out as her body spasmed with pleasure. She had never cum that quickly in her life.



When her legs would hold her, she got up and left the bathroom, feeling her wet cum covered panties rubbing on her sensitive pussy. She could even smell her pussy and Jim's cum as she sat down at her desk. Early that afternoon, Jim had an important business meeting that he was running late for. He got on the elevator and headed down to the lobby. When the elevator stopped on the floor that Jenny worked on, Jim was surprised to see her get on. She stepped to the back next to him.
"Hi Mr. Lewis," Jenny said, trying to keep a straight face.
"Hi Miss Bradford," Jim responded in his best business voice.
"I wanted to thank you so much for expending your creative juices on the briefs I sent you. You covered them very thoroughly," Jenny said, struggling to keep from laughing.
At first Jim wondered what briefs she was referring too. Suddenly he realized the double meaning. "Uh, well, I always try to give my best," he said as his face turned red.
"Well you know how close those briefs are to me, even now." Jenny said, reaching over and taking Jim's hand.
Jim was a little shocked when he realized that Jenny was saying that she had put the soggy panties back on. If he needed proof, he felt Jenny pull his hand over and move it slowly up the back of her dress. The elevator was very crowded now and they were in the back corner. Jim's heart began to beat wildly as Jenny raised his hand until he could feel the sodden crotch of her panties between her legs. Jim pulled his hand away as if it were a hot stove when the door opened in the lobby. Fortunately Jim had his valise with him to cover his excitement.
"See you later Mr. Lewis," Jenny said as they parted.
Jim stood in the lobby trying to remember where he was going.
Chapter 6
When Jenny returned from lunch, she was still excited. Her pussy was throbbing, her own juice keeping the crotch of her panties wet. She needed to get fucked she thought. She picked up the phone and called Rick and asked if he was free again tonight. As always Rick said he would cancel his plans. Good old dependable Rick.
Jenny was waiting in the living room in a short silky Japanese robe at 7 p.m. when the doorbell rang. She opened it to see her smiling friend. As soon as Rick stepped into the house, Jenny pushed him against the wall and kissed him with unbridled passion.
Rick was a little stunned, wondering what had gotten into Jenny. However, he never questioned women when they wanted to fuck. He wrapped his arms around her and reached under the short robe to squeeze her sexy ass. He grabbed two hands full of soft ass flesh and pulled her tightly to his rapidly swelling cock.
Suddenly Jenny pushed herself back, her eyes swimming with lust. Slowly she slid down her lover's body until she was kneeling at his feet. With shaking hands, she opened Rick's pants and pulled them down. His already hard cock sprang out, hitting her in the face.
Rick moaned as Jenny engulfed his cock. What a wild woman he though as he watched his pretty lover suck and lick his cock.
Jenny's lips and tongue worked on Rick like a woman possessed. She wanted to taste his cum. She had been thinking about it since she called him. She brought both hands up and held his cock so that her lips could work on the pulsing head.
"Oh God baby, you keep that up and you are going to get a mouth full," Rick warned.
Jenny moaned and began to work her hands up and down, milking his cock.
"Ohhhhh!" Rick moaned as his hips began to move in a fucking motion. He felt his balls tighten, his body beginning to tense as excitement was leading him rapidly to a climax. "Keep it up, yes, suck me, God baby. Oh yes, yes, here it cums ahhhhhh!" Rick moaned as his juice began to move rapidly up his shaft.
Jenny moaned as she felt his cock pulse then began to squirt his potent seed into her mouth. She swallowed rapidly as her mouth filled. Her pussy throbbed and began to quiver as her own little tremors began. She held on to the squirting cock as her legs almost gave out. Her mouth filled to overflow, dripping down her chin as Rick's cum kept pouring out. "Mmmmmm," Jenny moaned as pleasure ripped through her.
Minutes later the two lovers were naked. Jenny led Rick up to her bed, pushing him down and practically jumping on top of him. The two lay in a naked embrace on her bed. They were both basking in the glow of sexual satisfaction. Yet Jenny's pussy still pulsed with excitement. She needed a cock. She rolled over onto her lover, kissing his lips.
"Wow baby, what has gotten into you," Rick said with a laugh.
"You I hope," Jenny said and reached down to take Rick's soft cock in her hand. She began to work on his cock as she kissed his lips. Without warning she twisted around and threw her leg over Rick's head, moving into a 69 position. She took Rick's cock into her mouth again as she sat her dripping pussy on his face. Rick was a great fuck but he could eat pussy better than anyone she knew.
Rick wasted no time as his tongue split Jenny's sweet pussy lips. He swallowed her juice as it poured into his mouth, and then he sucked for more. God how he loved to eat her pussy, he thought. She tasted better than any woman he had ever been with.
As soon as Jenny had Rick hard again, she turned around and squatted over his cock. She teased herself and him as she rubbed her swollen pussy lips on the head of his cock. She moved down, taking just the head inside.
Rick moaned when he felt Jenny squeeze her muscles around his cock head. He tried to push up but she quickly moved back up and giggled.
"Not so fast lover, I want to savor this cock. Now hold still for me." Jenny took the head inside her again, and then moved up and down, massaging just the head. Her juice was running in silvery streams down her lover's cock.
"Oh God Jenny, you're driving me crazy," Rick moaned, trying to hold his hips on the bed.
"Tell me how much you want it baby, tell me you want my hot cunt," Jenny said, paying him back for the way he had teased her the last time they fucked.
"Oh yes please sweety, give me that cunt. Ohhhhh!" Rick moaned as Jenny quickly dropped her weight onto his cock, taking him all the way inside her in one movement.
"Oh my God," Jenny screamed as she felt Rick's cock hit the deepest part of her pussy. She sat still for a moment trying to get used to his large cock. Then she slowly began to move up and down.
Both lovers began to moan as their sexual parts moved together. The wet slapping sounds echoed in the room.
"Oh yes baby, I can't hold back much longer," Rich warned.
"Yes baby, cum in me, fill me with your juices."
"Ohhhh yes baby, I'm going to cum," Rick screamed as his cock began to shoot deep into Jenny's receptive pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God, I can feel it. Ahhhhh!" Jenny's body pushed down hard as she began to climax. Her legs trembled and her body shook as she shared incredible pleasure with her lover.
Eventually, the two lovers collapsed in a heap onto the bed. They fucked one more time before exhaustion took over.
Chapter 7
It was after 10 p.m. before Jim finished up for the day. It had taken him far longer than normal to complete his work because his mind kept wandering back to the events of the day. He couldn't believe the affect this young girl was having on him.
As he was driving home, he kept thinking about Jenny. Suddenly, he made a quick decision and pulled into a floral shop just before it closed. He bought a dozen roses. Then he made a detour of a few blocks and pulled up in front of Jenny's house.
Jim sat in the car for a few minutes, having second thoughts. Hell, he didn't even know if she was home. But then he had come this far. He got out of the car and walked up to the house and rang the doorbell, then stood there as nervous as a kid on his first date.
Jenny had been lying awake, still basking in the warm after glow of sex. She could feel Rick's cum running out of her pussy. She was startled when she heard the doorbell.
Rick rolled over with a groan and opened his eyes.
"It's okay sweety, go back to sleep, it's just the doorbell."
Rick smiled sleepily and fell back into an exhausted sleep.
Jenny put on her silky robe and walked downstairs. She could feel the two loads of cum Rick had deposited in her begin to run out. Her body shivered; she loved that feeling.
When Jenny peeked out the window next to the door, she was surprised to see Jim standing there nervously. She stood there in a moment of indecision. Then she somewhat reluctantly opened the door. "Jim, what on earth," she started to say until he pulled the dozen roses from behind his back. "Oh my goodness," Jenny said, opening the door and taking the roses. "That's so sweet Jim."
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have come by this late," Jim said, noticing that Jenny was practically nude.
"Uh...uh...no, it's okay...do you want to come in for a minute," Jenny said, hoping that he didn't want to. However, she felt obligated since he had obviously gone out of his way to get the flowers and stop by. Any other time she would have been thrilled. Yet, here she was, cum starting to run down her legs and a lover in her bed. This was going to be very tricky she thought.
"I'm not disturbing you am I?" Jim asked.
"Well, my roommate is asleep upstairs so we need to be quiet," Jenny said, not really lying.
Jenny led Jim through the living room and into the kitchen. It would be less likely that Rick would hear them from the kitchen. She wasn't really worried about Rick; she was more worried about Jim. She didn't want to hurt him.
"This is so sweet," Jenny said as she put the cut roses in a large vase. Then she turned back to Jim and wrapped her arms around him, bringing their lips together. She was worried momentarily that he could taste Rick on her lips or smell her very used pussy.
Jim's hands came down to grab Jenny's ass. He could smell sex on Jenny alright but though that she was just kinky enough to go to bed without cleaning her pussy of his cum. His hands pulled her naked ass cheeks to him as his fingers worked lower. Jim was being bolder then he ever had.
Jenny panicked. He was bound to feel Rick's cum running out of her. Thinking quick, she pulled from his arms and slid to her knees.
Jim looked at her, his eyes wide.
She definitely hadn't planned this but she needed to improvise. Jenny quickly reached up and opened his zipper. She smiled her sexy smile and pulled his cock from his pants. She looked up at him with her pretty blue eyes then used her tongue to lick off a clear drop of juice that had formed at the tip of his now hard cock.
Jim watched as Jenny opened her mouth and engulfed his cock. A moan escaped his lips and he closed his eyes. The truth was that Jim had never had a blowjob. Sally didn't care for oral sex and Jim never pressed it. He knew now what he had missed all of these years. He began to pump his hips into Jenny's face as her mouth sucked him and her hand jerked his cock. God she was good he thought as he opened his eyes and watched his cock move in and out of her mouth.
Jenny's eyes were closed as she savored Jim's sweet cock. She loved sucking cock, almost better then fucking. She could actually cum from sucking cock. She felt those familiar tremors in her pussy as Rick's cum began to drip to the floor between her legs. It was too late for her to stop. She would just have to make sure that Jim didn't look at the floor when she was done.
Jim reached up and gently placed his hands on Jenny's moving head. He caressed her cheeks, holding her face. He could feel his cock make her cheeks bulge out each time she took him inside. His hips began to thrust into her face. It didn't take long for Jim to feel a climax coming on. He wasn't sure what to do. He didn't want to cum in her mouth if she didn't want that. Yet it felt too good to stop.
"Oh God sweety, I'm going to cum," Jim warned, hoping she wouldn't stop.
Jenny moaned and sucked harder. She used her hand to jerk on Jim's throbbing cock, trying to draw his sweet cum from his balls. Suddenly the head enlarged in her mouth and began to pulse. Jenny moaned again as his cum began to pour into her mouth. She swallowed rapidly, trying to get every drop.
Jim was beyond excitement as he watched this beautiful girl on her knees drinking his cum. He forced his eyes to remain open. He wanted to watch her drink his cum.
Jenny looked up as her cheeks bulged with Jim's juice. Their eyes met. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she made a special effort to let him see her swallow his juice.
Finally, when she could get no more sperm from Jim's balls, she let his cock slip from her mouth. Suddenly Jim's cock gave one last throb and squirted out a gob of cum, hitting her in the cheek.
Jim was mortified.
Jenny giggled and scraped the cum from her cheek with her fingers and sucked them clean. Then she stood up and brought her lips to Jim's for a surprise kiss.
Jim started to pull away then he realized how tacky that would be after she had swallowed his sperm. He moaned and allowed Jenny to force her tongue into his mouth. He tasted his own sperm for the first time in his life.
Jenny pulled away and said, "That should keep you for a while lover. Thanks for the beautiful flowers, that was so thoughtful."
"You are more than welcome," Jim said and hugged Jenny tight to him.
Jenny led Jim to the door, a little quicker then normal, and kissed him one last time. When he was safely out of the house, she leaned against the door and sighed. Her thighs were covered from knee to pussy with Rick's juice, her mouth tasting of Jim's sperm. That was close she thought and felt a shiver run through her. It was also so kinky. The thrill of sucking one lover while the others cum ran down her legs made her pussy throb. She wondered if Rick was up for one more fuck.
Chapter 8
The following the day, Jim was busy with a court case. He called Jenny to thank her again and asked her if she could stop up around 5:30. He told her he wanted to talk to her. In reality, Jim wanted to see her because he was feeling guilty. He had been thinking how he had taken all the pleasure; he wanted to return the favor.
At 5:30 Jenny tapped on Jim's office door and looked in. Fortunately Darlene was gone for the day.
"Hi," he said as she walked into his office. She looked great as usual, wearing a short, tight skirt with a white blouse. Very simple but it looked great on her. "Close the door," he told her.
Jenny looked surprised but turned and pushed the door until the lock clicked.
"Come over here," Jim said, pushing his chair back and standing up.
Jenny walked over, a questioning look on her face.
Jim pulled her into his arms and kissed her soft and inviting lips. When he pulled away, he looked into her pretty blue eyes. Then he sat back down, pushing Jenny until she was backed up against his desk.
Jenny had a half smile on her face, still wondering what was going on but now knowing that it was going to be something sexual.
"Jenny, so far, our relationship has been pretty one sided; you giving me pleasure, me doing nothing in return."
"Oh, I get pleasure..." Jenny started to say when Jim interrupted.
"Let me finish sweety," Jim said. I thoroughly enjoyed the blow...uh, what you did for me yesterday. I am embarrassed to say that it was my first time," Jim admitted, his face turning red.
Jenny opened her eyes wide in surprise. She couldn't believe a 38-year-old man had never had a blowjob.
Jim wanted to explain. "Sally never wanted to do oral sex...uh...either way," Jim said feeling a little twinge in his heart as he mentioned Sally. "She was very conservative and I was a very shy guy. It didn't really matter that much because I loved her so much. Excuse me," Jim halted as his eyes filled with tears. "I'm not here to talk about Sally. I want...I...uh...oh wow, this is harder than I thought. I want to return the favor; I want to...to...you know, eat you. But I...uh...you know, don't really know how...or even what a woman wants," Jim said working to get it all out, his face now a bright red.
Jenny's face grew into a wide smile. "Oh God sweety, I would love that," she said, reaching forward and placing both hands on Jim's hot cheeks. She slowly leaned forward and kissed his lips softly. "I would be honored to teach you," she whispered, looking into Jim's eyes. Then Jenny stood up and moved back and scooted up onto Jim's desk.
Jim's eyes grew wide as he watched Jenny slowly spread her legs as far as the tight skirt would let her.
When Jenny realized that the skirt was restricting her, she stood up and wiggled her hips, pulling the tight skirt up over her panty covered pussy.
Jim's heart was racing as he watched this sexy young woman fix her skirt around her waist so that it wouldn't get in the way. His eyes wondered down and centered on her panty-covered crotch. He could see a dark spot forming right in the center. Then Jenny surprised him by turning around to display her bare ass cheeks with the little strip of cloth running between. Jim groaned and bent forward to kiss one hot ass cheek then the other.
Jenny moaned and leaned forward, placing her hands on the desk, pushing her ass back at Jim. She felt his tongue lick up and down one smooth cheek before he crossed over to the other. After Jim had left her ass cheeks wet with his saliva, Jenny turned around again and sat on his desk, spreading her legs wide. She looked down and saw that the crotch of her panties were now soaked. When she started to pull them off, Jim stopped her.
Suddenly Jim's head bent between Jenny's legs and his mouth covered the soaked crotch of her panties. Jim's cock throbbed as his lips felt the wetness. Then his tongue came our and licked her swollen pussy lips, lightly covered by the silky material. Then he began to suck her juice from the panties. Oh God Jim thought, if I had only known how good this tasted, I would have forced Sally to let me do it.
Jenny didn't want to cum this way or this quickly, so she pushed Jim back and quickly stripped off her panties. Then she raised her legs and placed her feet on the desk, spreading her knees, opening her pussy to Jim's lust filled eyes.
"Oh my God," Jim moaned as he watched Jenny's pussy spread open like a flower. The swollen inner lips parted, leaving sticky strands of her juice connecting them like a spider web. Jim could smell her sweety woman scent. He breathed in deeply as his heart raced in his chest.
"Okay sweety, let me show you how to eat a woman. Here look, see my swollen inner lips," Jenny said as she spread her pussy, the sticky juice covering her fingers. "These lips are soooo sensitive," she said, gently rubbing her fingers across each swollen lip. Jenny's own heart was beating rapidly as she wantonly displayed herself to Jim. "I know you know what the clit looks like," she said and pulled her lips wide to let him see the normally tiny nub, pulsing between the lips. It was swollen and smooth, almost like a miniature penis. "I want to lick the lips first, then stick your tongue into my hole. Leave the little clit till last."
Jim didn't have to be told twice. He bent forward and stuck out his tongue, moving it gently up and down across the juice covered inner lips. He heard Jenny moan her approval. Jim opened his mouth and took the soft lips into his mouth and sucked them gently. He used his tongue to tickle the surface, tasting her juice on his tongue.
"Oh yes sweety, now stick your tongue innnnn....ahhhh!" Jenny didn't finish as Jim pushed his tongue into her dripping hole. "Oh, oh, oh," she moaned as Jim fucked his tongue in and out of her pulsing hole. "Oh God, you're so good," Jenny encouraged. "Now suck me!"
Jim began to suck on her hole, drawing more juice into his mouth. The taste was making Jim's cock throb in the tight confines of his pants. He couldn't believe how much he loved her taste and smell. His lips and tongue went wild on Jenny's pussy, sucking and licking until her hips were bouncing on his desk. He had to grab her hips in order to keep his lips on her pussy.



"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," Jenny moaned over and over. The thrill of having somebody eat her pussy that had never done it before was almost too much for Jenny.
Soon Jim's tongue worked its way to her now very swollen clit. Jim pulled his head back and used his hands to spread her lips. He stared at the swollen nub. The miniature penis was pulsing with life. Jim blew warm air onto the nub and watched Jenny shiver in pleasure.
"Oh God Jim, please!" Jenny moaned, her head moving back and forth as her chest heaved up and down.
Jim was getting such a thrill out of teasing Jenny that he didn't want it to end. Yet, he couldn't be cruel to her after all the pleasure she had given him. His mouth opened wide and dropped to the spread lips. He felt Jenny's legs fly up and wrap around his head as he sucked the nub into his mouth.
Jenny's body began to shiver, her legs wrapped tightly around his neck as her feet beat a tempo on his back. Her hands grabbed Jim's hair and pulled him tight to her overheated pussy lips.
Jim sucked the swollen clit in and out of his mouth then pulled back, stretching the skin. He almost smiled when Jenny screamed again and pulled his head to her pussy so hard that she almost suffocated him.
"Ohhhh suck meeeeee!!! I...I...oh God, suck me I'm going to...yes, yes I'm cummmmminnnngggg!!!! Suck my cunt, suck my cunt, yes, yes," Jenny screamed as her body began to convulse in pleasure. Her hips pushed up as every muscle in her body tensed. "Ahhhhhhhh, ohhhhhh Goooooddddd Jim," Jenny panted as an incredible climax rolled through her body.
Jim kept on sucking until Jenny gently pushed him away. He sat back in his chair and smiled in satisfaction. He was proud that he had brought such pleasure to Jenny. He sat there and watched her basking in the after glow of her climax. Her pussy was still swollen and pulsing. Juice had dripped between her legs to the top of his desk. He lifted his hand to catch the juice that was dripping off his chin and glanced at his watch.
"Oh wow, baby, I have a plane to catch," Jim suddenly said.
"What...uh...where..." Jenny tried to say as she sat up, her head still spinning.
"I forgot to tell you I have to go to Chicago for several days. My flight leaves in forty five minutes."
Jenny was trying to comprehend what Jim was saying. "You're not going to be here for the chairman's annual party," Jenny said, referring to a party the company chairman had for all employees at his house once a year.
"Probably not, it depends on how the case goes. I'll call you. I am so sorry to leave you like this but I have to be there tonight," Jim said, straightening his tie and checking for any juice stains. He stood and smiled at Jenny.
"Well, here, take these with you and don't forget me," Jenny said and handed Jim her wet panties.
"I couldn't forget you sweety," Jim answered, taking the panties and putting them in his breast pocket like a handkerchief. He bent forward and kissed Jenny then grabbed his overnight case and ran out of the office, his face still sticky with his lover's juices.
Jenny got off the desk on shaking legs and staggered out of his office. She was surprised to see Darlene in the lobby as she left for the night. Could she have come back to the office for something?
Chapter 9
The party was an annual event for the law firm. It was held to celebrate a good year and to thank the employees. It was always held at the chairman's palatial mansion. It was a gigantic house on several hundred acres. The driveway went through a large stone gatehouse, circling up and in front of the marble steps leading to the door. The house was surrounded by massive gardens with hedges and thousands of flowers.
Jenny had invited Rick to the party since Jim was going to be out of town. Besides, she wasn't sure how the company felt about employees dating anyway. Jenny had plenty of "boyfriends", but Rick was the easiest to get along with. All he needed was a good fuck and she could certainly supply that. Besides, he was gorgeous and made a nice ornament on Jenny's arm. God she could be so materialistic sometimes she thought with a smile.
Jenny got plenty of stares as she walked in with Rick on her arm. They looked great together, he in his black tuxedo and her in a tight black evening dress. She had picked the dress out to impress. It was low cut, showing ample cleavage and was short on her thighs. She wore a pair of four inch black high heels. The dress was far to tight to wear underwear.
By 10 p.m., the party was in full swing. There were people all over the house and out around the Olympic sized swimming pool. Jenny and Rick mingled; she kept him close on her arm to keep the other ladies away. Everybody seemed so friendly with the exception of Jim's secretary Darlene. She didn't seem to like Jenny for some reason. Jenny did her best to avoid her. She didn't really care but she couldn't quite figure out why she didn't like her since she had never done anything to her. She wondered why such a young woman could be so bitter.
What Jenny didn't know was that Darlene was jealous of her. Darlene was a pretty woman of 29. Unfortunately she tried to cover up her charms with clothes that would have been better on a much older woman. She also kept her hair in a bun and wore horn-rimmed glasses. Darlene would never admit it but the truth was that she had had a secret crush on Jim for years. She did her best to not let him know. However, she was very protective and thought that Jenny was too young for Jim and was just a social climber anyway. She knew something was going between the two of them; she had heard strange noises coming from the office when she had returned after 5 the other day.
Jenny was enjoying herself tonight. She was trying to control what she drank but it seemed like every time her glass emptied, someone gave her another.
Rick drank very little. He was very selective about what he ate and drank; he was somewhat of a health nut. However, he didn't care that Jenny was drinking quite a bit. She was a wild woman when she was sober but she really got crazy when she drank. He knew that there would be some wild sexual fun after the party was over. He didn't have to wait that long.
"How about taking a littttllle walkie with me," Jenny said, her words slurred. She was acting a little more inebriated then she actually was. It helped to cover her wild behavior at times.
"I would be honored, lead the way madam," Rick said, already feeling a sexual excitement.
Just as Jenny was leading Rick out the French doors in the back of the house, Jim walked in. He had completed his case early and had hurried to catch an early flight. He started to catch up to Jenny when he saw her walking outside with some guy. Now he had a dilemma. Jenny had obviously brought a date. Did he dare talk to her? Maybe he should just leave he thought. Then he felt that he was being foolish. He hurried out the doors to catch up with the two.
Jenny giggled as she led Rick down a sidewalk and into a massive hedgerow. It was like a maze. Jenny kept moving until she thought she had gotten away from the crowd. She stopped and turned to Rick and threw her arms around his neck and brought her lips to his for a passionate kiss. She pressed her groin to his, indicating that she was ready for some fun. "God baby, you feel so good," Jenny said as she bit Rick's ear.
Rick was a little concerned about where they were. "Sweety, why don't we blow this place and go back to your house?"
"I can't wait that long," Jenny said, pushing herself against Rick.
"This is dangerous here," Rick said.
"I want you to fuck me right here baby," Jenny said.
Rick felt his cock begin to harden. "Come on sweety, let's go," Rick pleaded.
"No here, I want you to fuck me right now," Jenny whined in a little girl voice. "If you do here, I'll let you fuck me in the ass." She knew that would get to him.
Rick moaned. He had only gotten to fuck Jenny in the ass once but it had been incredible. "Oh God, you drive a hard bargain," Rick said, his cock now at full staff.
"Let me get you ready," Jenny said and squatted in front of Rick.
Rick looked around but couldn't see anyone. It was a bright moonlit night so he could see pretty well. He looked down and watched Jenny pull his cock from his pants.
Jim knew that he shouldn't be following Jenny but somehow he couldn't stop himself. He had seen them go down a long row of hedges. Suddenly he stopped and almost gasped. He saw Jenny squatting in front of her date with his cock in her hand. Jim was shocked. He knew that Jenny was sexually liberated but he couldn't believe that she would be giving some guy a blowjob in the chairman's garden. Suddenly Jim was very jealous. He knew that they had not really established a relationship and that she was dating other guys, but it still hurt.
Jenny held Rick's cock in her hand and licked it like an ice cream cone. She looked up at him and took the head in her mouth and sucked. She felt a little thrill run through her when Rick moaned. He was so easy she thought. Her eyes met his and she whispered, "I'm going to get this wonderful dick so hard, then you are going to stick it up my tight little asshole. Do you want to fuck my little asshole?" Jenny asked rhetorically.
Rick moaned and bucked his hips forward in response as Jenny engulfed his cock.
Jim wanted to turn and go back to the house but his legs would not move. Instead he backed up until the hedge hid him but he had a clear view of the two lovers. Amazingly he felt his cock began to lengthen as he watched Jenny suck her lover's cock. He was angry, he was jealous but his cock had a mind of it's own.
About ten feet away, behind another hedge was Jim's secretary Darlene. She had seen Rick and Jenny leave then watched Jim follow. She had excused herself and snuck out the back behind them. Now her eyes were wide with shock as she also watched Jenny sucking on Rick's cock. What a slut that woman was, Darlene thought.
When Rick's cock was dripping with Jenny's saliva, she stood up and fell against him, pressing her lips to his. She pulled away, breathlessly saying, "Come on baby, fuck me, fuck my ass while you cock is still wet." Then she pushed Rick until he was sitting on a stone garden bench. She shimmied her skirt up her thighs and straddled Rick's lap. She let Rich reach up and pull the arm straps of her dress down her arms, freeing both large breasts. They almost glowed in the moonlight; the shinny breasts in contrast to the much darker tanned skin. She pulled Rick's mouth to her breasts.
Jim's heart was beating wildly in his chest. He still fought his conscience; he knew he should leave. As he watched another man suck on Jenny's breast, his cock began to throb painfully in his pants. He could feel his juice begin to wet his underwear. It was inconceivable that he was getting turned on watching another man suck on Jenny's breasts. Yet here he stood like some peeping Tom.
Darlene was even more aghast. She had never seen such a disgusting display of promiscuity. She stood hidden but could plainly see what was going on not fifty feet from her. Her inclination was to yell out to the perverts but for some reason her mouth was dry and her voice wouldn't work. Besides, she didn't want to embarrass Jim. So she stood silently and watched just like Jim, just a few feet away.
Jenny's hips were moving back and forth, pressing Rick's hard cock against her pussy. She could feel her juices coating his cock from the head to the base. "Come sweety, get that cock in my ass," Jenny said and rose up and placed the engorged head at her tight rose bud.
Jim did gasp out loud as he realized that Jenny was going to let her boyfriend fuck her right here. He strained his eyes, watching Jenny take Rick's cock in his hand and directed it to her...oh my God he thought, that's not her pussy. He couldn't believe it; she was going to let him fuck her in the ass!
Jenny moaned along with Rick as his cock began to press into her rear hole. There was a groan of relief from Jenny when the head popped into her tight little hole. "Wait baby," Jenny breathed, "let me get used to it for a second." Jenny held still, her breathing coming in gasps. Slowly she began to push down, taking Rick's cock into her body inch by inch.
"Oh God baby, your ass is so tight," Rick groaned as she felt tight anal walls begin to caress his hard cock.
Jim was breathing as heavy as the two lovers as he watched Jenny take her boyfriends cock into her ass. He wanted to leave, to walk away in disgust but his legs still wouldn't move.
Darlene's lips were pursed in disapproval but no one could see her panties filling with her pussy juice. This was as disgusting as anything she had ever seen. She turned and looked behind her and then to both sides before she slid her dress up her hips. Her hand found its way into her panties.
"That's it baby, take my cock in your hot ass," Rick whispered as his cock went deep and then deeper. Finally, Jenny's ass cheeks were sitting on his thighs; he had his large cock all the way in her ass.
"Oh yes, oh yes, that feels so good baby, it's been so long," Jenny groaned. "Fuck me baby, fuck my ass good." Jenny began to move up and down, letting a little more of his cock out of her ass with each upward movement. When her ass was used to the large pole, she began to move up and down in a steady tempo. She lifted her legs and placed her feet on the bench, squatting over her lover's waist, his cock connecting their bodies. Then she let her entire weight sit on his cock before she began to bounce up and down.
Rick grabbed Jenny's hips and helped her move up and down, his cock moving in and out rapidly. Rick could feel the spasms in his lover's ass. "Oh yes, squeeze my cock, squeeze it baby."
"Ohhhh Gooooddddd Rick, I going to cum if you keep that up," Jenny said, rapidly moving toward a climax.
"Go ahead baby, cum on my cock. I want to feel that hot ass squeezing my dick as you cum," Rick said and began to move Jenny up and down faster.
"Oh yes, oh yes, God, God, ohhhhhh I'm going cummmm," Jenny moaned as her ass began to squeeze Rick's cock as her climax overtook her. Her body pushed down hard, driving Rick's cock deep into her ass. She held herself there as she shuttered over and over, moaning into Rick's ear.
"Oh God baby, you're going to make me cum," Rick warned as his cock began to throb. The already large head expanded and began to squirt his cum deep into her willing asshole.
Jenny thought she could actually feel it. She felt Rick's cock lurch and began to pour his sperm deep into her bowels. The incredible feeling brought on another climax.
Both lovers shook and shivered as the sexual tension of the night was relieved on this hard garden bench.
Darlene's fingers were deep inside her own pussy when she heard the two lovers began to moan in climax. Her own legs began to shake and her pussy throbbed as her body betrayed her and began a climax of its own. As soon as her shuttering stopped she pushed her dress down and stormed back to the house in disgust.
Jim was shaking as well but he wasn't as sure about what it was from. He walked like a zombie back to the house, totally unaware that Darlene was walking up the same path in front of him. By the time he reached the house his cock had lost its stiffness. He headed to the bar for a drink.
Jenny and Rick made themselves presentable and walked arm and arm back to the house. When she walked in the great room, she got a shock; she saw Jim standing at the bar. Her face turned red as she looked over to see him staring at her, his face looking pained. Suddenly a chill went down her spine. No he couldn't...he doesn't know, she thought. She was in a quandary as to what to do. Should she approach him? Should she introduce Rick? God, what if he saw her go outside with Rick?
Jim went to find a bathroom. Jenny followed.
When Jim came out of the bathroom, Jenny was waiting.
"That was quite a display out there," Jim said with anger in his voice as they stood face to face.
"Oh God Jim, I'm so sorry that you saw that, I...I..."
"Jenny, I don't want to hear your apologizes. You are a grown woman, you can do anything you want," Jim said and stormed away. He walked downstairs and said goodbye to his host and left.
Darlene saw Jim leave and smiled in satisfaction; now he knew what a slut his little Jenny was.
Not too long after Jim left, Jenny asked Rick to take her home. Her mood had changed suddenly; she said she had a headache.
Poor Rick had no idea what was wrong. Women, he thought in exasperation.
Chapter 10
Jim was beside himself the rest of the weekend. He was angry, jealous and hurt. He kept telling himself that he did not own Jenny; hell they hadn't even really had sex. Yet he cared about her. He felt something for someone for the first time since Sally. And now she had done this. But what had she done he thought? She was a young and sexually active woman and could do anything she wanted. Jim drank himself into a stupor.
Jenny's weekend wasn't any better. She chastised herself for getting carried away and making Rick fuck her in the garden. Sure it had been fun but now she had probably lost a friendship of someone that she was growing to care about. Maybe she cared even more than she wanted to admit. She wanted desperately to call him but couldn't bring herself to pick up the phone. There had been such anger in Jim's eyes.
The following Monday, Jim had resolved that he had to accept Jenny as she was. He couldn't apply his personal morals onto her. Besides, hadn't he stood there with his cock hard in his pants? He picked up the phone five times that morning to call Jenny but each time put it down. What was he going to say to her he thought? Finally, he thought he might write her a letter. He was good at putting his thoughts down in writing.
"Dear Jenny,
I wanted to write you this letter because ... well, I guess because I am a coward. I'm sorry for the way I acted the other night. I have to admit that I was angry and hurt when I saw you in the garden with your friend. However, after a great deal of thought, I have concluded that I was wrong to follow you in the first place. I know that you are a sexually liberated woman and I had no business being there. In fact, your free spirit is what I love about you. You have been so nice to me and I owe you a great deal. I feel things again for the first time since Sally's death. I feel alive when I am with you. You have brought light into my life again and I am grateful for that. I don't know where our relationship is leading but I want it to continue. Can you ever forgive me for spying on you and acting like a jerk? I hope you can. I would love to talk to you, please call. Jim"
Jim put the letter into an envelope and addressed it to Jenny. "Darlene, could you hand deliver this letter to Jenny Bradford?"
"Certainly Mr. Lewis, right away."
"Thanks."
Darlene took the letter and walked down the hall to the elevator. As soon as she was out of Jim's site, she turned and walked to the mailroom where they had a shredder. She put the envelope into the shredder and within seconds it was only little strips of paper. She smiled as she walked back to her desk.
A short time later, Jim's phone rang. It was Jenny.
"Mr. Lewis's office," Darlene answered formally, knowing that it was Jenny on the line.
"Is Jim available?" Jenny asked, her voice quivering.
"I'm sorry Ms. Bradford, Jim gave me explicit instructions that he did not want to talk to you. He didn't tell me why, I'm just following orders."
Jenny felt tears come to her eyes. "Oh, I see, well okay, goodbye." Jenny hung up the phone and ran to the bathroom. She cried until she had no tears left. God how could she have been so stupid she thought. Jim didn't need this in his life. He has had enough suffering for one person. Well, I guess I got what I deserve. I won't bother him anymore.



Jim's workload was so heavy that he barely had time to leave his office for the next few days. He wanted desperately to go down and see Jenny but he didn't want to cause a scene. After all he had sent the letter and she hadn't answered. Darlene had said she handed it right to her. Jim felt that old depression coming on again. He finally concluded that he couldn't function; it was taking him days to do what he normally did in hours. He told his boss that he was going to take a few days off.
By Friday night Jim's brain was totally numb from alcohol. He hadn't shaved or bathed in two days. He sat in the living room with the shades drawn, staring of photos of Sally. "God Sally, why did you have to leave me," he said out loud, tears streaming down his cheeks. "You understood me so well. Now I've met someone that I really like and I had to go and blow it. Now I've lost her and you. There must be something wrong with me, I loose everyone that I love." Jim opened another bottle.
Jenny got suspicious after she tried to call Jim several more times and got the same answer from Darlene. Then she found out that he had gone home sick. She was very worried. She called his house several times but it just rang and rang. Finally that evening she decided to go to his house.
When Jenny pulled up outside, Jim's house was dark. It looked like he wasn't home but thought she would check anyway. She rang the doorbell but no answer. When she turned the knob, she found that it was unlocked. She opened the door and stepped into the foyer. She was stunned and a little afraid when she saw a figure in the dark room sitting on the sofa, unmoving. "Jim?" she said, hoping that she was in the right house. "Jim," she repeated her heart beating in fear.
Jim thought he had heard a voice in his head. Then he heard it again. He strained his eyes through the dark room and saw someone inside his house. He stood up on shaking legs and took a couple of staggering steps. "Jenny?" he said before all the alcohol in his brain took over and he collapsed onto the floor.
Jim vaguely remembered being helped to the bathroom and then being submersed in a tub of warm water. He opened his eyes and thought he was dreaming when he saw Jenny using his razor to shave him. Finally he felt someone helping him to craw between the cool sheets of his bed.
It was almost two days before Jim could open his eyes and comprehend what was around him. He was totally shocked to see Jenny sitting in a chair next to his bed reading a book. "Jenny?" he said lifting up to look at her. She turned and smiled at him. "What...what...where did you come..." Jim said then fell back on the bed as his head throbbed.
"Just take it easy, you really tied one on this time," Jenny said with a relieved smile.
"But how did you...where...?" Jim said, having a hard time forming his words.
"When I called and couldn't get you I was worried. I asked around and was told you had taken off sick. I was worried and got your address from a friend in personnel. Then I thought I would stop by to see if you were okay."
"But I thought you didn't want to talk to me when you didn't call after I sent you the letter."
"What letter? I called you several times and was told that you didn't want to talk to me."
"Darlene!" both of them said at the same time.
Jim fell back on the bed holding his head. Jenny got up and crawled in bed beside him.
"What was in that letter?" Jenny asked, pulling Jim into her arms.
"I just said that I was sorry and that I had no right to judge you. I am truly sorry Jenny. You are the best thing that has happened to me since...since," Jim said and started to choke up.
"It's okay, I know what you mean. Over the last couple of days, I realized that you are very special to me. I am so sorry about last week," Jenny said as tears began to trickle down her cheeks.
"You don't need to apologize. I know you are a very sexual person. That's what I love about you. God I loved Sally, but you are so different, so free, so...I don't know, just different."
Jenny had looked around the house in the couple of days that she had been there and seen all the photos of Sally. "You loved her a great deal didn't you?"
"Oh God, more than you could ever know," Jim said as tears streamed down his cheeks. Suddenly it all came down on him, the years of isolation, the loss of friends and then almost losing Jenny. Jim began to sob. "God, I never cried when Sally died. I wanted to but I couldn't," Jim said through his tears. "My family and friends thought I was cold and uncaring, but I really just died inside. They all deserted me for being cold. I wallowed in a world of self-pity for years. Then...then, oh God Jenny, I thought I lost you for my stupidity."
"Shhh," Jenny said and placed her fingers gently to his lips. Then she pulled him to her and gently touched his lips with hers. She heard Jim moan as her tongue came out to lightly trace his lips. Slowly their lips pressed together until the kiss turned passionate.
"Oh Jenny, I feel things for you that I never thought I would feel again," Jim said as he looked up into Jenny's blue eyes.
She smiled and pushed him back until he was lying on the pillow. Then she pecked him on the lips and smiled. "Just relax lover, let me take you to places that you have never been."
"Oh God," Jim said as Jenny kissed down his chin, licking across his "character" scar to his neck. Jim realized for the first time that he was totally naked under the covers.
Jenny had on a pair of shorts and an old tee shirt. Not very sexy but she hadn't planned on being sexy.
Jenny pulled the covers off of Jim, exposing his naked body. She licked Jim's neck, leaving little chills behind. Slowly she worked down his body until she was kissing around his nipples. She tweaked one while she sucked on the other.
This was new to Jim. He didn't even know that his nipples were sensitive. He could feel his cock began to move as blood pumped into it.
Jenny left Jim's nipples and moved her tongue down across his flat stomach. She tickled his navel, pushing her tongue in and then leaving her sweet saliva behind. She used her teeth to gently bite his skin, sucking him here and there.
Jim moaned as he watched this fantastic girl literally make love to his body. He could feel his excitement building as Jenny worked down his body. When she got close to his now pulsing cock he saw her make a detour, moving to this thighs. Jim moaned in frustration.
Jenny was just beginning. She worked down his thighs, kissing and licking his legs. "Turn over lover," Jenny said.
Jim hesitated.
"Turn over lover," Jenny said again and pushed on Jim's hips.
Jim hesitated then turned over onto his stomach, pressing his hard cock to the bed. He jumped when he felt Jenny's tongue on the back of his thighs. He felt her push his legs apart and crawl between. Slowly she worked up his thighs to the cheeks of his ass. Jim couldn't suppress a moan when he felt her begin to lick and bite his ass cheeks.
Jenny pushed Jim's legs as far apart as she could and bent her head to his quivering ass again. Her tongue ran gently down the crack, bringing another moan from Jim. She circled his cheeks, her tongue running down the grove between his cheek and thigh. She felt Jim jump like he had been stuck with a pin when her tongue touched the back of his balls. Then Jenny pushed Jim's ass cheeks apart and moved her tongue up. Suddenly she pushed her tongue inside Jim.
Jim moaned in excitement, fighting to control his pulsing cock. God he couldn't believe this woman. Was there anything she wouldn't do he thought. "Ohhh, ohhhh," Jim moaned as Jenny worked her tongue in and out, circling his little hole. Jim though he would surely cum any minute.
Jenny was not about to let that happen. She kissed his tight little hole one last time then moved back and turned her lover over. She smiled when his cock sprang up, dripping juice, looking like it would shoot any second. Jenny moved up until she had her head on Jim's stomach, close to his cock. She held his cock in her hand and watched as his clear juice began to run down the shaft. Jenny used her finger to collect the stream of juice and rubbed it across the pulsing head. She placed her finger right on the tip, slowly rubbing the juice over the sensitive skin.
Jim was so close to a climax that he was afraid that he would cum any second. He felt Jenny wrap her hand around his cock and begin to move it slowly up and down. God what was she doing he thought. "Jenny, Jenny ...uh...wait...I can't hold...oh God," Jim moaned as his cock throbbed in her hand.
Jenny watched from close range as her lover's cock pulsed then throbbed and began to squirt juice directly into her face. She moaned but didn't pull away as Jim's cock shot his juice like a hose, hitting her cheek and spattering across her nose and dripping to her mouth. Jenny loved the feel of a man squirting his juice onto her body. She kept jerking his cock as he kept squirting. Her heart was beating wildly as she watched the cum continue to pour out until it dwindled to a trickle. She squeezed his cock, running her hand up the shaft, milking the last drop out.
Jim couldn't believe what had just happened. He had never cum so hard in his life. He felt embarrassed as he lay there with Jenny's cheek still on his stomach. When Jenny lifted up and turned around, he saw his juice covering her smiling face. "God, I'm so sorry," Jim said as he felt his face flush.
"Nothing to be sorry about lover," Jenny smiled, and then she giggled. "I wanted you to cum in my face. When I fuck this cock, I want it to last for a long time. Now you wait right here while I clean up a bit then I am going to get us something to eat," Jenny said and jumped off the bed and went into the bathroom.
A short time later, Jenny brought a tray of food to the bedroom. She and Jim ate dinner and talked for a long time. They shared feelings and hopes. They talked about their families and friends. They even talked about Sally. They snuggled and kissed.
Jenny felt so warm and protected as she lay in Jim's arms. She reached down and gently rubbed his stomach, moving toward his flaccid cock. When her hand reached for his cock, Jim stopped her.
"Can I...uh...can I, you know...uh do what I did to you in the office the other day?" Jim asked like a kid.
Jenny smiled at him and said, "You don't have to ask to eat my pussy baby, and you can have it anytime you want." She jumped up and pulled her shorts down and striped her top off. "How do you want me sweety," she asked.
Jim smiled and slid down until he was laying flat on the bed.
Jenny knew what he wanted and stepped onto the bed and straddled his head. She looked down at her lover then slowly lowered her pussy.
Jim was breathing hard as he watched Jenny's pussy move closer and closer to his mouth. He moaned when her soft pussy lips spread across his lips. His tongue came out and pushed into her body.
Jenny began to moan as she felt Jim's tongue move between her swollen lips. She looked down and could see that his eyes were closed. "Oh yes lover, suck my pussy, that's it, eat me," Jenny breathed as Jim pulled her pussy into his mouth. She tried to keep from smothering Jim, holding her weight back. Soon her hips began to move back and forth, rubbing her drooling pussy all over Jim's face. She moved down slightly and let Jim suck her clit into his mouth. That was all it took. Jenny's body trembled and shook as a powerful climax began in her pussy and ran up her body. Her legs spread, forcing her pussy onto Jim's face, juice pouring into his mouth. "Ohhhhh God Jim, oh God," Jenny moaned as her body trembled in pleasure.
Jim was sure he was going to drown as he tried to swallow Jenny's pussy juice. Fortunately Jenny finished her climax and fell to the bed before Jim expired.
Then it was Jenny's turn again.
"God I need this cock in me baby," Jenny said, almost shaking with excitement again. She looked down and saw that Jim's cock was incredibly hard. Jenny stood on the bed and looked down at Jim. "I'm going to sit on that cock lover. I want to feel every inch of that hot cock in my body. Are you ready for me lover, are you ready to put your sweet cock in my hot pussy."
"Oh God Jenny, it's been so long. Please, please fuck me sweety."
Jenny locked her eyes on Jim's and slowly squatted. She reached for Jim's hands and entwined their fingers for support and began to lower herself. She moved forward a bit so that her pussy lips pulled Jim's cock up straight. The head was just inside the swollen lips of her pussy. Both lovers moaned as she began to move down. Slowly, ever so slowly she took his cock into her body.
Jim had forgotten the beautiful feeling of having a pussy wrapped around his cock. It felt so soft and warm. His head was spinning as he tried to keep his eyes tied to his lovers. God, he could practically see into her soul. "Oh God, oh God," Jim moaned as Jenny's pussy enveloped him in her warm flesh.
Jenny wanted desperately to push down hard and take Jim into her body. But she wanted it to last; she wanted to tease Jim, to make it good for him. So she moved slowly, an inch at a time. Finally she sat down, taking the last inch into her. She moaned in excitement as his cock touched the deepest part of her pussy.
Jim could no longer keep his eyes open, the pleasure was too great. He could feel his cock throbbing deep in her body, her pussy walls caressing every inch of his shaft. Jim squeezed Jenny's hands tight and she squeezed back.
The two lovers stayed like that for several minutes, the warm glow of sexual union pulsing through their bodies.
Jim opened his eyes and stared again into Jenny's. Slowly she began to move up, letting his cock slid out until just the tip was still inside. Again she paused.
"Ahhhhhh, ohhhhhh," Jim moaned as Jenny sat back down, taking him in deep in one smooth movement.
Jenny moved up again and back down. Soon, her body was moving in a steady rhythm, taking Jim deep each time. "Oh God Jim you feel so good. Oh yes, oh yes, gooooddddd!"
"Fuck me Jenny, fuck meeee!" Jim moaned as Jenny began to bounce up and down. Jim was grateful that Jenny had gotten him off or he would have never lasted, the feeling was just too good.
Soon the two lovers were moaning in pleasure as their bodies worked together; Jim pressing up, Jenny moving down, their hands squeezed tightly together.
"Oh God Jenny, I can't hold out much longer," Jim warned.
"It's okay baby, I'm so close. Cum for me baby, cum deep in me," Jenny said, her hips moving rapidly up and down.
"Ohhhhhh, yessss, I'm cummmmmiiinnnggg!! Oh God Jenny, I love you, I love you," Jim moaned as his cock pulsed and began to pour his juice into his lover's pussy.
"I love you sweetheart. Oh God, here it cums. Ahhhhhhh yes, yes, cum in me, ohhhhhhh!" Jenny screamed as her body began to convulse around Jim's squirting cock.
Jenny's body collapsed onto Jim, their body's still locked together in sexual union.
Jim kissed Jenny's face and said, "I meant what I said, I love you Jenny Bradford!"
"And I love you Jim Lewis." Both lovers had tears in their eyes as they kissed.
To Be Continued...
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Chapter 1
Jim awoke the following morning to sunlight streaming into the bedroom window. When he turned over he found an empty place in the bed beside him. He saw a note pinned to the pillow.
"Good morning sweetheart,
I wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed last night. You are a wonderful and caring lover. You were sleeping so nice that I didn't want to wake you. Give me a call when you get up sleepyhead!
Love J"
Jim fell back on the pillow with a smile on his face. She certainly had it wrong about who was the caring lover he thought. When he turned and looked at the clock, his smile faded as his eyes fell on a picture of Sally. A cloud of overwhelming guilt suddenly enveloped him. He closed his eyes and sighed then looked at the clock. It was already 11 am on Sunday morning. He would normally have been at Sally's gravesite for his weekly visit by this time.
Jim got up, his muscles aching and his head still buzzing from his alcoholic binge. He dressed quickly and hurried downstairs. He stopped at a table that held the many photos of Sally and picked up a locket that Sally had often worn. Inside was a photo of Sally and him taken not long after they were married. It was the two of them, cheek to cheek, squeezed into one of those cheap carnival photo machines.
As Jim stood there looking at the locket, a feeling like he had never experienced before came over him. It was a feeling of warmth and comfort, like everything was going to be okay. He suddenly knew what he had to do.
With the locket in his hand Jim left the house for the cemetery. He stopped at a roadside flower stand like he did every Sunday and picked up a bouquet of flowers.
It was a beautiful mid-September morning when Jim stepped out of the car. He looked around at the still green trees, their leaves not yet showing any hint of the fall season that was just around the corner. There was a gentle breeze rustling the leaves and the sun was shinning brightly in the crystal blue sky.
Jim walked on weak legs up a grassy knoll to Sally's grave. This was the place that Jim had come every week since Sally had died. It was his place of solace, a place he could talk with Sally, his light in his darkest hours.
Jim held the flowers in his hand and opened the locket to look at the photo again. He felt comfortable here; his little talks with Sally always left him feeling better. But today the emotions were somehow different. There was a strange feeling surrounding him, sad but yet happy, almost like this wasn't his place anymore.
Suddenly from out of nowhere, Jim was surrounded by thousands of colorful butterflies, flapping their wings in a frenzy of activity. Jim couldn't help but smile.
Then almost in unison, they landed on the grass around him, with the exception of one lone butterfly. It landed on the open locked Jim held in his hand. Jim gazed at the beautiful butterfly as it sat silently, slowly moved its wings. When the butterfly didn't move, Jim knelt and placed the locket and flowers on the grave marker. When he stood back up, the butterfly flew from the locket and as if by some unheard signal, all the other butterflies flew back into the air in a whirlwind of color.
Jim watched in amazement as the kaleidoscope of color moved again in unison, floating on the gentle breeze, climbing toward the top of a large oak tree. Soon they were so high that they disappeared in the blue September sky. Strangely with the movement of the butterflies Jim felt his guilt lift from him like a blanket, his heart soaring on the breeze that carried them away. He turned, leaving the locket and flowers on the grave and began to walk back down the hill. As he passed an old couple that he often saw at the cemetery he said, "Did you see all those beautiful butterflies?"
The old couple looked at him and shook their heads. "Butterflies?" The old man said. "I don't think there are many butterflies around this time of the year."
"Oh really?" Jim said in surprise and looked one last time above the oak tree at the empty sky. He thought he saw one lone butterfly hover atop the tree then disappear. He smiled at the old couple and said goodbye and walked away, feeling an exuberance that he hadn't felt in years. Everything was going to be alright now.
Chapter 2
Jim went home and packed up all of the memorabilia of Sally from around the house. He left a menagerie of pictures on the wall but otherwise everything went carefully into an oak hope chest of Sally's in a spare bedroom. Then Jim called Jenny.
"Hi sweety," he said with exuberance in his voice.
"Hi," Jenny answered brightly, "you sound excited."
"It's been a very good day. I was wondering if you had time for dinner tonight?"
"Certainly," Jenny answered. "I know a quiet little Italian restaurant not far from here if you're interested?"
"That would be great. I'll be over at seven."
Jim arrived a little early and was surprised to see Katie answer the door.
"Hi Jim," Katie said and hugged Jim, kissing him lightly on the lips. "Jenny's still getting ready, come on in."
Jim was a little surprised at the kiss since he really didn't know Katie that well. What he did know about her he liked. She seemed to be a sweet girl, if a little shy, or so he thought. Jim could still smell her fresh scent of soap, shampoo and a hint of lilacs. She smelled good.
Katie took Jim's hand and led him into the living room.
Jenny had told Katie all about Jim and what had happened this weekend. She and Jenny told each other just about everything. Katie knew that Jenny liked Jim a lot and she felt the same way. She thought he was a much better match for Jenny then those other sex toys Jenny liked.
Jim watched Jenny's pretty friend as she led him into the living room. He was a little surprised that she was wearing only a man's long sleeved button down shirt and nothing much else. The shirt covered her butt but just barely. Jim began to wonder if she even had panties on.
"Can I get you a beer or something?"
"I think I've had enough alcohol for awhile," Jim said with a chuckle. "How about a coke?"
"Coming up," Katie said as she went into the kitchen.
"So how come you're not out with Jerry tonight," Jim asked as he watched Katie get a beer and coke out of the refrigerator.
"Jerry's out of town for a few days. I'm just going to relax tonight," Katie said as she went to the cabinet to get a couple of glasses.
When Katie reached up, her shirt pulled up, revealing her panty covered ass to Jim. Well that answers that question Jim thought. He sat there and admired Katie's strong thighs and well proportioned ass as she stood on tiptoes. Jim shook his head and looked away. It seemed like he was thinking of sex every second of the day now.
Katie brought in the coke for Jim and a beer for her then sat on the other end of the sofa from him. She curled her legs under her. Jim took a drink of his coke, his eyes moving almost immediately to Katie's exposed thighs. He could clearly see the crotch of her panties. In spite of his conscience, he felt a stirring in his pants. When he looked up, his face flushed as he saw Katie looking directly at him. She had a little smile on her face.
Jim watched in total amazement as Katie deliberately spread her thighs wider. Jim's face turned three shades of red as his eyes opened wide. He looked from Katie's exposed panties to her smiling face. His heart began to pound in his chest.
Fortunately at that moment, Jenny came down the stairs.
"Has Katie been entertaining you," Jenny said, startling Jim as she walked up behind him.
"Uh...yea...we were just talking," Jim said with one last look at Katie's exposed thighs. Jim stood up quickly when she made no move to cover up.
"Wow, you look great," Jim said as he noticed Jenny for the first time.
Jenny was wearing a pleated black skirt and a pink, tight pullover jersey with a turtleneck and short sleeves. Her soft, round braless breasts were prominently displayed, her nipples plainly visible.
"Thank you sweety. I thought we would just walk the couple of blocks to the restaurant," Jenny said as she kissed Jim, pressing her soft breasts to his chest. "Mmmm, you're excited to see me already," Jenny said as she felt Jim's almost hard cock.
"Uh...yes, we had better get going," Jim said embarrassed that Jenny had felt his half cock pressing to her.
Jim and Jenny said goodbye to Katie and left for the restaurant.
The restaurant was delightful and the food delicious. Jim ordered a bottle of wine for Jenny but stuck to cokes for himself. They had a wonderful conversation, talking about their friends and their childhoods. Time flew and before they knew it dinner was done and a bottle of wine consumed by Jenny.
Jim had a big question to ask Jenny and knew that time was drawing short. "Jenny, I want to ask you something. I know that we haven't known each other that long but I feel like I know you so well.
"I feel the same way," Jenny said.
"I meant what I said about loving you," Jim said sincerely.
"I meant it too," Jenny answered and reached over and took Jim's hand. "I love you Jim Lewis."
"Well, since we love each other, would you consider moving in with me?" Jim said in a rush, afraid he wouldn't get it out before his voice gave out.
"Wow...uh...I uh...I don't know Jim," Jenny said at a loss for words. "This is so sudden."
"You don't have to answer me now, just tell me you will think about it."
"Okay, but there is a lot you don't know about me Jim," Jenny said thinking about her sex drive and her sexual partners.
"I want to learn all about you Jenny."
"I'll think about it," Jenny said and squeezed Jim's hand, not sure he really knew what it meant when he said he wanted to learn about her.
They left the restaurant and walked back home, Jim's arm around Jenny's waist, holding her close, a slight chill in the night air.
When they reached home, they stopped on the front porch. Jim wrapped Jenny in his arms and kissed her lips, their bodies pressing tightly together. Jim could already feel his cock becoming erect as Jenny pressed her crotch into his. He reached down and grabbed her ass and pulled her tight and moaned.
"Wait here," Jenny said pushing Jim down on the front porch swing abruptly. "I'll get us something to drink."
Jim moaned in frustration as he sat down.
As Jenny walked into the kitchen, she saw Katie getting a cup of hot tea.
"How was your date?" Katie asked.
"It was great but..." Jenny stopped.
"But what?"
"Jim wants me to move in with him."
"Oh," Katie said. "Are you going to?"
"I don't know. I love him but I don't want to give up all the fun I am having right now. You know what I mean?"
"Yea, Rick, Jack, Ray etc.," Katie said with a smile.
"Absolutely! You know how highly sexed I am. And what about you little miss hot pants. Exposing your crotch to my lover?
"You know that was just teasing." Katie said.
"I know and I loved it," Jenny said.
"Well, what did you tell him?"
"I said I would think about it. But right now I just need to get fucked," Jenny said with a sigh. Then she looked at her friend with that devious smile. "Hey, you want a little entertainment?"
"What are you up too Jenny Bradford?"
"Wait about ten minutes and come outside and you'll see," Jenny said with lust in her eyes.
"You are such a slut," Katie said with a laugh.
"I know."
Jenny went back outside with her glass of wine and a drink for Jim. As she sat on Jim's lap, she immediately brought her lips to his in a passionate kiss.
Jim was surprised at her lust but quickly opened his mouth and took her tongue in. He could feel his cock began to harden as she squirmed on his lap. Then he felt Jenny reach for his hand and bring it to her soft tit. He moaned as he felt her nipple harden under his touch. Quickly he moved his hand under her top.
Both of them moaned as Jim began to play with Jenny's bare breast. He felt his excitement grow when Jenny pulled her shirt up and exposed her breast. He was a little uncomfortable out on the porch but he was too hot to think. Fortunately, with the exception of the light coming from the window, it was dark on the porch.
Jenny pulled Jim's head to her exposed breast. She moaned as she felt his lips capture her hard nipple and begin to suck. She pulled his head tight to her and forced her tit hard into his mouth. Her ass squirmed on his hard cock.
"Oh God Jim, you're making me so hot. I need you're cock. I want it in me now," Jenny moaned.
"Oh God baby, let's go to my place."
"No," Jenny almost screamed. "I can't wait that long. I want it now. I can feel your hard cock pushing on my ass. I want you to fuck it baby. I want you to fuck my ass right now."
"Oh my God Jenny, we can't, not here," Jim said then realized what Jenny had said. "You want me to fuck you in the ass?" he asked with a shaking voice.
"Yes, I want your hard cock in my ass right now."
"We can't do that here," Jim said in shock.
"Yes we can," Jenny said as she reached beneath her and began to open Jim's pants. She ignored Jim's feeble attempts to stop her. Quickly she had his pants open and his hard cock sticking between her thighs. "Oh baby, look at that," she said and they both looked down. Jenny's skirt was pulled up and Jim's cock was squeezed between her soft thighs. There was a stream of clear juice running to her skin from the pulsing head.
Jim was surprised when he realized that Jenny didn't have any panties on. He moaned as her soft thighs held him, squeezing his hot cock.
Jenny reached down and ran her finger across the drooling head. She covered the head in his slippery juice. Then she squeezed her thighs tight, forcing another large squirt of lubricant out of the piss slit. She smeared his juice over the smooth surface until it was shinny.
"Now baby, put it in my ass," Jenny said and rose up and let Jim's cock move to her tight little hole.
Jim moaned as he felt Jenny's ass open over the head of his cock. He felt the tight ring grip his cock head, squeezing it like a vise.
"Ohhhh!" Jenny groaned as she slowly pressed down and began taking Jim's cock head into her ass for the first time. Her ass was dry and resisted for a second but the lubricant began to work. The head slipped inside.
Jim was practically delirious with pleasure. He had never felt anything so wonderful. He could feel her warm hole suck him in as his cock went deeper and deeper. Jim couldn't believe how warm and tight Jenny's asshole was. God was there anything this woman wouldn't do he thought.
Jenny was whimpering as she felt her lover's cock move slowly into her body. His cock was smaller than Rick's, which helped it slide in. His size made it a wonderful fit; it touched her in all the right places.
Both lovers moaned as Jenny's ass cheeks moved down until they were pressed to Jim's thighs. She had Jim's entire cock in her asshole.
Jenny was sitting sideways, Jim's cock deep in her ass, when the front door opened and Katie walked out in her bathrobe, carrying a cup of hot tea.
Jenny quickly pulled her skirt down over her thighs, covering their sexual parts. She knew that Katie had seen her tit as she pulled her top over her breast. Now it looked like Jenny was simply sitting on Jim's lap.
Jim was mortified. What was he going to do? His cock was inside Jenny's ass. How were they going to get out of this fix? "Oh I'm sorry," Katie said as she stepped out onto the porch. "I didn't know anyone was out here," she lied. "I'm not disturbing you am I?"
"Uh...no...uh we were just...just enjoying the evening," Jenny said, trying not to giggle. She sat still on Jim's cock, her excitement growing by the second.
Jim was practically going mad. His cock should have been shrinking but with Jenny's asshole pulsing around it, it stayed as hard as a rock. He was hoping that Jenny would tell Katie to go away but when she didn't say anything, he saw Katie sit on the steps, leaning against the railing, facing them.
Katie was trying not to smile. As she sat down, her white terry cloth bathrobe opened across her legs, revealing her smooth thighs almost to her bare pussy.
"So how was dinner?" Katie asked casually. Her casual act belied her dripping pussy. She didn't really know what was happening under Jenny's skirt but she was pretty sure that they were fucking.
"It was...uh, uh...wonderful," Jenny said, her voice halting as her pussy throbbed and her asshole contracted.
"You went to Angelo's right?"
"Yessss," Jenny almost moaned.
"I love that place."
"Ohhh," Jenny finally moaned as a little tremor ran through her. She buried her face in Jim's neck and whimpered quietly.
"God Jenny," Jim whispered as he felt her ass begin to squeeze rhythmically on his cock.
"Jenny's hips began to move back and forth, almost imperceptibly.
Jim shivered as he felt Jenny's tongue on his neck moving slowly toward his ear. When her mouth reached his ear Jim felt goose bumps all over his body and his cock throbbed. He could feel his swollen cock head being caressed by his lover's ass. It was almost too much for him to bear.
"God, I need to fuck," Jenny whispered into Jim's ear.
Jim moaned and his hips bucked up slightly.
Jenny's hips began to move in little circles. "Oh yes, fuck my ass," she said in a hoarse whisper but loud enough for Katie to hear.
Katie's eyes opened wide when she realized that Jenny had Jim's cock up her ass. She had always wanted to try anal sex but never found the right guy. She knew that Jenny loved to get fucked in the ass. Her own pleasure doubled now that she knew what the two lovers were really doing. She couldn't believe the audacity of her friend.
"Yes, yes," Jenny said as she rocked on Jim's cock, her head buried in his neck again.
Jim was glad that Jenny's head was blocking his view of Katie or she would have seen his lust contorted face. He was trying desperately not to cum; Jenny's tight ass was literally milking his cock. He couldn't really move so he sat there as his excitement grew.
Katie couldn't take it anymore and skid one hand between her legs. Her fingers went right to her swollen and dripping pussy lips. She moaned quietly and spread her legs.
Jenny heard the moan and looked over at her friend. She smiled as their eyes met. Then she watched Katie's hand move between her legs as her fingers began moving in and out of her spread pussy lips. She was fascinated because she had never really seen another woman pleasure herself. God she was getting even hotter watching her best friend masturbate. Her own pussy throbbed and dripped a steady stream of juice onto Jim's swollen balls.
There was no longer any secret about what was going on. Katie watched unabashed as Jenny began to move on Jim's cock. The two women's lust filled eyes met.
Jim's eyes were shut tight, trying desperately to hold back his climax.
"Oh God Jim, I can't hold back anymore," Jenny moaned into his neck as she intentionally squeezed her ass on his cock. "Ohhhh, ohhhh," Jenny suddenly moaned as her body was seized by a tremendous climax. Her pussy throbbed, causing her ass to pulsate on Jim's cock.
Jim gritted his teeth but there was nothing he could do to stop his own climax. Jenny's asshole caressed his cock from top to bottom. His balls tightened and his cock throbbed, unleashing his pent up sperm deep into Jenny's ass.
Katie's fingers were working rapidly on her pussy as she watched the two lovers. Then her own climax was ripping through her. She squeezed her legs tight on her fingers as they worked her swollen clit. She suppressed her own moan of pleasure; her eyes shut tight, her body shivering.
"Oh yes, oh God, yes, yes," Jenny whimpered as she felt her ass filling with Jim's seed, another climax overtaking her.



Jim felt like he was unleashing his soul into his lover's ass. His cock pulsed and squirted more times then he could ever remember. Each time his cock pulsed, Jenny's ass responded, squeezing him and forcing another pulse. Jim no longer knew if the intensity was from the situation or the fact that he was fucking his lover's ass. He no longer cared.
"Wow," Jenny whispered as she felt Jim's cock continue to throb and squirt. She brought her lips to Jim's and kissed him passionately.
When their lips parted, Jim looked over to where Katie had been. He saw that she wasn't sitting on the porch any more. She was gone. Jim shook his still spinning head. Had Katie even been there he thought? It seemed like it could have been a dream, a very pleasurable dream.
Chapter 3
When Darlene got into work at 8:15 on Monday morning there was a message on her desk to come directly into Jim's office. She put her pocketbook down and went to Jim's door immediately and tapped lightly.
"Come in," Jim said.
When Darlene walked into Jim's office, she stopped abruptly. She saw that Jenny was sitting on the sofa. Darlene immediately became very nervous. She knew that something was wrong, and deep inside she knew what it was.
"Sit down Darlene," Jim said sternly and pointed to the chair.
Darlene took her seat and looked briefly at Jenny who was sitting there with a frown on her face.
"Darlene, I am disappointed in you to say the least. How long have you worked for me?"
"Nine years this month."
"You have always done a wonderful job and been a very loyal assistant. Sometimes I wonder how I would have ever gotten things done around her without you. Unfortunately, I am going to have to let you go."
"Oh God, no!" Darlene said and immediately began to cry.
"Do you know why I am letting you go?" Jim asked.
"No...sob...sob..." Darlene lied as her tears fell.
Jim reached over the desk and handed Darlene a box of Kleenex. "I believe that you do Darlene. What happened to the letter that I gave to you to deliver to Jenny?"
"Oh God Mr. Lewis, I'm so sorry. Please don't fire me. I live alone and this job is my only source of income."
"I'm sorry Darlene but I can't trust you. Do you know that by destroying that letter that you almost ruined my relationship with Jenny?"
Darlene looked over at Jenny then back at Jim, her eyes red and tears were streaming down her cheeks. "I...I...I was only trying to protect you. I never wanted to hurt you, you have to believe me," Darlene sobbed.
"Protect me from what? Protect me from Jenny? Who made you my protector?" Jim said angrily.
"I just thought she...she...wasn't right for you," Darlene said, wiping her eyes and nose. "I'm so sorry."
"Well, it's a little too late for apologizes. You can clean out your desk and..."
"Wait Jim," Jenny spoke for the first time. "Can I see you outside for just a minute."
Jim looked over at Jenny in surprise. "Okay," he said and got up and led Jenny out of the office.
"What's going on?" Jim asked.
"Do you know why she did what she did to us?" Jenny asked.
"She is obviously jealous of you and can't keep her nose out of other people's business," Jim stated with a sneer.
"Yes she is jealous, but jealous because she loves you."
"Loves me! That's ridiculous!"
"It's true. I bet she has loved you since the day she came to work for you. She was just a kid and you were the big important attorney. I can see how she could fall in love with you-I did. Jim, the truth is that I feel sorry for her."
"Sorry for her? Jesus Jenny, she almost destroyed our relationship."
"Well, I'm not so sure about that. If she hadn't done what she did, you may not have faced your own demons and I certainly would not have spent the weekend with you. Darlene's motives were more for herself but they came from her heart," Jenny said and paused. Then she took Jim's hand and said, "I think you should give her another chance."
"Another chance? I can't believe that you, of all people, are saying that."
"Jim, think with your heart not with your lawyers mind. Darlene is a lonely woman. I think there is something in her past that has made her go into a shell, much like you did. I don't know what it is but who knows, maybe she lost someone she loved too."
"Come on, you don't know that."
"You don't know and neither do I. All I am saying is that we all need a second chance. You finally have your second chance, why not let her?"
Jim was silent as he turned and walked across the room to the window. "That's different," Jim said as he looked absently out the window. "I was emotionally scarred," Jim said then realized how stupid that sounded. He didn't need this right now he thought. He stood there for a few moments in silence then said, "What if I did give her a second chance, how could I trust her again?"
Jenny walked over to Jim and put her arm around his waist and put her head on his shoulder. "I think you can trust her. She loves you and she knows that she has hurt you deeply," Jenny said. "Listen, I have an idea. Let me work with her for a week and find out more about her. At the end of the week I will be able to tell you if she is trustworthy or not. I think Darlene just needs to come out of her shell and I think I can bring her out. If I am wrong, you can always fire her. What have you got to lose? If I am right, you keep the best assistant you ever had."
Jim couldn't argue with Jenny's logic. He really would miss her. "Alright Jenny, but just a week. I don't know why I am letting you talk me into this," Jim said with a little smile.
Jenny hugged Jim. "Because you love me. Thank you. I knew you had a big heart under that stiff lawyer shirt and tie," Jenny said with a smile.
Darlene looked over her shoulder as Jim and Jenny walked back into the room. Her eyes were just as red as before they left and she was still sobbing.
"Darlene, Jenny has convinced me to give you another chance."
Darlene turned to Jenny with a shocked look on her face. "Really," she said.
"Yes, but you are on trial. I don't expect to see any more devious acts of sabotage or any resentment toward Jenny. If I do, I will fire you immediately."
"Oh God, thank you."
"Don't thank me, thank Jenny."
Darlene turned to Jenny then put her head down and looked at the floor and whispered "thank you".
"Alright, now I've got to get some work done," Jim said.
Darlene jumped up and hurried out the door almost as if she were afraid that Jim would change his mind.
"Thank you sweety," Jenny said and walked over to Jim and kissed him on the lips.
"I hope you are right about this," he said.
"I know I am," Jenny answered.
Chapter 4
It didn't take Jenny long to get Darlene to open up to her. They went to lunch twice and went out one evening for drinks. It was obvious to Jenny that Darlene had needed someone to talk to for a very long time.
Darlene had been raised in a very strict and religious family. She knew nothing of boys or relationships. She wasn't ready to be in the outside world by the time she went off to college. In her second year Darlene was raped. She had been out on a date with a football jock when she agreed to go to the lake and watch the moon on the water. She thought it was just innocent fun. However, the boy thought it as an invitation. While she struggled and fought, he was much stronger.
The rape devastated Darlene. She knew that she couldn't tell her family and going to the police was out of the question. Even if they believed her she would be humiliated beyond belief. The school certainly wasn't going to punish one of their star players. Instead she took her pain in silence.
Darlene ended up leaving college a few weeks later. Her parents were very angry with her and practically disowned her. It didn't take long for Darlene to give up trying to live at home. She left and moved to the city and got her first job with the law firm. While she was suspicious and afraid of men, she eventually warmed to Jim. She wasn't sure when it happened but at some point she fell in love with him. She knew he would never look at her because he was already happily married. Then when Jim's wife died, she tried to be there for him but he never seemed to notice her. She knew that wasn't all his fault. She dressed in drab clothes and wore her hair in an old fashion way. Consciously or unconsciously, she was trying to discourage men. It worked very well for years. Not even Jim noticed her as a desirable woman.
Jenny listened carefully to Darlene. She was pretty sure that she knew what Darlene needed but she wanted to be careful. She wasn't psychologist but she knew people. It was obvious that Darlene was a very fragile person that had put a shell around her for security. It was also apparent that she didn't hate men; she was just afraid of them.
They were sitting in the bar with a couple of drinks between them when Jenny began to lay out her plan for Darlene.
"Darlene, do you trust me?" Jenny asked.
"Yes, I believe I do," Darlene answered.
"Are you ready to do what Jim has done and put your demons behind you?"
"I would love to but I don't know how."
"I do and I can show you if you are willing to do everything I say. Are you interested?"
"Yes?" Darlene answered without hesitation.
"Okay, we start tomorrow. Here's my plan," Jenny said and told Darlene what she thought she needed to do to change her life for the better.
Darlene was shocked to say the least. What Jenny was suggesting was so foreign to her that at first she couldn't believe that she had heard her correctly. She couldn't possibly do what Jenny was telling her that she needed to do. Yet she felt a little thrill run through her. The fact was that she was tired of always being afraid of men. She was tired of her boring life. She was tired of being Miss nobody. After a lot of discussion and soul searching, Darlene agreed to do as Jenny asked.
Jenny stopped into Jim's office the next day. "Jim, can Darlene have a couple of hours off this afternoon?"
"Why? I have lots of work for her."
"I want to take her shopping. Trust me on this sweety," Jenny said with her beautiful eyes sparkling.
"Alright but not all afternoon."
"Great, bye," Jenny said and kissed Jim quickly and ran out to get Darlene.
Several hours later Jim was sitting behind his desk wondering what had happened to the two women when he looked up to see a beautiful woman standing in the doorway. She was wearing a tight white sweater that buttoned down the front, with the first couple of buttons undone, a tight, short black skirt and four-inch high heels. Her hair was short and brown and professionally styled.
"Yes, may I help you?" Jim asked. When the woman didn't answer, Jim stood up. Then he saw Jenny peek around the corner of the doorway. Suddenly it dawned on him. No, he thought, it couldn't be.
"Hi Mr. Lewis," the woman said. "Do you like?" she said and turned around is a circle.
"Darlene?" Jim said, his eyes as wide as saucers.
"Close your mouth Jim," Jenny said as she pushed Darlene into the office and closed the door. Jim didn't see her turn the lock.
"My God, I...I don't know what to say Darlene. You look gorgeous."
"Thank you," Darlene said, her face turning red.
"She is gorgeous isn't she?" Jenny said. "Jim, Darlene has shared a lot of very personal things with me. Most of it, you don't need to know. However, Darlene is very sorry about what she did and she wants to make it up to you. Don't you Darlene?"
"Uh...yes," Darlene said shyly.
Jenny walked around Jim's desk and pushed him into his chair. "Come here Darlene," Jenny ordered.
Darlene walked hesitantly around Jim's desk and stood in front of the seated man.
"Come on Darlene, I'll help you," Jenny said.
Jim watched in wide-eyed amazement as Darlene slipped to her knees at his feet. He looked up at Jenny's smiling face and said, "What the heck is...?"
"Shhhhh," Jenny said. "Go ahead Darlene."
Again Jim watched as Darlene reached up, her hands shaking, and began to open his pants. "My God Jenny," Jim said.
"That's it Darlene, don't be afraid, take his cock out."
It was Jim that was beginning to shake as he watched the beautiful woman between his legs open his pants then reach her hand into his shorts. Both he and Darlene jumped when her cold hand touched his hot cock. As she pulled it from his pants it began to harden.
Darlene couldn't believe that she was doing this. Yes she had fantasized a million times about holding Jim's cock in her hand but she never thought it would happen. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she watched his cock grow in her fist. She began to move her hand up and down as Jenny had told her to do. When she heard Jim moan, she knew that she was doing something right. Jim's cock was everything Darlene had thought it would be. It was only the second cock she had ever seen. The shaft was longer then she had pictured and the head was a deeper purple. When she squeezed and moved her hand up, a large drop of clear liquid appeared on the slit. She looked up at Jenny and saw her nod her head. With a little moan, Darlene leaned forward and used her tongue to lick the drop of juice from the head of his cock.
"God Jenny," Jim moaned as he watched his assistant of nine years lick his cock.
"Suck it Darlene," Jenny ordered.
Darlene hesitated for just a moment, gathering courage. She opened her mouth and covered the head of Jim's cock. She heard Jim moan again as she held it in her mouth. Darlene was so excited that she could hardly breath. She tightened her lips around the head and began to suck, her cheeks pulling in.
Jim thought that Darlene wasn't very good at this yet but the fact that she was obviously new to this made it incredible exciting. Jim tried not to buck his hips up as he felt Darlene's tongue begin to work on the little slit in the head. "Ohhhh," Jim moaned as he watched her suck him.
"Lick it," Jenny said.
Darlene released Jim's cock from her mouth and held it up in front of her face. Her eyes were glazed over with lust as her tongue came out and began to lick his cock from bottom to top. She held his cock tight and licked it like an ice cream cone.
Jim was delirious with pleasure by this time. He watched her wet his cock with her tongue until it was dripping with her saliva.
"Open your sweater Darlene," Jenny said.
Darlene sat back and slowly began to open her sweater. Her hands were shaking as she fumbled with the buttons.
Jim hadn't even noticed how large Darlene's breasts were. Now he saw that they were positively huge. He sat there and watched as she opened one button at a time.
Darlene held her head down, not daring to look up for fear they would see her red face. She opened each button until her sweater was open, exposing the area between her breasts, all the way to her navel.
When Darlene didn't move to pull the sweater back from her breasts, Jenny walked around behind her. She felt Darlene tense as her hands touched her shoulders. Slowly Jenny slid her hands down and over her breasts, lightly touching each one. Jenny was surprised when she felt Darlene's nipples harden and her body shiver. She grasped the sweater and pulled it back, freeing Darlene's large breasts.
Jim gasped as he looked down at the prettiest pair of tits he had ever seen. They were creamy white, obviously never seeing the sun. The nipples were positively huge, covering much of the front of her tits. Jim felt his cock throb as he stared at her.

"Aren't they beautiful," Jenny said. "I saw them in the dressing room. I couldn't believe what she has been hiding behind those baggy clothes." Jenny pulled on the sweater, then pushed it down Darlene's arms and dropped it to the floor.
Darlene had yet to look up, her face beet red. Her chest was heaving with excitement from the pair of eyes looking at her bare breasts. She had never been so excited in her life. She felt a little shiver of pride go through her as she saw Jim's cock twitch from looking at her breasts.
"Rub your tits on his cock," Jenny said.
Darlene jumped from the sound of Jenny's voice. Without looking up, Darlene moved up onto her knees and leaned forward. She gasped as she felt her tits touch Jim's hot cock. She saw Jim scoot down in the chair, giving her a better angle. Darlene used her hands to lift her heavy breasts and begin to rub them across Jim's cock.
Jim still couldn't believe he was watching his demure assistant rubbing her breasts on his cock. He would have never believed this in a million years. The pleasure of her smooth skin on his cock made him want to close his eyes, yet he didn't want to miss anything so he watched. He watched Darlene take one tit and rub the hard nipple across the head of his cock, smearing his juice around. Then he had to moan when she squeezed both breasts around his cock, encasing it in her warm soft tit flesh.
"Does that feel good darling?" Jenny asked.
"Oh God Jenny...oh God it's wonderful," Jim said as he watched Darlene begin to move her tits up and down.
"Suck his cock Darlene. Suck it as you squeeze your tits on it," Jenny said as she watched from over Darlene's shoulder.
"Mmmmm," Darlene moaned as she opened her mouth to take Jim's pulsing head inside. She continued to move her tits up and down as she began to suck the head hard, using her tongue to cover the soft skin with butterfly licks.
"Oh my God, Darlene, oh God, wait...uh...please...I'm getting so close," Jim moaned in warning.
"It's okay sweety, you can cum. Darlene wants to drink you juice, don't you?" Jenny said.
"Mmmmm," Darlene moaned again, her mouth full of cock. She felt her heart beating wildly at the thought of Jim cumming in her mouth. She had fantasized so many times about him cumming in her mouth and now it was going to happen. Pressing her tits tighter around his cock, Darlene began to suck hard.
"Oh yes, ohhhh...I'm going to...oh here it cummmmssss!!!" Jim moaned as his cock began to throb. He could feel his cum leave his balls and begin to rush up the shaft. It felt like his cock head was going to explode as it throbbed and began to squirt his juice into Darlene's willing mouth.
Darlene felt the first pulse and prepared herself like Jenny had told her too. She closed her throat so she wouldn't choke. Her mouth filled quickly and she swallowed the first taste of cum she had ever had. Suddenly she felt her pussy throb. She snapped her knees shut as her body began to shiver. By the time the second shot of cum hit her mouth she was climaxing herself. She had never been that quick to cum, even with her experience hand.
Suddenly the only thing in the room was Jim's squirting cock and her throbbing pussy. It felt like his cum was running into her stomach and right to her pussy. Her own cum juice was running down her legs. She kept on sucking and swallowing until she heard Jim moan and begin to push her mouth from his wilted cock. When she pulled back, she saw Jim's cock between her tits, dripping his cum. She licked the last drop off his cock and swallowed one final time. Her mouth tasted like Jim. She loved the taste.
"Wow," was all Jim could muster. He looked down and saw Darlene look up at him for the first time since she had began to suck him. She used the back of her hand to wipe her mouth then she smiled shyly.
"Come on Darlene, we have a hot date for you tonight and we don't want to be late," Jenny said as she helped Darlene get up and put her sweater back on. Jenny blew a kiss to Jim and winked. "I'll call you later tonight," she said quietly as she went out the door.
Chapter 5
Jenny sat in Darlene's bedroom waiting for her to come out of the bathroom with her new outfit on. She had arranged for her friend Jay to pay them a visit. Jay was one of Jenny's lovers. He was a physical fitness instructor at a local athletic club. Jay was also gorgeous. He could have been a model but he didn't like the pretentiousness of the modeling business. Jenny had never had a more gentle or skilled lover. He knew all the parts of a woman's body and what made them tick. She knew he would be perfect for Darlene.



The bathroom door opened and Darlene walked out. She had on a blue silk bathrobe. Darlene could feel her face turning red at the thought of what she had on under the bathrobe. It was a white corset that pushed up her large breasts, exposing the nipples. There were garter straps holding up white stockings. She also had on a pair of lacy crotch less panties.
"Well, let's see?" Jenny said.
Darlene sighed and began to slowly untie her robe.
Jenny gasped when she saw Darlene drop the robe behind her. My God she was beautiful Jenny thought. "Wow Darlene, you look...you look like a virgin."
"I almost am," Darlene said self-consciously. "God Jenny, I don't know about this, I feel like such a slut."
"You're not a slut Darlene. Slut is just a word anyway. If a guy fucks a lot of women he is called a stud, if a woman fucks a lot of men she is called a slut. Besides, who cares? I wouldn't exactly say you have been promiscuous over the last few years."
"But I don't even know this guy and I'm going have sex with him," Darlene said in a feeble protest.
"I can guarantee you that you will never find a better lover then Jay. Believe me you need to do this Darlene. But I don't want to force you to do anything that you don't want to do," Jenny said as she walked over to Darlene and took her hand. She saw tears in her eyes.
"I want to, I'm just so scared," Darlene said with a sob.
Jenny pulled Darlene to her and hugged her. Darlene's tears fell on her shoulder. Suddenly Jenny was very much aware of Darlene's bare nipples pressing to her own covered breasts. She felt her heart begin to beat a little faster. She pulled back from Darlene and looked into her eyes. When she started to say something, the words caught in her throat. Her head began to spin and as if by some unknown force, her lips moved toward Darlene's. Their eyes were locked on one another until their lips touched. Both women's eyes closed as they moaned into each other's mouths. Jenny couldn't believe that she was kissing a woman. She had never felt any desire toward a woman until the last few weeks.
Darlene was as surprised as Jenny but she didn't try to pull away. She moaned and opened her mouth, letting Jenny push her tongue inside. Her own arms came up and wrapped around her new friend as their soft lips worked together in passion. Both of them were breathing hard as the kiss went on and on.
They broke apart quickly when they heard the doorbell. Both of their faces were red, their lips tingling from the contact.
"Uh...I guess I had better get that," Jenny said. "You need to fix your face," Jenny smiled as she raised her hand to wipe away a tear from Darlene's cheek. She was surprised when Darlene grabbed her hand and turned the palm to her lips and kissed it.
"Thank you for being my friend," Darlene said sincerely.
"Fix you face," Jenny said, wanting to get away from this sexy woman before she forgot all about Jay and took Darlene for herself.
Jenny opened the door to see a smiling Jay Wilson. "Hi sweety, come on in," she said.
"Hi lover," Jay answered, his bright teeth shinning in a smile. As he stepped into the room, he grabbed Jenny and brought his lips to hers. Before Jenny could protest, Jay had is tongue in her mouth and his hands were squeezing her ass.
Jenny pushed Jay back and said breathlessly, "Down lover, I'm not your prize tonight. You have some work to do. As I told you on the phone, I want you to be very careful with Darlene. She is very fragile. You will be the first man that she has had since she was raped when she was twenty. If you blow it, I will never forgive you."
"Don't worry sweety, I understand the situation," Jay said. He was basically doing this for Jenny. He figured she had some schoolmarm type that was frigid and hated men. He would pretty much do anything for Jenny but this was close to the limit. It was going to take all his skill to get excited he thought.
Jenny took Jay's hand and led him to the bedroom. When she opened the door and led Jay into the room she found Darlene sitting on the bed apprehensively. She had put her robe back on.
Jay took one look at Darlene and his eyes grew wide. This was anything but some schoolmarm type he thought. "God Jenny, you didn't tell me she was beautiful," Jay said sincerely.
Darlene's face turned bright red at Jay's comment. She looked at Jay and realized that he was gorgeous as well. Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all she thought.
"Close your mouth lover," Jenny said to Jay. "Jay, this is Darlene, Darlene this is Jay," Jenny said in introduction.
Jay walked over to Jenny and dropped to his knees. He took her hand and said, "I am more than happy to meet you Darlene."
Darlene smiled shyly at Jay but remained silent.
"Jenny tells me that we are going to make love. It that what you want?" Jay asked.
Darlene nodded her head up and down slowly, not trusting her voice. She looked into Jay's eyes and saw only kindness and concern. She began to relax just a little.
Jay brought Darlene's hand to his lips and kissed it. "Just relax, I won't do anything that you don't want me to do. If you tell me to stop, I will stop immediately okay?"
Darlene shook her head again.
Jay stood up and pulled Darlene to her feet. He reached up and pushed a lock of her hair from her face then gently kissed her cheek, then her forehead, then her other cheek. He pulled her close to him and held her in his arms. Jay could feel her shiver as her large breasts pressed to his chest. Then he bent and lightly kissed her neck. When he heard Darlene moan he pushed her robe to the side and kissed the sensitive area at her collarbone. Another tremor ran through her. Jay smiled as he felt her body begin to respond to his kisses.
Darlene's heart began to beat in excitement. If she had a crotch in her panties it would be getting soaked now. Instead, her juice was dripping down her legs. She felt more than a little attracted to this handsome man. She always felt that men this good looking were so self centered that they could never be good lovers. It appeared that Jay might be different.
Jenny watched, feeling out of place. But she didn't want to leave yet. She wanted to make sure that Darlene was going to be alright. So she stood and watched as Jay kissed along Darlene's neck and then up to her ear, almost feeling the chills herself.
The big moment was at hand. Jay pulled back and looked into Darlene's eyes. "May I kiss you?" Jay asked.
"Yes," Darlene whispered.
Everyone in the room moaned when Jay brought his lips to Darlene's. Sexual tension was growing rapidly as Jay slid his hands down Darlene's back to her ass cheeks. He gently caressed her ass as his tongue entered her mouth. His own cock was beginning to harden in his pants. When his hands pulled her to his crotch he heard her moan again. He knew that she could feel his cock pressing to her stomach. God she was a sexy woman Jay thought as his hands reached up to push her robe from her shoulders. As he did, his lips left hers and moved down toward her breasts.
Darlene stood tensely as her lover begun to kiss toward her breasts. Her breathing was becoming labored as his tongue licked her, leaving a wet trail down her chest.
Jay pulled back and slid Darlene's robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. "Oh my God," Jay said before he could stop himself. He looked down at Darlene's large breasts, pushing out of her corset. The nipples were swollen and positively huge. Jay's cock was now as hard as a rock. He moved Darlene back until she was sitting on the bed and he sat beside her. "You have a beautiful body Darlene," Jay said, not expecting an answer. This sexy virgin truly astounded him. How could woman this sexy go for years without sex he thought?
Darlene let Jay kiss down her chest until his lips reached one hard nipple. She reached up and grabbed his head as he began to suck the nipple into his mouth. She moaned and pulled his head to her. "Oh God," she moaned. Then she felt him move to the other nipple. "Ohhhhh, yes" Darlene said as her excitement grew. She let Jay push her back on the bed and have free access to her heaving chest. Darlene was rapidly becoming delirious with pleasure.
Suddenly Jay stopped and stood up. He looked down at Darlene and began to unbutton his shirt.
It was Darlene's turn to gasp as she saw Jay's chiseled and tanned chest. She held her breath as he unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, leaving him in his underwear. Darlene could see his hard cock throbbing in his shorts. She was a little disappointed when he didn't pull his shorts off and came back to lie next to her. When he brought his lips to hers again, she moaned, her pussy juice now running freely from between her swollen lips.
Jenny figured it was her time to leave. She turned to quietly leave the room.
"Jenny, no," Darlene said. "Please stay."
Jenny turned and looked at Darlene. "Uh...well, I guess I could stay for a few minutes more," she said and walked on shaking legs to a chair in the corner of the room and sat down. God her own panties were sopping wet already.
Jay smiled and turned back to Darlene and kissed her again. "Can I eat your pussy?" he asked in a whisper.
Darlene could only moan.
"Tell me, tell me you want me to eat your pussy," Jay said, teasing Darlene. This was the second big moment he thought. He wanted her to surrender to him, to tell him it was okay.
"Yes," Darlene whispered, "please eat me."
"Have you ever had your pussy eaten?" Jay asked, again wanting Darlene to participate.
"No," Darlene answered.
"Well then I will be honored to be the first," Jay said and slid off the bed and between Darlene's knees.
Darlene raised her head, her eyes wide with excitement and fright. She was excited and embarrassed at the same time. She knew he would be able to see how wet her pussy was. Other then her doctor, this would only be the second time any man had ever looked at her pussy. Her entire body began to shake.
Jay pried Darlene's somewhat resistant legs apart. He looked up to see her swollen pussy lips not quite covered by her crotch-less panties. Then he lifted her legs and put them on his shoulders. He felt Darlene jump when his lips touched her thigh. Slowly he licked down her thigh until he was inches from her dripping pussy. He could smell her excitement. The smell intoxicated him and his cock lurched in his shorts. He could see her clear pussy juice glistening on her pubic hair. The large inner lips were swollen and protruding from the even larger outer lips. She had a beautiful pussy he thought.
Darlene felt like her heart was going to jump out of her chest. She no longer cared that this stranger could see her swollen pussy. She wanted his mouth on her pussy or she was going to explode. Unable to take it anymore, she reached up and grabbed Jay's head and pulled. "Oh my God, oh my God," she screamed when Jay's mouth touched her pussy for the first time. "Ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh," Darlene moaned, her head beginning to move back and forth as she felt Jay's tongue push into her almost virgin hole. When he sucked her pussy lips into his mouth, Darlene began to climax. "Oh yes, yes, eat me, oh God, oh God, I'm going to...yes I'm cummmmmmiiiiiiinnnggg!!!," Darlene screamed as her body went into convulsions. Her hips bucked, almost throwing Jay's mouth from her pussy.
Jenny was beside herself as she sat in the chair and watched. Her pussy was throbbing. She couldn't keep her hips from moving on the chair. The funny thing was, she wanted to be where Jay was. It was strange but she wanted to taste Darlene's pussy. She had to force herself to stay in the chair. She squeezed her legs together, trying to control her excitement.
Jay was relentless in eating Darlene. Each time she would come down from one climax, he would bring her to another. His face was covered in Darlene's pussy juice; it was even dripping from his chin. He loved her taste and couldn't get enough so he ate on and on.
Some time later, Jay realized that Darlene wasn't moving. He pulled back and looked up. He was amazed when he saw that she had passed out. Jay climbed up and lay on the bed next to Darlene and pulled her body to his.
Jenny had never seen anyone pass out from climaxing before. She was a little jealous. She was thinking that this would be a good time to sneak out but then she thought that Darlene might still want her there. She would wait until she revived.
After a few minutes, Darlene started to stir. She turned to Jay and smiled then brought her lips to his for a wet kiss. When she pulled back she whispered, "Oh God, I have never felt anything so wonderful in my life. Will you fuck me now? I want it so bad. God I have waited far too long for this."
"Yes, I'll fuck you. Do you want me to use a rubber?"
"Nooooo! I'm on the pill; doctors orders."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I trust you," Darlene said. She wanted desperately to feel Jay's bare cock in her pussy. She wanted to feel cum shooting deep inside her. But she wanted something else also. "Can I...can I...uh," Darlene started to say and stopped.
"Can you what?" Jay asked.
"Can I...uh suck on you first," Darlene said hesitantly.
"Oh God baby, I would love that but I don't know how much I can take."
"It's okay, you can cum in my mouth," Darlene said and blushed. She knew what cum tasted like and wanted more. God she thought this would be the second cock I have sucked in one day. Maybe she was a slut she thought and then giggled to herself.
Jay was amazed that she wanted him to cum in her mouth. But never one to "look a gift horse in the mouth" so Jay turned over and lay on his back. Darlene sat up and looked down at his tented shorts. She could see that his shorts were very wet where the cock head touched the material. She was proud that she had caused that. Her hands trembled as she reached over and pulled the waistband of his shorts away from his body. "Wow," she said as she looked under his underwear at his swollen cock head. It was pulsing and dripping juice. She pulled the underwear down until the head was free. Then she moved her head down to take his cock into her mouth.
"Oh God baby," Jay moaned as Darlene's mouth covered his cock. He could feel her tongue moving across the head, lapping up his pre cum juice. He knew he wouldn't last long if she kept that up. This was quite unusual for Jay. He prided himself on being able to delay ejaculation for hours. It wasn't going to be that way tonight.
Darlene moaned deep in her throat, taking more and more of Jay's cock into her mouth. She loved the taste and feel of him. Jim's cock was nice but now she felt she could really enjoy what she was doing with Jay. She pulled away briefly to make sure Jenny was still there. She smiled at her friend then bent her head to take Jay's cock back into her mouth.
"Let me get my shorts off," Jay said and quickly pulled his shorts down and off. He lay back and took Darlene's head in his hands and directed her to his cock. He moved her head up and down on his cock as his hips began to move. "Oh God sweety, keep sucking me. That's it, that's it. God your mouth feels so good. I can't take much more baby."
Darlene moaned again and brought her hand up to wrap around Jay's pulsing cock. She moved her hand up and down as her lips sucked. Suddenly she felt Jay tense. His cock throbbed and pulsed in her hand. She heard him moan and felt his juice rush up the shaft.
"Oh Jesus baby...oh, oh, ohhhhhh," Jay moaned as his cock began to squirt his seed into Darlene's willing mouth.
Darlene swallowed once, twice then three times but it kept coming. Jim had squirted a lot but nothing like this. She couldn't swallow fast enough and his cum began to run out of her mouth and onto her pumping hand.
"Suck it, drink my cum baby," Jay moaned until finally he had no more cum in his balls.
Darlene kept sucking until nothing else came out then she moved her tongue down to lick the copious juice that had flowed across her hand. When that was all gone she began to suck on Jay's half hard cock again. To her utter amazement, his cock began to harden.
"Oh God Jay, fuck me. I need it so bad," Darlene moaned and turned over on her back and spread her legs.
Oh God Jenny thought, I can't watch this, I'll go crazy. However as much as she wanted to leave, she stayed glued to her chair. Her body wouldn't follow her mind.
Jay got on his knees between Darlene's legs. His cock was again as hard as a rock. He knew that he would be able to fuck her for a long time now. Using his hands, Jay lifted Darlene's legs to his shoulders. He moved slowly forward until his cock was at the entrance to her dripping pussy. "Are you sure about this baby?" Jay said, giving Darlene one last chance to back out. "Are you sure you want my hard cock?"
"Please, oh God, please fuck me," Jenny moaned as she watched Jay's cock move closer to her almost virgin hole.
Jay eased the head of his cock between Darlene's pussy lips. Slowly he pushed until just the head was inside. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy was already squeezing his cock head. She was so tight.
"More, more, more," Darlene moaned incoherently.
Jay pushed forward until about half his cock was inside Darlene. "Are you ready baby, are you ready for my cock?" Jay asked as he held his cock still.
"Yes, yes, yes, please. Ohhhhhhh!!!" Darlene screamed.
Jay slid the rest of his cock into her pussy until his balls touched her ass.
Darlene wrapped her legs around his waist and used her hands to pull his hips into her wide-open thighs.
Jenny was almost hyperventilating as she watched Jay begin to fuck Darlene. She had felt that wonderful cock so many times. She knew just what Darlene was feeling.
The room quickly filled with the sloppy fucking sounds and moans of the two lovers. Jay's hips moved down and Darlene's moved up as their bodies melded together. The minutes rolled by as their bodies moved together relentlessly.
The two lovers fucked for almost a half hour before Darlene moaned, "Oh God, I'm going to cum again". "Yes, yes, yes ohhhhh!!!" she moaned as she went over the top, her body shivering and bucking in pleasure. Her arms held Jay tight, her legs wrapped around his waist and crossed at her ankles as if he would try to get away.
Jay fucked Darlene into numerous climaxes before he felt his own climax near. "I'm going to cum baby. Can I cum in you pussy?"
"Yes, yes, cum in meeeee!!!"
"Oh God, oh yes, here it cums," Jay said as his hips moved in a blur and his cock poured his juice deep into Darlene's willing pussy.
Jenny had to leave now. She got up and walked on trembling legs to the door, her panties squishing between her thighs. When she looked back she saw the two lovers kissing. Damn she had just lost a wonderful lover she thought. Before Jenny even left the house, she was on the phone calling Jim. God she hoped he would answer the phone.
To Be Continued...
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Introduction: Here is a brief introduction for those who have not read Part I and II for some time: Jim was a successful corporate attorney when his wife died unexpectedly. He falls into depression, shunning friends and family for several years. At 38 years old Jim meets Jenny. Jenny is a pretty young woman with an incredible sex drive. She saves Jim from self-destruction and they fall madly in love. Jenny proves to be quite a handful for the straight-laced attorney. This story is about love, loss and second chances. Enjoy.
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Chapter 1
Jenny was on her cell phone before she even left Darlene's apartment. It was after eleven pm when she dialed Jim's number.
"Please, please answer," Jenny whispered to herself as she heard the phone ring. Jenny's pussy was throbbing with each step she took. She was desperately hoping that Jim was still up. She wasn't sure that she would be able to stop herself from calling Rick if she couldn't get to see Jim. She wanted desperately to stay faithful but it was going to be very difficult.
Jim was just stepping out of the shower when he heard the phone ringing.
"Hello," he said a little irritated that someone would be calling this late.
"Jim, this is Jenny, can I come over?" Jenny asked even before Jim could say anything more.
"Sure, what's wrong sweety?" Jim asked with concern.
"Nothing's wrong, I just need you. I'll explain when I get there."
"Okay," Jim said, still concerned.
Jenny drove quickly, one hand on the wheel and the other rubbing her swollen pussy. She looked into her rear view mirror, hoping desperately that she wouldn't get stopped for speeding.
Jim opened the door and saw a somewhat frazzled Jenny. She immediately stepped into the house and into Jim's arms. Jim was a little surprised when Jenny's lips pressed to his and her tongue slid into his mouth.
Jim pulled away breathless and said, "What's gotten into you baby?"
"God Jim, I just watched Darlene get royally fucked by a friend of mine."
Jim knew that Jenny was setting up something for Darlene but he was surprised that Jenny had apparently stayed and watched. However, Jim didn't have time to think about it as Jenny reached inside his bathrobe to grab his cock.
"I'm so hot sweety, I need this," Jenny said as she squeezed Jim's cock. Quickly she untied his robe and pushed it from his shoulders, leaving him standing naked in the foyer. Jenny began to kiss down Jim's neck to his chest as she lowered herself to her knees.
"Oh God," she moaned as she lifted his rapidly swelling cock to her lips.
"Ohhhh," Jim moaned as Jenny began to suck him. He watched his sexy lover move her head up and down, taking his now hard cock deep into her throat.
When Jenny pulled away, Jim's cock was glistening with her saliva. She kissed the swollen head one last time and stood up. "I need this cock in me now!" Jenny said, her eyes wild with lust.
Jenny pulled Jim to the living room and pushed him onto the sofa. She quickly began to strip off her clothes.
Jim sat on the sofa with a smile on her face as he watched his lover fumble with her clothes. When she got down to her panties, Jim had to gasp; the crotch was literally soaked. He moved forward to kiss her panty-covered pussy but Jenny pushed him back.
"I want that cock, you can eat me later," Jenny said as she pulled her panties off and knelt astride Jim's hips. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it across her swollen lips. "Ohhh!" she moaned, feeling like she could climax right there. Suddenly she pushed down, engulfing Jim in one movement.
"Oh God baby," Jim moaned as he felt his cock surrounded by Jenny's wet pussy flesh.
"Ohhh!" Jenny moaned again and began to move up and down. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh God you feel so good, I'm going to cum," Jenny moaned and began to shudder. "Yes, oh yes, ohhhh!" she moaned as her body began to convulse in climax. Jenny shivered and shook as her body was consumed with sweet release.
Jim sat there letting his lover take her pleasure. He was amazed at how wild Jenny was tonight. When she collapsed on his chest, he held her tight, rubbing her back as little shivers ran through her.
"God I needed that," Jenny breathed when she could talk again.
"Glad I could help," Jim laughed.
"Thank you sweetheart. Now I need a long slow fuck baby," Jenny said and kissed Jim tenderly.
"I think I can manage that," Jim answered as he lifted his lover and turned her over on the sofa, never letting his cock come out of her pussy. He knelt between her thighs and placed her legs on his shoulders. He brought his lips to hers as he began to slowly move his cock in and out. Soon he was fucking her with a steady tempo, his lips moving to her heaving breasts.
"Oh yes, God you feel so good in me," Jenny moaned as Jim worked his cock in and out.
Jenny was so wet that the room was quickly filled with the sloppy fucking sounds of a cock in a very wet pussy.
Jim fucked his lover for a long time before he felt his balls begin to tighten. "Oh sweety, I'm so close," he breathed.
"Oh yes baby, so am I, cum for me, cum in my pussy," Jenny moaned as she began to reach her peak again.
"Yes, yes here it cums," Jim said as his hips began to pump rapidly into his lover's warm and wet pussy.
"Oh yes, I'm so close, ohhhhh!!!" Jenny screamed as her body began to convulse in pleasure.
"Yesssss!!!" Jim bellowed as he began to pour his pent up sperm into Jenny's willing pussy.
"Yes, oh God yes," Jenny said and joined her lover in climax.
This time it was Jim who collapsed on Jenny. When he could move, he fell to the side, pulling Jenny with him.
"Wow," Jenny whispered breathlessly, "thank you again. The second time was better then the first. I love you."
"I love you too," Jim said as he tenderly kissed her lips.
The two lovers lay quietly for a long time until Jenny began to stir.
"Jim sweety, would you uh...would you...?" Jenny hesitated.
"What sweety?" Jim asked
"I...uh know I'm real messy down there but would you...uh would you eat me?" Jenny said hesitantly.
Jim hesitated for just a moment.
When Jenny saw Jim's indecision she said, "It's okay, you don't have to, I know a lot of men don't like to do that."
"Uh...no baby, I uh don't mind. I've just never done that after...you ...you've been...you know..." Jim stuttered.
"Seriously, it's okay, I shouldn't have asked," Jenny interrupted.
"Shhh!" Jim said and put his fingers to Jenny's lips. Jim slid from the sofa to his knees. He pushed Jenny until she was laying back then he opened her legs and placed them on his shoulders. When he looked down at her pussy, he suppressed a gasp; the lips were swollen and red, his cum was running from the hole.
Surprisingly Jim felt his cock twitch as he began to kiss down his lover's thigh. As he drew close, he could smell their combined juices. His own breathing quickened as he neared his goal. Finally he used his hands to spread her wet pussy as his head moved down and his tongue came out.
"Oh Jesus, oh my God," Jenny moaned as she felt Jim's tongue and lips touch her sloppy pussy.
Jim felt an incredible thrill race through him as he began to eat Jenny's sperm filled hole. He was truly surprised that he was even doing this let alone enjoying it. Yet he couldn't deny the thrill of tasting his own sperm mixed with Jenny's sweeter juices. It was also a great thrill to feel how his lover was reacting.
Jenny grabbed Jim's head and pulled his mouth into her throbbing pussy. She could feel him sucking his juice from her stretched pussy hole. What a lover he was becoming, she thought.
Jim became engrossed in his task, barely realizing it when Jenny began to cum. He felt her thighs squeeze his head and heard her scream as if from far away. He continued to suck his lover's pussy until she pushed his head away and moaned. When he looked up he saw Jenny's smiling face, his own face dripping cum.
Jenny pulled her lover up and kissed his wet lips then licked the dripping cum from his cheeks and chin. "Let's go to bed," Jenny said taking Jim's hand and leading him to his bedroom.
Chapter 2
The following morning, Jenny and Jim woke up in each other's arms. They hugged each other then stretched. Jim looked at Jenny and kissed her lips. He looked like he had something on his mind.
"What's wrong?" Jenny asked.
"Nothing's wrong sweety, I was just wondering if you...uh if you had made a decision on moving in with me?" Jim asked in a hesitant voice.
"Yes I have," Jenny said.
"And?" Jim asked when Jenny didn't answer right away. He feared the worst.
"The answer is yes!" Jenny said and exhaled heavily.
Jim almost leaped out of the bed with excitement. He pulled Jenny to him in an emotional hug. "Thank you, God I love you," Jim exclaimed.
"Not so fast sweety," Jenny said, trying to settle her lover down.
"What's wrong?" Jim asked his heart sinking.
"Nothing really. It's just that it has been a very difficult decision for me. I know that you know I love you with all my heart."
"Yes I do."
"You also know that I am a highly sexual person and that I have had a variety of lovers over the years. I am agreeing to give them up but I want you to understand that this is very difficult for me," Jenny said taking Jim's hand in hers.
"I know that," Jim said quietly.
"I guess I am saying that this will be a trial; not for you but for me," Jenny said sincerely. "I'm going to need all your help. I need variety and maybe a little kinky sex, kind of like you eating me last night."
"I'll do that anytime you want," Jim said with a smile of pride.
"You 'Mr.' are going to have to be very creative in satisfying my wild desires," Jenny joked, trying to lighten up the conversation.
"Well, that's going to be some task if last night was any indication," Jim responded with a chuckle.
The following weekend Jenny moved out of the house she shared with Katie and into Jim's house. When Jenny told Katie that she was going to move in with Jim, she wasn't surprised. While Katie was somewhat sad, she was okay with the decision since she had discussed moving in with Jerry on several occasions. The problem was that Jerry's apartment was far too small. Now she and Jerry would have a house that was much bigger then his apartment.
Jenny wasn't happy with Katie's decision to let Jerry move in. Jenny didn't like Jerry and felt that he had the potential to be abusive, in addition to being a drunk. However she couldn't say anything to Katie for fear of losing her as a friend.
Unfortunately, it didn't take long for Jenny's prediction to come true.
Both she and Jim began to see a change in Katie not long after Jerry moved in. She became elusive, often standing Jenny up for lunch dates and not returning calls. She began to wear dark glasses and long sleeve shirts. Jenny became concerned for Katie's life.
At dinner one evening Jim and Jenny were talking about their concern for Katie. Both of them felt that it would be very difficult to confront Katie and not risk her friendship.
"I just don't know what to do Jim. I'm sure Jerry is abusing Katie and I'm afraid she's in real danger."
"Have you seen her lately?" Jim asked.
"No, she keeps putting me off."
"Alright, I'll tell you what I'll do, tomorrow evening I'll stop by unannounced and see how she's doing. Will that make you feel better?" Jim asked.
"Definitely! Thank you so much sweety."
The following evening on the way home from work Jim made a detour to Katie's house. When he pulled up outside he saw that the lights were on. He walked up on the porch and started to knock. Suddenly he heard a blood-curdling scream. Jim turned the doorknob and found that it was locked. Quickly he used his shoulder to hit the door, splintering the lock and propelling himself into the house. Before he even straightened up he saw Katie come running straight at him from the kitchen. Her blouse was half torn off, she was bleeding from the corner of her mouth and her left eye was swollen.
Jim saw Jerry come rushing from behind her, a knife raised in his hand. Katie ran right into Jim. In a reflex action Jim pushed Katie to the side, throwing her over a coffee table. Jerry, drunk and in rage, came directly at Jim. For Jim it almost looked like it was happening in slow motion. He saw Jerry's wild eyes and the shinning butcher knife raised above his head.
Jim's fist shot out in Jerry's direction. It was more of an accident then skill when Jim hit Jerry directly in the nose, snapping his head back and knocking him to the floor unconscious. The knife grazed Jim's arm as Jerry fell backward.
It took only seconds to happen but seemed so much longer. Jim's heart was beating wildly, his breath coming in gasps, as he stood over the prone man. He wanted to make sure that he wasn't getting up. When he was sure Jerry was out he turned to Katie and saw that she was lying on the floor between the coffee table and the sofa. He walked over quickly and reached his hand down to help her up. When Katie grabbed his hand, Jim screamed in pain. The blow must have broken or sprained his hand.
"Oh God Jim," Katie cried as she helped herself up. "I think he would have killed me if you hadn't come in."
"Call 911 and get the police," Jim said. "I'll watch this bastard here."
"I don't know how to thank you Jim," Katie said hugging Jim.
"You can thank me later, right now I need some ice and you need to call the police and maybe the paramedics," Jim said as he realized that he was bleeding pretty good from the cut on his forearm.
Katie placed the call as Jim watched Jerry. Then she ran to the kitchen and got a bag of ice and a couple of towels. She cleaned Jim's arm and helped him wrap his hand with the ice inside a towel.
When Jim looked at Katie he saw a cut on her forehead and her eye was almost swollen shut. There was still a trickle of blood coming from the corner of her mouth. "Let's get some ice on your eye," Jim said. The two sat on the sofa nursing each other's wounds when two policemen ran into the house followed by two paramedics.
"Wow, what happened here?" the lead officer said when he saw Jerry on the floor and the bruised couple.
Jim explained the situation and the officer wrote up his report while a paramedic worked on Jerry. The other paramedic helped the two of them.
When Jerry came to, one of the cops handcuffed him. Jerry was dazed, his nose broken and blood was running down his chin. "I want that bastard arrested, he broke into my house and tried to kill me," Jerry screamed in a drunken slur.
"Oh really," the cop said, "I think maybe you need to think more about how long you're going to be in jail for abusing this lady. We have a judge in this precinct that frowns on abuse of women. In fact, she doesn't take kindly to assault on a police officer either."
"What assault?" Jerry slurred.
"This," the officer said and ripped the pocket of his shirt. "Now if you decide to make trouble for Mr. Lewis here, I'll make sure that assault of a police officer is added to your charges. That should get you about ten years."
Even in his drunken state Jerry understood the situation and shut up.
"Thanks," Jim said as the officer led Jerry out. Jim realized that Jerry could have claimed that he broke into his house and attacked him. It certainly wasn't true but anything could happen in court, as he well knew.
"No problem, we deal with scum like him everyday. Take care of yourself."
"Hey, if you ever need some free legal advice, give me a call," Jim said and handed the officer his card.
"Thanks, I will."
The paramedic wrapped Jim's hand and bandaged his arm. "You should have that hand x-rayed to see if you broke anything and you might need a tetanus shot for that cut," the paramedic said as he closed his medical case.
"Thanks I'll go to the doctors tomorrow."
When the house was quiet again Jim turned to Katie. She had tears in her eyes. He pulled her close and held her for a long time. Jim let her cry for a while then pulled away. He looked at her swollen face then at his hand and arm. "We're quite a mess aren't we," he said with a smile.
"I'm so sorry I got you into this Jim," Katie said, sniffling again.
"You didn't get me in to anything. You're our friend and friends help friends."
"Well, thanks again, you saved my life."
"I'm glad I was here for you. You're going to come over to our house tonight, I'm not letting you stay here alone."
Katie wiped her nose and nodded her head.
"Go get some things and let's go," Jim said.
An hour later Jim led Katie into his house.
"Oh my God, what happened?" Jenny cried when she saw the two of them. She immediately thought that they had been in a car accident.
"Well, you were right about Jerry," Jim said, "but he won't be bothering Katie for a long time." Then Jim proceeded to tell Jenny what had happened.
Jenny rushed to hug Katie then pulled Jim close.
"Ouch," Jim said as Jenny squeezed his swollen hand.
"Sorry, do you think it's broken?"
"I don't think so but being my right hand I'm afraid I'm going to be a cripple for a while."
"So I guess you are going to want to be waited on hand and foot," Jenny said in mock seriousness.
"Well, I was kind of hoping," Jim smiled then they all broke into relieved laughter.
The following day, Jim went to the doctor and found that his hand was only badly sprained. The doctor wrapped it again and put it in a sling. He told Jim to keep from using the hand as much as possible. Then he patched up the cut on his arm and wrote him a prescription for pain medication.
Katie stayed with Jim and Jenny for the rest of the week. The day she was due to go home, Jenny asked to talk with Jim.
"Jim, Katie can't afford that big house by herself. Do you think she could stay with us until she finds an apartment?" Jenny asked with a worried look on her face.
"Jenny, Katie can stay with us for as long as she wants, we have plenty of room here."
"Thank you," Jenny squealed, "I'm so relieved. I didn't want her to go back to that big house alone. I love you so much," Jenny said and jumped up and kissed Jim before running off to tell Katie.
Chapter 3
Katie moved into Jim's house the next day.
Jim had a large bedroom in the basement with a bath and a small kitchen. It even had it's own entrance. Katie wanted to pay rent but Jim wouldn't accept it. He told her to donate the money to a charity for abused women.
The arrangement worked out great for Katie and Jenny. They were great friends and companions, almost like sisters.
It wasn't a bad arrangement for Jim either. He got royal treatment from both women, especially Katie who wanted to pay him back for saving her life. She was always available to get him a drink or snack, asking if he needed anything.
However, even with all the attention, in some ways it was difficult for Jim. He now had two very sexy women running around the house half naked most of the time. Jim began to feel guilty when he began to feel sexual stirrings when Katie was around. She often ran around in panties and tee shirt with no bra. Jim wasn't sure if she was trying to tease him or not but he had a hard time not getting excited when she was around. Often she would intentionally (or at least it seemed intentional to Jim) bend over in front of him, showing her panties or a view down her blouse. Sometimes she would sit carelessly on the sofa, giving him a great view up her skirt or dress. It was driving Jim crazy.
Jenny knew what was happening, she could see that Katie was teasing Jim. In fact, she got a thrill out of watching her friend drive Jim crazy. However, she wasn't going to let Jim stay frustrated for very long. She had a plan.
One evening Jenny brought a movie home for them to watch. It was some silly soapy romantic comedy. The three of them were sitting on the sofa in the darkened living room watching the movie when Jenny started to get frisky. She had placed an afghan over their laps. As she began to nuzzle Jim's neck she placed her hand on his thigh just below his shorts leg and began to move it up under the leg.



Jim glanced to the side to see if Katie was aware of their activity. When he saw that she was engrossed in the movie he relaxed and leg Jenny slid her hand up the leg of his baggy shorts. He had to suppress a moan when her hand reached his rapidly swelling cock and pulled it down the leg of his shorts. It began to lengthen as her hand wrapped around the shaft.
Jenny had a smile on her face as she pretended to watch the movie. She could feel her pussy began to leak as she worked on Jim's cock. As she moved her hand up and down his shaft she could feel it throb. She used her fingers to circle the head, using a finger to rub the clear juice across the swollen head.
Jim could barely concentrate on the movie. He was also having a difficult time not moving his hips to the tempo of Jenny's hand motions. Suddenly he was startled when Katie got up.
"You guys want a snack?" Katie asked.
"Uh...sure," Jenny said, "there's some microwave popcorn in the cabinet."
"I'll take a coke also," Jim said and took a deep breath.
"A wine would be good," Jenny said.
As soon as Katie was gone Jenny leaned over to Jim and said, "Slip your shorts and underwear off."
"What?" Jim exclaimed.
"Come on, be a little daring, Katie won't know."
"Jenny," Jim almost pleaded.
"Come on, now hurry or she'll be back."
Jim's heart began to beat wildly as Jenny unbuckled his shorts and helped him pull them down. Jim used his good hand to pull the shorts off his feet.
"What am I going to do with them now?" Jim said holding his shorts and underwear.
"Under the couch, quick!" Jenny giggled as she saw the kitchen door start to open.
Jim quickly stuck his shorts under the sofa just as Katie walked in with a coke for him and a glass of wine for Jenny.
Jim was hoping that Katie couldn't see his red face as he sat naked from the waist down with only the afghan covering his nakedness.
As soon as Katie went back into the kitchen, Jenny had Jim's cock in her hand. She snuggled up to him and began to leisurely run her hand up and down the shaft.
Jim tried to keep the afghan away from his crotch in hopes that Katie wouldn't see the bulge his cock made or Jenny's moving hand.
Katie came back in and sat a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table then curled up next to Jim, closer then when she had gotten up.
Jim couldn't tell if she knew what was happening but if she did she gave no indication. Jim relaxed a bit but he could still feel his face burning as he sat practically naked between the two women. His eyes closed in pleasure as Jenny covered the swollen head of his cock and used her palm to smear his abundant juice across the sensitive surface.
"Let me have some of the covers," Katie said and reached for the afghan.
"Oh, uh, wait," Jim said as Katie pulled the afghan over her bare legs. Jim tried to hold the blanket down.
"Don't be so stingy," Katie teased as she covered her legs.
Jim sat stiffly, hoping that Katie hadn't seen his naked state. Soon he relaxed again when Katie seemed to be engrossed in the movie. Suddenly he jumped as he felt Katie's hand brush his naked hip. Was that an accident he thought?
Then incredibly, he felt Katie move the back of her hand up and down his thigh as if she were looking for his shorts. Jim stiffened in shock when he felt Katie's hand lay on his bare thigh. Jenny was still slowly moving her hand up and down his throbbing cock. Jim thought he was going to pass out as he felt Katie slowly move her hand up his thigh. He wanted to jump up and run but his shorts were under the sofa.
Jim's breathing became very erratic as he felt Katie's hand move closer and closer to his cock. Just when he thought Jenny and Katie's hand would touch, Jenny inexplicably moved her hand off of his cock to his stomach. He almost jumped in the air when Katie's hand wrapped around his cock. He couldn't suppress a moan as she squeezed his shaft and began to slowly move her hand up and down like Jenny had done seconds before.
Jenny tried to suppress a giggle as she sat there, knowing what was going on. She knew that Jim was mortified but also very excited. After a few minutes of letting Katie jerk on Jim's cock she dropped her hand to join her friend. She giggled when Jim moaned.
Never in his wildest imagination would Jim have thought he would have two women jerking him off. His head was spinning as he looked at Jenny, his eyes wild with lust. He was almost ready to shoot off when Jenny began to whisper in his ear.
"Do you like two hands on your cock?" Jenny asked.
Jim could only moan.
"Katie wants to thank you for saving her life," Jenny said then turned Jim's head to her and kissed him, bringing the hand that had been on his cock to his cheek.
Katie's heart was also beating rapidly as she lifted the afghan and looked down on Jim's pulsing cock. She was almost as amazed as Jim that she was doing this. She wasn't sure that she could share her man like Jenny was.
Jim felt the afghan being lifted and Katie moving. Just as Jenny's tongue entered his mouth he felt Katie's hair brush his stomach then her mouth close over his cock. Jim moaned deep into Jenny's mouth as his cock was enveloped in the warm wet confines of Katie's mouth.
When Jenny pulled away Jim looked down to see Katie's head under the afghan moving up and down. "Oh God," he moaned and threw his head back, closing his eyes.
"Is she sucking you good sweety?" Jenny asked.
Jim moaned.
"You can cum in her mouth, she wants you to."
Jim moaned again as his balls began to tighten.
"It's okay baby, cum for Katie, cum in her hot mouth, she wants to drink your juice."
Jim couldn't take anymore and bucked his hips up into Katie's face. His cock throbbed and pulsed as his balls tightened. "Ohhhh!!!" Jim screamed as his sperm rushed up his cock and began to squirt into Katie's willing mouth.
Katie moaned as she felt the first blast. She swallowed just in time for the second. She drank and drank, wondering when it would end but loving every drop. When there was no more juice coming from Jim's cock, she let his cock slip from her mouth. Then she laid her head on Jim's stomach and kissed his wilting cock.
"Was that good sweety?" Jenny whispered.
"Oh God yes," Jim moaned.
Katie pulled her head from under the afghan and smiled at Jenny and Jim.
"Thanks," Katie said to both of them as she wiped a little cum from the corner of her mouth. She stood up and bent over, kissing Jim then Jenny before she rushed to her room.
Jim sighed in pleasure and pulled Jenny close and kissed her lips. "You are one crazy lady," he whispered.
"You think this thing is good for one more shot tonight?" Jenny said as she squeezed Jim's still wet cock.
"I think so," Jim answered then picked Jenny up and carried her to their room.
Chapter 4
After the incident on the sofa, nothing of a sexual nature happened for several weeks. However, there was a change in the relationship between the three of them. There was an electricity in the house. Katie seemed to get even more affectionate toward Jim and Jim returned it. Jenny didn't seem to mind in the least and in fact encouraged it.
There was one incident that set the stage for greater intimacy between the three. Because Katie had free access to the house, she would often come into Jenny and Jim's bedroom to talk. At first Jim was uncomfortable with her walking in when he was in his underwear. However, gradually he got used to it and thought nothing of stripping down as if she wasn't there.
One evening Jim was lying on the bed in his shorts reading a legal brief when Katie walked in.
"Hi Jim, where's Jenny?" Katie asked.
"She's just finishing her shower, I think," Jim answered.
"I was wondering if we were going to see the play at the Town Center this weekend?" Katie asked.
"You're asking the wrong person, better talk to the social director," Jim laughed.
Jenny came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her and another towel around her hair. "Oh hi Katie, I didn't know you were home."
"We got done early at work. Listen, are we going to see that play we talked about?"
"Absolutely, I have front row seats."
"Really," Katie squealed and rushed over to hug Jenny. When she did the towel around Jenny sprang lose and fell to the floor, leaving her naked.
"Oops," Katie said as she looked down at her naked friend.
Jim's eyes opened wide in surprise as he stared at Jenny, still in the embrace of her friend.
Jenny saw Jim's look of lust and teased him. "So you like two girls together?" she said and wrapped her arms around Katie and pushed her bare breasts into her.
Katie gave out a nervous giggle as Jenny rubbed her tits on her chest.
"Maybe we should give him a little show," Jenny said smiling at her friend and rubbed her bare breasts again on her covered tits. Jenny's heart began to beat a little faster as she felt a little shiver run through Katie.
The two women fell silent as they stared at one another.
"Uh...I uh...I just wanted to know if we were still going," Katie said nervously.
Jim felt his cock begin to harden as he watched the two women embrace.
Jenny hugged Katie to her and kissed her lips gently, lingering a little longer then necessary.
"I've got to go, I'll see you guys later," Katie said and left the room in haste. She glanced at Jim's tented shorts as she hurried out of the room. Once inside her own room she fell against the door as tremors ran through her. God it had been so long since she had felt that way about another woman.
Jim's thirty-ninth birthday was coming up the following week. He knew that Jenny had planned a surprise for him but no matter how many times he asked what it was Jenny would only say wait and see.
Jim took off work the day of his birthday at Jenny's insistence. She arranged for him to play a round of golf with some friends at a one of his favorite courses then she and Katie were taking him to dinner.
When Jim arrived home, he showered and changed then met the two ladies downstairs. He had to whistle when he saw them. The two women had on exactly the same dress, low cut, short and tight. The only difference was that Jenny's was white and Katie's was black.
It was hard for Jim to concentrate on the meal as he found himself gazing at the exposed cleavage of the two women. Neither of them seemed to mind. When they were done eating, Jenny gave Jim an engraved watch for his birthday. It said, "To my most wonderful lover and friend. Happy Birthday. Love Jenny"
"Thank you sweetheart, I will treasure your gift," Jim said and kissed Jenny. He assumed that this was the surprise she had promised him. He was very wrong.
When they arrived home, Katie went to her room and Jenny led Jim to their room.
"Now you get your real present," Jenny said with a sexy smile. "Take your clothes off and sit in this chair."
Jim noticed that Jenny had placed a wooden armed chair at the end of the bed. Jim smiled and quickly stripped off his clothes and sat down.
Jenny went to the dresser and brought back two silk scarves. She had Jim put his hands on the arms then tied his wrists firmly to the chair, trying to be careful with his still tender hand.
"What's this all about?" Jim asked with a smile.
"Oh, I don't want you to get to carried away," Jenny said as she knelt between his legs.
Jim's cock was already showing signs of life when Jenny bent her head and began to suck his cock. He moaned as his cock sprang to life in his lover's mouth.
"Just a little sample of what's to come, if you're a good boy," Jenny smiled. "Now don't go anywhere, I'll be back in a few minutes." Jenny got up and walked over and put the TV and the VCR on as she left the room. "Something to keep you occupied while I'm getting ready."
Jim watched the screen flicker to life as Jenny left. He was surprised to see Jenny's face on the screen.
"Hi sweety," she said. "By now you are right where I want you. I thought I might give you a little show as you wait for me to come back."
Jim's eyes opened wide as the camera panned back, showing that Jenny was lying on the bed naked, her legs spread wide. Her pussy was already swollen and very wet. She picked up a large rubber cock and began to suck on it. The camera zoomed in to show her moving the cock in and out of her mouth. Then she moved it down and brought the large fake cock head to her already wet pussy lips. Jim's cock throbbed as he watched his lover begin to fuck herself with the large cock. She pushed it in and out; stretching her pussy and leaving a shinny trail of juice on the fake cock.
Suddenly Jim realized that someone was holding the camera. His heart skipped a beat when he concluded that it had to be Katie. Jenny was just climaxing on the screen when the bedroom door opened. He turned and gasped when he saw Jenny walk into the room. She was dressed all in white. She had on a white corset that pushed her bare breasts up and out. The outfit included white stockings and white silky panties. On her hands, and running up her arms, were fingerless gloves of white lace. She had on four inch white high heels.
"Hi lover, did you enjoy my little show?" Jenny said as she turned the TV off.
"God baby, let me up and I'll show you how much I enjoyed your show."
"Later sweety, right now you're going to get a live show." With that comment Jenny turned and walked out the doorway. When she returned a second later, she was leading Katie into the room.
Jim's cock almost shot off when he saw Katie walk in. She had on the exact same outfit as Jenny except that it was all black. Jim couldn't help stare at her exposed breasts. His eyes went from one woman to the other.
"Remember when you got excited watching the two of us hug? Well, I thought I would let you see a lot more. You see, I've never been with a woman before, but lately the thought has occurred to me more and more," Jenny said as she stepped in front of Katie and leaned back into her arms. Katie's brought her arms up and wrapped them around her waist.
"Katie has had some experience with girl love; she had a female lover in high school," Jenny said and then moaned, turning her head to the side as Katie kissed her neck. "She...ohhh...she is going to teach me how women make love and you are going to watch."
"Oh God Jenny," Jim moaned as his cock twitched, forcing a stream of juice out of the swollen head. Then he watched as Katie's hands moved up slowly to cover Jenny's breasts. Jim's heart was beating wildly as he watched his lover's tits played with by another woman.
Jenny's pussy was pouring her own juices into her panties as she leaned her head back and let Katie work on her hard nipples. She felt Katie turn her in her arms until the two were facing each other. A shock went through her as her tits pressed against Katie's own large soft breasts. Katie's nipples felt like hot coals when they touched her own. Suddenly she was staring into Katie's eyes. This was the moment she thought, there would be no turning back. A moan escaped her lips as Katie's own soft lips met hers. She was amazed at the softness of her friend's lips. When she opened her mouth, Katie's tongue slid in. Her legs became weak as they trembled in excitement.
Jim was going out of his mind with excitement. He was desperate to wrap his hand around his cock but he could only watch.
Katie led Jenny over to the bed. They stood looking at each other for several moments. Then Katie kissed Jenny one last time before she bent her head to suck her rock hard nipples. When both nipples were glistening, Katie slid down Jenny's body, taking her panties down her legs. She held the panties in her hand then brought them to her nose and inhaled and sighed. Then she stood and walked over to Jim and placed her wet panties on his hard cock, the crotch covering the drooling head.
Jim moaned and shook as he looked down to see his lover's very wet panties covering his throbbing cock.
When Katie returned to Jenny, she knelt and pushed her back on the bed.
"Oh God Katie," Jenny moaned as she spread her legs wide for her soon to be lover.
"Mmmm," Katie moaned as she kissed down her friend's thigh. She teased Jenny by blowing her warm breath on her swollen pussy lips.
"Please," Jenny moaned as she grabbed the sheet with her fingers, her face twisting in pleasure.
"Please what?" Katie whispered, speaking for the first time.
"Please...please eat meeee!" Jenny moaned in excitement.
"I'd be delighted to," Katie said, but first I have to tease you a little bit. Katie began to flick her tongue on Jenny's pussy, touching her swollen lips lightly. She let a little saliva drip out of her mouth and run down her clit and to her dripping hole. She then sucked the edge of one swollen lip into her mouth and flicked her tongue on it before doing the same to the other.
"Oh God please Katie, please suck me!" Jenny moaned.
Katie opened her mouth and covered Jenny's pussy and began to suck.
"Ohhhhh!" Jenny screamed as Katie began to devour her pussy. It was not gentle, it was not tender; it was pure animal lust. Katie had wanted to do this since the first time she set her eyes on Jenny. She sucked and licked her friend's pussy like a starving woman.
"Oh God yes, eat meeee!!! God, God, I can't stand it, oh yes," Jenny moaned. Jenny reached down and grabbed Katie's head, pulling her mouth tight to her convulsing pussy. Oh yes, oh yes, I'm going to cummmm!!!" Jenny said as an incredible climax roared through her body.
Jim sat helpless in the chair as Katie ate Jenny to one climax after another. His eyes and ears were overwhelmed by the activity on the sofa. He could even smell the excitement of the two lovers.
When Jenny could take no more, Katie raised her dripping mouth and looked over at Jim. She got up and walked over to him and leaned down.
Jim's eyes grew wide as Katie brought her wet lips to his and pushed her tongue into his willing mouth. Jim moaned as he tasted Jenny's sweet juice on Katie's lips and tongue.
When Katie pulled away she looked down at Jim's throbbing cock under the panties. On impulse, she bent her head and took Jim's cock, panties and all, into her mouth. She sucked him for only a second, not wanting him to cum yet. She left the panties hanging from Jim's pulsing cock and turned and walked back to the bed.
Jim moaned in frustration.
Katie reached down and pulled Jenny to her feet, pressing their bodies together. She brought her still wet lips to her friends for a passionate kiss. When Katie pulled away, she gently pressed on Jenny's shoulders. "It's time to give your lover over there what he has been waiting for," Katie said as Jenny went to her knees.
With shaking hands, Jenny reached up and slowly pulled Katie's panties down. She gasped as she watched the sodden crotch pull from her friends swollen pussy lips. The crotch was drenched with Katie's pussy juice. Jenny quickly slipped the panties down her legs and off. She smiled wickedly as she got up and went over to Jim with the panties in her hand. She removed her panties, which were still hanging around Jim's cock, then took Katie's and opened the crotch and gently rubbed her abundant juices all over Jim's cock head.
Jim moaned again in frustration as he watched Jenny coat his cock with Katie's pussy juice.
When Jenny turned back to the bed a little gasp escaped her lips. Katie had positioned herself on the end of the bed, her legs drawn up and spread, facing Jim.
Katie crooked her finger at Jenny, indicating that she wanted her.
Jenny walked over and stood in front of Katie's spread legs, looking down at her dripping pussy. Without being told to, she slowly slipped to her knees.
"Here," Katie said as she pulled a pillow from the bed and handed it to Jenny. "For your knees, you might be down there for a while."



Jenny knelt on the pillow, her eyes on the wet pussy in front of her face.
"Jim, make sure you watch, because I'm going to show your lover how to please a woman," Katie said. "Look at how swollen and wet my pussy is," Katie said to Jenny as she reached down to separate her pussy lips. "You did that to me. Now I want your sweet lips on me. Kiss my thighs slowly, make it last," Katie said, teasing herself as much as Jim and Jenny.
Jenny really didn't need the instructions. She was pretty sure she knew how to please a woman. Yet Katie's instructions were exciting her.
"Oh yes sweety," Katie said as Jenny began to kiss down her thigh. "That's it, lick my thighs, bite them."
Jenny worked her tongue down Katie's incredibly soft thighs, her eyes never leaving her friends pulsing pussy. She could smell Katie's excitement as her lips neared her pussy. Jenny reached up and pushed her friends hands from her pussy, replacing them with her own. She held the juicy lips in her fingers and pulled them apart. Like Katie had done, she blew warm air on her wet inner lips. She felt Katie shiver and heard her moan.
"Lick me baby, suck me," Katie said as excitement began to take control of her.
Jenny was going to tease Katie like she had done to her. She let her tongue gently lick the sensitive area between the swollen inner lips and the larger outer lips. Then she flicked her tongue across her swollen clit, bringing a loud moan from Katie. She reached down and brought Katie's legs up and pushed them against her chest. Katie almost jumped off the bed when Jenny's tongue touched the tiny rose of her ass. Jenny smiled and used her tongue to tease the hole before moving back to her open pussy.
"Please, please, God Jenny, please eat me!" Katie begged, no longer in control.
"You want it, you want my mouth?" Jenny whispered.
Jim sat there shaking in excitement as he watched Jenny tease Katie. His muscles were taught, his eyes wide and his cock was pulsing like it had a life of it's own as he waited for Jenny to lower her mouth.
"Oh God yes, please," Katie pleaded. "Ohhhhh!!!" Katie screamed as Jenny's lips touched her incredibly sensitive pussy lips. As soon as she began to suck Katie began to climax.
Jim's cock was throbbing, moving up and down, pulsing and throbbing, a steady stream of juice running from the swollen head. His fingers gripped the chair, his knuckles white from squeezing so hard. He was trying desperately to control his excitement. It was a losing battle. He closed his eyes tight, trying vainly to control himself. However, all he could see in his mind was his lover's mouth on her friend's pussy. Suddenly his cock throbbed and sent a giant stream of white cum juice spiraling through the air. It hit him directly in his face. Then it shot again, the second stream hitting his chin and the third his cheek.
"Oh God, oh God," Katie screamed as Jenny continued to suck her climaxing friend. Neither lady was aware of what was happening to Jim.
Jim's cock pulsed and squirted over and over, coating his chest and stomach with his cum.
When Katie's spasms slowed, Jenny pulled her wet face back and turned to smile at Jim. "Oh my!" she exclaimed.
Katie opened her eyes and looked at Jim and giggled.
Jim's face was beet red as he sat there, unable to move or cover himself. Cum dripped from his cheeks and ran down his chest. He felt like a little boy that had been caught playing with himself by his mother.
"Well, I guess he liked seeing his lover eat another woman," Katie said as she reached down and pulled Jenny up on the bed with her. The two women embraced and kissed.
Chapter 5
Jim couldn't believe what had just happened to him. He wouldn't have believed a guy could cum without ever being touched. Yet he sat there with his cum cooling on his face and chest as proof.
"I think Jim needs a little cleaning up," Jenny said and pulled Katie off the bed. The two stood side by side, looking down at Jim.
"Come on ladies," Jim said wanting to be let go.
"We have to clean you up first," Jenny said and knelt at his feet. She brought her lips to Jim's for a very wet kiss.
Katie knelt next to Jenny and bent to Jim's limp but still dripping cock. She placed her lips on Jim's cock and sucked it into her mouth with a moan.
As she sucked, Jenny began to lick the cum from Jim's cheeks and chin.
Within minutes, Jim's cock was showing signs of life. The two women were amazed at the quantity of juice Jim had squirted on his face, chest and stomach. They worked on him until he was clean, alternating sucking his cock until he was hard again.
When Jim saw Jenny and Katie kiss and share his cum his cock began to pulse. He could never remember getting hard that quickly after such an intense climax.
When the two were done licking Jim, Katie got up to leave. She assumed her role was done. However, Jenny had other ideas. Jenny grabbed Katie and pushed her on the bed.
Katie looked at Jenny and smiled, assuming she wanted to make love again.
"Stay right there," Jenny said. She walked back to Jim and untied his wrists. Then she walked Jim over to the bed and kissed him and said in a horse whisper, "Doesn't she look beautiful. I can tell you that her pussy is so sweet. But she needs more now. Katie needs you Jim. Fuck her, fuck her hot pussy, she hasn't had a cock in weeks."
Jim looked at Jenny like she had lost her mind. "Are you serious?" he asked looking down to see a surprised look on Katie's face.
"Yes I am, but you'll have to ask Katie if she wants it," Jenny answered smiling at her shocked friend on the bed.
"Are you...are you sure?" Katie asked feeling her pussy pulse with need.
"Yes, I'll even leave you alone if you want."
"No!" both Jim and Katie said at the same time, then looked at each other and laughed nervously.
Jenny pushed Jim toward the bed.
He climbed on the bed and lay next to Katie. He watched as Jenny moved to the other side of Katie.
Jenny pushed Katie toward Jim when neither of them moved to embrace. "Come on you two, or don't you want to fuck?"
Jim tentatively took Katie into his arms and kissed her. He felt her tense then relax as Jenny's hands reached between them to squeeze her tits. Katie moaned when Jim pushed her back and began to kiss down her neck to her breasts. He let Jenny push one tit up to his hungry mouth.
Jenny couldn't resist and began to suck the other nipple.
Suddenly Katie was incredibly hot all over again. Her pussy throbbed as she felt both lovers sucking her tits. It felt like Jim and Jenny were in competition as to who could do the best job of sucking her tits. Katie didn't care who was best as she felt overwhelming love for both her friends.
"Oh God, I need your cock," Katie said.
Jim kissed her lips and looked into her eyes and said, "Are you sure?"
"Oh yes," she responded, her hips moving in a fucking motion.
"Do I need to...uh...you know, get a rubber?"
"No, I'm on the pill," Katie responded.
Jim sighed in relief; he didn't even think he had a rubber in the house. He moved quickly to get between Katie's already spread legs. He gently lay on her body and kissed her again. He felt Jenny rubbing his back lovingly.
He moved back and reached for his dripping cock.
Jenny beat him to it and wrapped her hand around his cock. She aimed it at her friend's open pussy and pulled Jim forward.
"Ohhh, yes!" Katie moaned as Jim slowly slid his cock into her wet pussy.
Jim moaned as he felt Katie's warm flesh surround him. Through half closed eyes he saw Jenny turn Katie's face to her and kiss her long and slow. When their lips parted Jim kissed Jenny then Katie. His hips began to move as Katie wrapped her arms and legs around her new lover.
"Fuck me, fuck me lover," Katie moaned, her hips moving up to meet each downward thrust.
"Yes fuck her hard," Jenny whispered in excitement.
Katie began to climax within minutes, her body convulsing over and over as Jim pounded into her willing pussy.
It took Jim over fifteen minutes of fucking before he began to feel his own climax coming on. "Ohhh God," he moaned, "can I cum?"
"Yes, yes, cum in meeeee!" Katie screamed as another climax ripped through her.
Jenny reached her hand down to her own overheated pussy. As soon as she touched herself, she began to climax. It reached a peak as she heard Jim moan and began to shoot his sperm into her friend and new lover.
Jim collapsed in relief, his rapidly deflating cock pulling from Katie's body. He lay beside Katie with his eyes closed as he tried to catch his breath. Suddenly he heard Katie moan and opened his eyes. He was amazed to see Jenny between Katie's legs, eating her cum filled pussy.
Eventually the three lovers curled up together on the bed and fell asleep. Sometime during the night Jim awoke and looked over to see Katie and Jenny locked in a sixty-nine position. He thought he was dreaming and fell back into an exhausted sleep.
To be continued...
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Chapter 1
Jim was distressed as he packed his bags. He had to leave for an extended trip to Europe. He was going to be out of the country for almost three weeks helping to set up a branch of his firm in Germany. The trip had been planned long before Jim met Jenny and there was no way for him to get out of it. Unfortunately, Jenny couldn't get away to join him either.
It was actually good for Jim to be going away for a while. He really needed time to think. There was no question that he loved Jenny deeply, however, he was in a quandary. He found that he had a special feeling for Katie that went beyond friendship. Jim was confused and needed some time alone.
Jenny knew that Jim would have concerns over his relationship with Katie. The truth was that she cared for Katie as well. Their relationship was rapidly becoming very special. Jenny felt that Jim's absence would be good for him and give her a chance to explore her own feelings.
The day after Jim left, Katie seemed shy around Jenny. She was battling with her own emotions. She felt guilty about how much she had enjoyed sex with Jim and how much she would miss him. She really needed to talk to Jenny but she was unsure how to bring the subject up.
It was near the end of the week when Jenny and Katie finally had an evening free. They were sitting in the kitchen after dinner talking about their week when Katie said that she needed to discuss some personal issues.
Jenny knew what was coming.
"Jenny, uh...I uh...I think we need to talk about what happened...you know with Jim."
"I agree," Jenny responded quickly, relieved that Katie was bringing the subject up.
"Jenny, I feel so guilty about how much I enjoyed being with you and Jim," Katie said. "I cherish your friendship and don't ever want anything to come between us."
"I could tell that something was bothering you," Jenny said. "But there is no need to feel bad. I am the one that encouraged what happened. If you feel bad, it's my fault."
"It's not your fault," Katie said quickly, "I participated willingly. I just don't want you to be mad at me."
"I could never be mad at you Katie. I think you know me pretty well by now. I don't feel at all jealous about you and Jim together. It's really pretty strange but because of the way I feel about you, I enjoy watching the two of you make love. Listen, I don't know where my relationship with Jim will go, however, I'm pretty sure it won't be your standard girl/boy relationship," Jenny said then fell silent for several moments. "Maybe I'm a sexahololic or a nymphomaniac, I don't know. But I'm comfortable with who I am right now. I think we just need to see where our relationship goes."
"Jenny, I...I feel things for Jim that I shouldn't," Katie said in a rush, her face turning red. She hesitated then said, "The truth is that I feel the same way about you!" Tears began to form in her eyes as she looked at Jenny for her reaction.
Jenny reached over and grabbed Katie's hand and said, "Katie, I'm glad you said that because I feel that way also. You are very special to me."
"I just don't know where this can go," Katie said, tears streaming from her eyes.
Jenny got up and came around the table. She pulled Katie up and hugged her. "I didn't know where it will go either. Let's take it one day at a time okay?"
Katie smiled at Jenny through her tears.
Jenny took Katie's face in her hands and wiped tears from her cheeks with her thumbs. Slowly Jenny pulled Katie's lips to hers for a tender kiss. When she pulled back, she said, "Why don't we have a girl's night out. Let's put on some slutty clothes and go out and have a little fun."
"You're impossible," Katie said with a smile.
"That's why you love me," Jenny responded.
"I do," Katie said seriously, looking into Jenny's eyes.
A half hour later the two ladies met in the living room. Both had put on their sexiest dresses. Jenny had on a micro mini skirt with a skintight tank top and high heels. She had on bright red lipstick and blue eye shadow. Katie also had on a short dress with a split practically to the hips. Neither had on panty hose; however, Jenny had left her panties in the drawer.
They went to a local club that was known as a "meat" market. When they arrived it was pretty crowded. Within minutes the guys were hitting on both women. While they each danced with guys, neither let it go too far. Whenever they felt their partners getting to friendly they would burst their balloons and move on to the next victim.
Eventually the guys figured out that the two women were just teasing and began to go after the available women. That was fine with Jenny and Katie, as they had no intentions of leaving with any of them.
Later, Jenny and Katie ended up together at a booth in the back of the bar. They sat close together and watched the winners leave with their catches and the losers leave alone. They giggled and talked for quite a while until the bar only had a hand full of people left.
Jenny snuggled close to Katie, placing her hand on her bare thigh. "This was fun huh?" she said.
"Yea, it was good to get out, but I think I had a few too many," Katie said leaning into Jenny.
They fell silent as both watched Jenny's hand move slowly up Katie's thigh.
Katie sucked in her breath as Jenny's fingers brushed her already wet panties.
"Take your panties off," Jenny whispered.
"Jenny!" Katie said, her eyes opening in shock.
"Please," Jenny said.
Katie looked around to make sure no one could see before she lifted up and slipped her panties off. When she started to put them in her purse, Jenny stopped her, taking them from her hand. Katie watched as she brought them to her nose and inhaled. She felt a shiver run though her and her pussy quiver.
"You smell good," Jenny said.
Katie just moaned.
Jenny placed her hand on Katie's thigh again and slid it up until her fingers felt her wet swollen pussy lips.
"Oh God Jenny," Katie moaned as Jenny slid two fingers into her pussy. Katie's hips had just begun to move on Jenny's fingers when she pulled them out.
"Let's dance," Jenny said as a slow song started to play and the lights dimmed.
"We can't do that," Katie whispered, "they'll think we're lesbians."
"So what!" Jenny said and pulled Katie from the booth.
Katie moved into Jenny's arms tensely. When she felt her new lover's soft breasts and warm body, she relaxed, letting her pull her close. Suddenly she felt overwhelming love for her friend. She looked into Jenny's eyes as their lips met. Their bodies stopped moving as their tongues dueled.
There were a number of eyes in the room on the two women kissing in the middle of the dance floor.
Jenny pulled away breathlessly and whispered, "Let's go home."
A short time later the two lovers were on the bed naked in each other's arms. Their lips and tongues couldn't get enough of each other. Suddenly, Katie stopped and looked into Jenny's eyes. "I want to eat your ass," she whispered, almost embarrassed.
"What?" Jenny asked thinking she had not heard her correctly.
"I want...to uh...eat your...ass," Katie said again, her voice failing her.
"Oh God Katie," Jenny whimpered and turned over onto her stomach. She moaned again when she felt Katie's hands on her ass cheeks, spreading them to expose her little hole. "Ohhhhh," she whimpered as Katie's tongue touched her sensitive little rose. "Oh God, oh God," Jenny moaned as Katie used her tongue like a cock to open her ass. Jenny moved her hands under her body and began to rub her clit. Within seconds her body was tensing, ready for climax. "Suck my ass," she screamed as her body began to convulse. "Ohhhhh God, I'm cummmiiiinnnngggg!!!"
Katie was relentless with her lover's ass, kissing and sucking it until long after Jenny's shuddering stopped. She continued to kiss her lover's soft ass cheeks until Jenny finally turned over.
"It's my turn," Jenny said.
"You don't have to do...you know...do what I did," Katie said.
"Just try to stop me," Jenny said, pushing her friend over on her back and raising her legs into the air. The neighbors could have heard the scream as Jenny's mouth descended to Katie's tiny hole.
The two lovers spent the entire night making sweet love. They even took the next day off and stayed naked in bed, barely getting out to eat. Over the next several weeks the two spent almost every night in each other's arms. They explored everything two women could do to one another.
Chapter 2
Jim was very happy to be home after his grueling trip. He walked in the door Saturday afternoon and was almost bowled over by Jenny and Katie. God he was a lucky man he thought as he walked into the living room with his arms around two gorgeous women.
Jenny and Katie acted as excited at two teenaged girls at a rock concert. They barely gave Jim time to talk, filling him in on all the happenings while he had been away. They left out their confession of love for each other and that they had spent almost every night making love. That confession could wait.
They talked for two hours before Jim said he had to unpack and needed to take a nap after the long trip. He had been on a plane for almost twenty hours and was exhausted.
Jenny told him that she and Katie had a special dinner planned for him. She asked Jim to sleep in a spare bedroom after he unpacked because she wanted to get the room ready for their special evening.
Jim smiled broadly, knowing that look in Jenny's eyes.
Later that evening when Jim awoke, he found a suit and tie on the chair next to the bed. There was a note from Jenny telling him to put the suit on for dinner. It also said that Katie would have a drink ready for him downstairs. Jim had no idea what Jenny was planning but he wasn't about to complain. He had missed their sexual activity and couldn't wait to see what Jenny had conjured up.
Jim dressed and went downstairs and sat in the living room, waiting for Jenny to get ready. He could hear Katie in the kitchen preparing dinner. He was reading the newspaper when he looked up to see Katie walk in carrying a serving tray with a drink on it. His jaw dropped in shock when he saw what she was wearing.
Katie had on a little French maid's outfit. There was a black mini dress with white apron and a little white hat. The dress was so short that it didn't cover her black mesh nylon tops. She even had on black garters straps holding up the nylons. On her feet she had the highest high heels Jim had ever seen. The top of the dress barely covered Katie's breasts, almost exposing the nipples. Her hair was made up perfectly with two little curls hanging down her cheeks.
"Would monsieur like anything else?" Katie said with a cute French accent as she bent over to hand Jim his drink.
"Uh...uh...no uh the drink will be fine," Jim stuttered, his throat suddenly parched. Jim took the drink from the tray and took a large swallow, his eyes wide, staring at Katie's still bent over form. He could actually see the brown of her nipples above the dress top. Jim wondered if Katie had any panties on as he watched her turn and leave. He didn't wonder long.
As Katie left the room she dropped a napkin she had on her arm. She bent over at the waist, her knees straight, then shivered as she felt her short dress pull up baring her ass.
Jim gasped when he saw Katie's naked ass and bare pussy between her thighs. Jim turned his drink up and gulped it down.
Seconds after Katie left Jenny walked in to join Jim.
"God!" Jim said as he saw Jenny's dress. She had on an incredibly tight and short blue form fitting dress. The top consisted of two strips of material that barely covered her breasts. The material tied around her neck. Jim could see her hard nipples poking through the thin material. When Jenny spun around, Jim saw that the dress was backless, all the way to the top of her ass.
Jenny said, "You like?" looking over her shoulder with a smile at her stunned lover.
"God!" Jim said again, starting to take another drink from his empty glass. His hands were shaking.
"I think dinner is ready," Jenny said, taking Jim's hand and leading him to the dinning room.
The table was set for two. There was a white tablecloth and lit candles in the middle.
As soon as Jim and Jenny sat down, Katie returned with a bottle of red wine. She poured Jim a glass, making sure she bent over in an exaggerated fashion in order to expose her almost bare tits to him. When she turned to pour a glass for Jenny she gave Jim a close up view of her now glistening pussy lips. Jim's cock was already tenting his pants.
"Monsieur, madam, dinner will be ready shortly. Will there be anything else?" Katie asked.
"Yes, come here for a second," Jenny said.
Katie walked over and stood next to Jenny. She couldn't suppress a moan when Jenny's hands reached around the back of her thighs and slid them under her short dress. Her fingers immediately found Katie's wet pussy and slowly slipped inside.
Jim watched in excitement as Jenny lifted the dress, exposing Katie's soft ass cheeks and her own searching fingers.
"That's very nice," Jenny said as she pulled her wet finger from her pussy. She looked at Jim and made a show of licking Katie's juice from her fingers. "She's so sweet," Jenny said then smacked Katie's butt causing her to scurry out of the room.
During dinner Jim was constantly hard. Every time Katie came in, his cock would throb. When dinner was finally over, Katie came in and asked if they would like desert.
"I think I know what desert Jim wants," Jenny said and reached up behind her neck and untied her dress. She let the top fall from her breasts, exposing them to Katie and Jim. Both Jim and Katie gasped at the site of Jenny's large soft breasts shimmering in the candlelight. Jenny got up and knelt between Jim's legs. Without a word she opened his pants and freed his hard cock. She took his cock in her hand and squeezed a little drop of clear juice from the head. She smiled up at her lover then dropped her head took the dripping cock into her mouth.
"Ohhh," Jim moaned, feeling his balls already tighten. He knew that it wouldn't take him long to cum after being without sex for so long.
However before he could cum Jenny pulled her mouth away and grabbed his cock with her hand. She moved close between his legs and placed his cock between her soft breasts.
Jim's eyes were wide with lust as he watched Jenny begin to move her tits up and down on his cock. The room was quiet except for the labored breathing of the three of them. They all watched as Jim's swollen cock head appeared and disappeared between Jenny's breasts. The space between her soft breasts was becoming slick with Jim's fuck juice.
"Oh Jenny, I'm going to cum if you keep that up," Jim said, almost in a panic.
Jenny smiled up and him and moved her tits faster, using Jim's clear juice to make the space between her breasts slippery.
"Oh Jenny," Jim moaned, "I can't hold it." Jim didn't want to cum so quickly but could do nothing to stop it as he watched Jenny's smiling face and moving breasts. Suddenly he groaned as his cock throbbed. A long stream of white juice leaped out of his cock head to hit Jenny under her chin. She squealed in delight and kept her tits moving, forcing more juice to squirt out. Soon her neck and breast were covered in Jim's cum. It was obvious that Jim had waited for some time for this. Jenny's neck and breasts were literally covered in Jim's juice.
"There, that should take the edge off," Jenny said and stood up. "Now I think our maid needs a little desert," Jenny said as she moved in front of Jim and pushed the plates out of the way to sit on the table. Then she laid back directly in front of Jim. Katie stepped over, bent her head and began to lick Jim's cum from Jenny's neck and breasts.
Jim watched in amazement as Katie licked and sucked Jenny's sperm covered breasts until there wasn't a trace of his cum left. When she was done she smiled at Jim, her lips glistening with his juice, then turned and gave Jenny a very sloppy kiss. Jim's cock was already hard again. He stood up and picked Jenny up in his arms and carried her upstairs. He felt bad about leaving Katie but his lust was too great for him to stop.
Jim pushed the bedroom door open and found the room aglow with fragrant candles. The bed was turned down and there were red rose petals strewn all over the silk sheets. Jim placed Jenny on the bed and quickly stripped off his suit then crawled between his lover's legs. He kissed Jenny passionately and moved his cock between her spread legs, touching her wet pussy lips.
"Oh God yes, Jim fuck me. I've missed you so much," Jenny said as she wrapped her legs tight around Jim's waist. Jenny moaned as Jim's cock slid slowly into her squeezing pussy lips. She felt every inch of him as his hard cock plunged to the depths of her open pussy.
"Oh God, you feel so good," Jim moaned as the warmth of Jenny's body enveloped him. Slowly he began to fuck her. He worked his cock in and out for a long time, savoring the feeling of warmth and love from his wonderful partner.
"Fuck me lover, fuck me hard," Jenny practically screamed as she wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She held him so tight only his hips could move. The room was quickly filled with moans of delight.
Jim fucked Jenny gently then forcefully, then gently again, bringing her to numerous climaxes before his balls tightened. "Here it cum baby," Jim said as he pushed all the way into his lover and felt his sperm traveling up the length of his buried cock. "Oh yes, oh yes, take it, take my juice."
Jenny was climaxing over and over as she felt her lover fill her with his thick sperm. She pulled him deep into her with her feet pressing onto his back. "Yes, yes, fill my cunt with your juice," Jenny moaned as her fingernails dug deep into Jim's back.
Jim didn't even feel the pain of his lover's nails as he emptied everything he had into his lover's wonderful pussy.
Neither of them heard Katie's moans of pleasure as she stood outside the door, her legs spread and her fingers deep in her pussy.
It was in the early hours of the morning when Jim awoke to Jenny's mouth on his cock. Jim was barely awake when Jenny straddled his hips and fucked them both to another climax.
Chapter 3
Jim awoke the following morning with Jenny in his arms. He lay there for a long time, enjoying the warmth and closeness of her body when he heard a gentle tap at the door then saw Katie peek in. She smiled and pushed the door open and came into the room carrying a tray of food. She had on a white terry cloth robe. Jim didn't think she had anything on underneath the robe.
"I thought you two would be hungry," she said sitting the tray next to Jim.
"Katie, you don't have to do this," Jim said, suddenly feeling bad that they had ignored her last night. However he didn't feel bad enough to not look between the open top of her robe to see her breasts swinging freely.
"It's no problem. You don't have to do the things you do for me either."
Jenny stirred in Jim's arms and opened her eyes. She smiled up at Katie. "Good morning," she said sleepily and stretched her arms. "Oh breakfast in bed, how nice," Jenny said and sat up, letting the sheet slip from her bare breasts. She saw a momentary look of lust in Katie's eyes as she glanced at her bared charms.
"I uh...uh...I think I need to get dressed," Katie said and hurried out of the room.
"Morning sweety," Jim said as he placed the food tray over their laps.
"Hi lover," Jenny answered and kissed Jim quickly. "This was so nice of Katie. She is a wonderful person."
Jim fell silent as they ate.
When Jim didn't say anything for a long time Jenny asked, "Is something wrong sweety?"




"No...uh...I just feel bad about Katie, you know...uh being left out."
Jenny giggled and said, "Don't worry about her. I have something special planned for tonight."
"What?" Jim asked.
"Well, today is Katie's birthday."
"Oh God, I didn't know. Now I feel even worse."
"Don't worry lover, you will make it up to her. You see Katie wants to do something that she has never done before. She wants to be fucked in the ass and you are going to do it for her. I promised her that you would."
Jim gasped and looked at Jenny in total disbelief. "Are you kidding?" he asked.
"Nope, unless you don't want to."
"Oh God, I would love that," Jim blurted then hesitated. "I mean...uh...are you sure she wants...is it okay with...uh," Jim said stuttering all over himself.
"Yes she wants you to fuck her ass. Tonight is her special night. When I told her she could do anything she wanted with you she said she wanted you take her anal 'virginity'--her words."
The rest of the day was a blur to Jim. He was still recovering from jet lag but that was not the only thing causing him to feel light headed. He couldn't get the thought of fucking Katie's sweet ass out of his head. Every time he looked at her, his eyes were drawn to her ass. She would smile at him, causing his face to turn red. Neither of them said a word to one another about it but they both knew what was going to happen tonight.
Katie was even more excited then Jim. She had always wanted to have anal sex but had never found a guy that she felt she could trust to be gentle. She knew Jim would never hurt her, she trusted him with her very life.
That evening the ladies dressed up again to go out to dinner. Jenny made Jim wear a suit again. They took Katie to her favorite restaurant downtown. While they tried to act like three average people out to dinner, it was impossible to disguise the affection they had for one another. They sat in a booth close to each other at the fancy restaurant. Katie sat between Jim and Jenny. She felt very loved and protected.
By the time they were home and ready to go to bed, everyone was a little nervous. Jenny told Jim to wait downstairs until she called him. He reluctantly agreed, going to the bar to fix himself a drink.
It seemed like an eternity before Jenny called down to Jim. He practically ran up the stairs, taking two at a time. As he started to push the bedroom door open he suddenly felt very nervous, almost like a young man on his wedding night. The feeling was appropriate; when he looked into the candle lit room, he saw Katie standing next to the bed in a white teddy, white garters and nylons and a veil over her face. Jim stood paralyzed.
From somewhere out of the dark, Jenny stepped up to him and took his hand. She led Jim over to Katie. "Isn't she beautiful," Jenny whispered.
Jim could only moan.
"Kiss your lover," Jenny said and pushed Jim into Katie's arms.
Jim lifted the veil and turned it over her head. He took her face in his shaking hands and brought his lips to hers. Both he and Katie moaned as their mouths opened and their tongues met. They kissed and hugged for a long time, Jim loving the feeling of her soft breast, warm body and wet lips. Finally, Jim walked Katie slowly back to the bed and let her sit down. He rushed to strip off his clothes until he was naked in front of Katie. His cock was already throbbing in front of him, dripping juice to the floor. Jim was still almost in shock as he looked at this beautiful woman waiting for him to fuck her virgin ass. He slowly went to his knees and pushed her back on the bed. He didn't notice that Jenny had joined them, lying close to Katie.
Jenny could feel Katie's body shaking as she pulled her to her close. She kissed her lips gently then turned to watch Jim spread her legs and bring his mouth to her covered pussy. Jenny kissed Katie again as Jim's mouth began to suck her lips through the crotch of her teddy.
"Oh God, I want his cock Jenny," Katie moaned.
Jenny pushed Jim back and pulled Katie to the middle of the bed. "Get on your hands and knees," Jenny instructed.
Jim climbed onto the bed and got to his knees behind Katie. He watched as Jenny knelt next to them then reached to the crotch of Jenny's teddy and unsnapped the material, exposing her ass and pussy. He sucked in his breath as he saw her beautiful ass in front of his eyes.
Jenny smiled at Jim and opened the cheeks of Katie's ass. She turned her head and kissed her way down the soft ass cheeks. With a moan, she licked down the crack to the little rose between the cheeks.
Now it was Katie's turn to moan as she felt Jenny's tongue licking her back passage. She almost fell to the bed when Jenny's tongue pressed into her. Her hips pushed back attempting to get more of the tongue into her little hole. A little moan of frustration came from her lips when Jenny pulled away and got off the bed for a moment. She returned quickly.
Jim watched as Jenny opened a tube of lubricant. He saw her take some on her finger and gently smear it on Katie's asshole. Then with a lustful look Jenny pushed her finger slowly into her ass. Jim moaned as he watched the finger move deeper and deeper until it was in as far as it could go. Then Jenny pulled her finger out and squirted on more lubricant before plunging back in. Soon she was moving her finger in and out rapidly. Katie almost screamed when Jenny added a second finger.
When Jenny pulled the digits out, a moan of frustration escaped Katie's lips. Jenny then covered Jim's cock head with the cool and clear lubricant. She looked at Jim and said, "Are you ready sweety, are you ready to fuck her sweet ass?"
Jim closed his eyes and moaned. He opened his eyes again when he felt Jenny place his cock at the entrance to Katie's ass. His hips moved almost without his control. He watched as the cock head spread the tiny hole and moved inside.
Katie moaned as she felt Jim's cock begin to open her ass. She was just a bit scared but also very excited. She wanted his cock in her ass more then anything else in the world right now. Her hips pushed back as Jim pressed forward. Slowly she felt the resistance of the ring of her ass give and let the cock slid inside.
The smooth lubricant helped Jim slide his cock deeper and deeper into Katie's ass. He felt like his cock was enveloped in a velvet glove. He could feel Katie's ass walls caress him as his cock moved deep into her dark tunnel. Soon he felt his balls touch Katie's pussy lips and knew that he was in as far as he could go. He turned to Jenny and saw her lust crazed eyes. Her lips met his in a passionate kiss, as his cock remained unmoving inside Katie's ass.
Katie pulled forward and then pushed back, wanting to feel Jim's cock moving in and out. She began to move slowly back and forth slowly, letting her ass get used to the large invader. It wasn't as bad as she had thought it would be. She was proud that she had taken his cock so easily. Now she wanted to fuck. She heard Jim moan as she worked herself back and forth.
Jim felt Jenny's hand slowly move down his back to his ass. He felt her move around him but didn't think too much about it as he began to fuck into his lover's ass. Suddenly he felt Jenny's finger slide between the cheeks of his own ass. He gasped as he felt her lubricant covered finger begin to slide into his own hole. No one had ever done that to him before.
Jenny smiled as she pushed her finger slowly into Jim's ass. She pushed it deep, looking for his prostate. Jim moaned as she began to massage the little gland.
The combination of Jenny's finger and Katie's tight ass was bringing Jim rapidly to the point of no return. "Oh God," he moaned as he fucked into Katie's ass.
"Fuck me, fuck my ass Jim, oh yes, yes, yes," Katie moaned and pushed her ass back at Jim, taking every inch into her. Katie reached between her legs and began to massage her clit. "Oh yes, oh God, I'm going to...ohhhhhh...cummmmmmm!!!" she screamed as her body began to spasm in pleasure.
The contractions of Katie's ass on his cock and the still plunging finger were more then Jim could take. "I'm going to cum, oh yes," Jim moaned as he pushed his cock deep into Katie's ass. His large cock head pulsed and poured a torrent of sperm deep into his lover's ass tunnel. Jim felt like his head was going to explode as Jenny's massaging finger caused his cock to throb over and over, pumping out every ounce of juice he had inside his balls. He had never felt such an intense orgasm or one that lasted for so long.
Jim collapsed onto Katie, forcing her still shaking body to the bed. It took some time for Jim's cock to begin to soften and slip out of Katie's still tight hole. The two fell into an exhausted sleep. This time it was Jenny's turn to use her finger to bring herself sweet relief.
A week later Jenny was walking by Katie's door when she thought she heard a whimper. She stopped and pressed the door open then rushed in when she saw Katie crying on the bed. Jenny sat next to Katie and wrapped her arm around her lover and friend. "What's the matter?" she asked with great concern.
"I...I went to the doctors today." Katie said and stopped, sobbing even more now.
"Oh God, what's wrong?"
"Uh...uh, he said uh...oh God Jenny, he said I'm pregnant," Katie finally blurted out in a rush before breaking into sobs again.
"Wow!" Jenny said, and then added, "But I thought you were on the pill?"
"I am! He...he said...sob...he said...sob...that sometimes this happens. The pill isn't perfect."
Jenny pulled Katie close and said "Well at least that idiot Jerry won't be around to mess up his child."
"Oh God Jenny, it's...it's not Jerry's baby," Katie whispered through sobs.
Suddenly there was a stunned silence in the room as Jenny realized what Katie was saying.
"Oh my God..."
To be continued...
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Chapter 1
Jenny could feel the anger well up in her at Katie's insinuation that Jim might be the father of her baby. "You planned this didn't you," Jenny almost screamed.
"No, no, no, please, I would never do anything like that," Katie cried.
"I thought you were my friend and you do something like this! How could you...how could you Katie!" Jenny said through clenched teeth as her eyes filled with tears. She jumped up and stormed out of the room, slamming the door so hard the pictures on the wall rattled.
Katie fell to the bed, her body racked with sobs. Maybe she did want this she thought. Jenny was probably right, somewhere deep inside she wanted this and that's why it happened.
Jenny stormed down the stairs in a fury. She walked out of the house and across the street to the park. She climbed a hill that held a large oak tree that she often went to when she needed to think. By the time she reached the top of the hill, she was out of breath and suddenly wondering why she was so angry. Hadn't she practically forced Jim on Katie? Hadn't she been there when they had sex? If there was anyone to be angry with it was herself. None of this was Katie's fault. As quickly as the anger had come, it left, leaving Jenny mortified at what she had done. She turned and rushed back down the hill toward the house.
When Jenny reached Katie's room she saw that the door was slightly opened. She peeked in and saw Katie packing a suitcase that was open on the bed. She was sobbing as she placed her clothes into the suitcase.
Jenny quietly walked into the room. "Katie, what are you doing?" Jenny asked.
Katie didn't answer and kept packing.
Jenny walked over and put her arm around her friend and lover. She felt her tense. "Katie, I'm so sorry. I was totally out of line. Please don't leave."
"It's better if I leave," Katie said, fresh tears streaming down her cheeks. "If I stayed it would only be a matter of time before I ruined your relationship with Jim. I've messed everything up," Katie said and began to cry hysterically and fell to her knees on the floor.
"Oh God Katie, it's all my fault," Jenny said as she fell to her knees next to her friend pulling her sobbing body into her. "I was the one that let all this happen. I know you would never do anything to hurt me. Please, I want you to stay, we can work this out."
"How...how can we ever work this out? Jim will be furious at me. He will probably throw me out anyway. God what am I going to do?"
"Come on up here," Jenny said as she pulled Katie to her feet then laid her on the bed, crawling next to her. "We're going to work it out. I care too much for you to let you go," Jenny said as she held Katie's face in her hand and kissed her tear-streaked cheeks. "Katie, I love you and I couldn't bare it if you left us."
Katie looked into Jenny's eyes and saw tears begin to run down her cheeks. "I love you too Jenny," Katie said. There was a long silence in the room as the two women searched each other's eyes. Then, almost at the same time, their lips moved toward one another.
The two women kissed each other slowly and sensually for a long time. If felt so natural when Jenny reached up and unbuttoned Katie's blouse, letting her breasts free. Then Jenny kissed down Katie's neck and across the swell of her smooth breast. She held one breast in her hand and sucked on the other. When she heard Katie moan she smiled up at her and bit gently on the hard nipple. She could feel Katie's heart begin to beat wildly. Jenny sat up and stripped off her own shirt, leaving her breasts bare as well. She leaned over Katie and pressed her nipples to Katie's breasts. Their lips met again and both women moaned in pleasure. Each could feel the others heart beating in their chests.
Then Katie sat up and pushed Jenny back and looked deeply into her eyes before she brought her mouth to her swollen nipples and repeated what Jenny had done for her. At the same time her hand dropped to Jenny's thigh just below the hem of her skirt. She heard her intake of breath as her hand slid up her thigh, pushing her legs apart. Katie wasn't surprised to find Jenny's bare pussy already wet. Two fingers slowly slid into her swollen lips.
"Oh God Katie, let me eat you," Jenny pleaded.
"I have a better idea, let's do each other," Katie said and twisted around on the bed until her head lay on Jenny's thigh. Katie felt Jenny turn to her and pull her shorts down her thigh and throw them to the corner of the room. Both women began to kiss each other's smooth thighs, working their way toward their throbbing pussies. Within seconds, both women had their mouths on the other's pussy.
The room was filled with moans and the sound of sucking mouths. Soon that was replaced with screams of pleasure as first Jenny then Katie began to climax. Within several minutes there were two exhausted women lying head to toe on the bed, their faces wet with each other's love juice.
An hour later, Jenny and Katie sat next to each other on the living room sofa, an empty wine bottle on the table in front of them.
"Now, we have to figure out how to tell Jim about the addition to our little family," Jenny said as she took Katie's hand and brought it to her mouth for a kiss.
"What do you think he'll do?" Katie asked with a worried look.
"I don't know but I think his reaction will be based a lot on how we act. I know that Jim wanted children with Sally very much. That's how they found out that she had cancer. He has said to me that he often regretted not having children earlier, before Sally got sick. I know that he loves kids. I've seen him look loving at families with small children."
"But will he love a child that he didn't really want?" Katie asked.
"I think he will love any child that was created in love. But the only way to find out is to tell him."
"That scares me."
"We don't have much choice, do we?" Jenny said.
"You'll be there with me won't you?"
"Absolutely."
Chapter 2
Jenny and Katie decided that there was no easy way to tell Jim about Katie's pregnancy. They agreed that Jenny would bring up the subject of children to Jim to see his reaction. The fact that Jim had desperately wanted children with Sally was encouraging to both of them. If Jim reacted badly to the thought of children, Jenny would back off and they would try to find another way to tell him.
The following evening Jenny and Katie made a nice dinner for Jim. After dinner Jenny took Jim out on the deck to enjoy the sunset. Katie made herself scarce but stayed close by. She would be the one to actually tell Jim if the timing was right.
"Where's Katie?" Jim asked. "She's missing a beautiful sunset.
"She said she would be out in a minute."
It was a perfect evening, with jut a slight chill in the air. Jim's house had a large back yard that overlooked a beautiful reservoir surrounded by trees that had changed from summer green to shades of yellow, gold and red. In the distance the laughter of children could be heard echoing across the water.
Jenny was snuggled next to Jim on the cushioned love seat.
"Jim, do you ever think about being a father?" Jenny asked cautiously.
Jim sighed and hesitated before he answered. "God yes, every time I see a baby or even hear the kids across the lake. But it's really sad to think about it since Sally died. I know it's not logical but having kids and her death are all tied together in my mind."
Jenny saw a tear trickle down Jim's cheek and wasn't sure if she should continue or not.
Jim spoke again before Jenny said anything else. "We had this dream of this house filled with screaming kids. Now I don't know if it will ever happen. Jim paused. "Jenny, you know that I love you and I would love to have children with you someday if our relationship takes that course. But I also know that you are young and want a career before that happens. Then again, I don't even know if you want children."
"Yes, I want children someday. You're right, I do want a career but sometimes I think that I could have it all like a lot of women. It's something I need to think about."
"Well, when you decide, I'll be happy to help you out," Jim laughed.
"Happy to help out at what?" Katie said as she walked out of the house.
"If I want children, Jim said he would be glad to help me have some," Jenny laughed. "Jim, you should talk to Katie, she wants lots of kids."
"Really," Jim said, "that might be fun."
"Might be fun for you but I'd be the one getting fat," Katie said with a smile as she sat next to Jim.
There was a long silence with only the far off laughter and the sounds of the crickets in the trees.
Katie was still struggling with how to bring up the issue at hand when Jenny broke the ice.
"Well, I guess it's time for the news," Jenny said looking at Katie.
"What news?" Jim asked.
"Jim, Katie has something she wants to tell you."
Jim saw the serious look on Jenny's face then turned to Katie who he saw was looking down at her hands.
Katie's heart was thumping in her chest. This was it; there was no turning back. Katie took Jim's hand. "Jim...I'm...I'm pregnant with your baby."
Jim sat there with a confused look on his face. After a long silence he said, "You're kidding, this is some kind of joke between you two." He looked from Katie to Jenny and back to Katie again. He saw that neither of them was smiling.
"You are serious," he said almost to himself then looked directly at Katie. "You're really pregnant? And it's mine?"
"Yes," Katie whispered.
"Wow, I don't know what to say. I thought you were on the pill?"
"I am but it didn't work," Katie said.
Jim looked at Jenny and said, "You're not mad?"
"We've worked it all out. It was an accident. No one's to blame," Jenny said.
"Wow," Jim said and sat in stunned silence. Suddenly a smile lit up Jim's face. "I'm going to be a father," he said almost to himself. "I'm going to be a father," he said again and turned to Katie and hugged her. When he pulled away, tears were streaming down his cheeks. I'm going to be a father!"
Jenny and Katie were both smiling now. Jim's reaction was better then they could have hoped for.
Jim hugged Katie and Jenny to him his face was beaming. "We can turn one of the bedrooms into a nursery," he said excitedly. "I'll need to get a swing set for the lawn and a sand box. We'll need a crib."
"Settle down sweety," Jenny laughed, "we still have almost eight months."
Jim got serious again. "Katie, you know that I'll take care of you and the baby. Neither of you will ever want for anything."
This time it was Katie's turn to tear up. "Thank you Jim. I know you'll be the best father a kid ever had." Katie pulled Jim's lips to hers for a long slow kiss.
"Hey, don't leave me out," Jenny said and turned Jim to her. She matched Katie's passionate kiss.
"I could never leave you out," Jim said as he looked into Jenny's eyes. "I love you with all my heart." Jim kissed Jenny with even more passion.
Katie reached over and ran her hand up Jim's thigh to the crotch of his jeans. Immediately she could feel his cock begin to harden. While Jim continued to kiss Jenny, Katie pulled his zipper down and brought out his now hard cock. She dropped her head and opened her mouth to suck him in.
Jenny heard Jim moan and looked down to see Katie sucking on Jim. "I guess some women get real horny when they get pregnant," Jenny said with a smile.
Jim barely heard her as Katie's mouth and tongue brought him great pleasure. Then he felt Jenny move. Now he had two pair of lips and tongues on his cock. His excitement was growing rapidly.
"Let's not get him off here, I need that cock inside me," Jenny said looking at her friend from the other side of Jim's pulsing cock.
"But I want it too," Katie pouted.
"I know what, let's have a little contest. Come on," Jenny said and pulled Jim and Katie to their feet. Both ladies grabbed Jim's cock and led him into the house and up the stairs.
"Okay, the contest is that Katie and I are going to sit on this hard cock and fuck it until it cums inside of one of us. Jim, you will be blindfolded so that you won't know who's pussy you come in. Then you have to guess whom you shot your juice into and if you're wrong, you have to eat the pussy that is filled with cum.
"Come on Jenny!" Jim pleaded.
"Sorry those are the rules or else Katie and I will just please each other and you can watch," Jenny giggled.
Jim didn't know if they were serious but he wasn't going to take the chance that they weren't. "All right, all right," Jim said, knowing that he had no choice.
"Okay, now strip and put the blindfold on then get in the middle of the bed. No touching now," Jenny warned.
When Jim was lying naked with his blindfold in place, Jenny and Katie stripped and crawled onto the bed. Without touching Jim they bent over him and took turns licking his throbbing cock. Then Jenny squatted over his cock and slowly lowered herself onto him, trying not to touch him anywhere else.
"Oh God," Jim moaned as an unknown pussy slid down his cock. He was surprised as he felt movement then a wet pussy pressed to his lips. Jim did his best to lick all over the pussy pressed to his lips in an attempt to identify who's it was. However, as much as he tried he couldn't tell which one was on his cock or face.
After a few minutes he felt the warm pussy on his cock and the one on his lips move.
The girls giggled as they switched several times. Each time they felt Jim getting close they would pull off his cock until finally their own excitement got the best of them. Katie was on Jim's cock when she heard him moan into Jenny's pussy and push his cock up into her. Her own pussy began to spasm as she felt his cum squirt into her, coating her walls like a soothing balm. She couldn't moan so she bit her lips as her body shuddered in climax.
Jenny was watching Katie as she took Jim's cum into her pussy when her own body began to shiver in climax. She pressed hard on Jim's mouth, stifling his moans of pleasure.
Both women fell off of Jim and moved away. They sat side by side on the bed and let Jim sit up and remove his blindfold. They kept their legs closed and their hands in their laps so Jim couldn't see which pussy he had cum in.
"All right it's guess time," Jenny said to Jim.
Jim tried his best to figure out which women had taken his load but finally gave up and pointed to Jenny. He figured he had a 50/50 chance of getting it right.
Jenny smiled and shook her head. She slowly opened her legs.
Jim could see that he had guessed wrong. He groaned when he looked at Katie as she spread her legs open. It was obvious she had taken his cum. He watched Jenny push Katie back on the bed and lift her legs. Jim knew what he had to do as he went to his knees.
The truth was that Jim no longer minded eating his cum from a pussy. He found it very exciting to think that he had pleased this woman with his cock and now his tongue. He spread Katie's legs and looked at her sodden hole. He sighed and moved his tongue to the still swollen lips.
Katie moaned and smiled at Jenny who watched the pair. She moved over next to Katie and pulled her close as the two watched Jim work on the very wet pussy. They could hear the sucking sounds as Jim used his mouth and tongue. Katie's body began to respond and she began to move her hips up at Jim's mouth. Soon another climax was roaring through her.
When her shaking stopped, Jim stood up and looked at Jenny who was still holding Katie. He moved next to her and brought his wet lips to hers.
Jenny moaned as her mouth filled with the juice that Jim had extracted from Katie's pussy.
Chapter 3
Several weeks later, Jenny came to Jim one evening and sat next to him on the sofa. She looked like she had something on her mind. "Jim sweety, can we talk?"
"Sure, what's wrong sweetheart?" he asked.
"Nothing really, it's just that I think Katie is getting a little lonely."
"Yes, I know," Jim said. He had guessed as much.
"I know that you care a great deal for her but she needs more."
"I hate to admit it, but I agree."
"I was thinking of setting up a date for her. What do you think?"
"As much as I like having two women taking care of me, I knew that it wouldn't last forever," Jim said with a little smile. "I can't control her life, even if I wanted to."
"I'm glad you agree. I'll work on something," Jenny said with a smile and kissed Jim. "Thanks."
The following Saturday night, Jenny had arranged for a friend to take Katie out. Jim acted like a father, worrying about where Katie was going and whom she was going with. Jenny wouldn't tell him either, saying he needed to quit worrying and that Katie was a big girl.
When the doorbell rang, Jim was astounded to see Rick standing on the porch. While he had never really met Rick, he had seen him and Jenny having sex at the party. Jim was furious with Jenny.
"How could you," he said to Jenny in anger after Katie and Rick had left.
"Settle down Jim. Rick is the nicest guy I know. He'll take good care of Katie."
"Yea, just like he took care of you," Jim said bitterly.
"Come on Jim, Rick and I had fun. He was a great lover, no more than that. I love you Jim," Jenny added and wrapped her arms around Jim's neck and tried to kiss him.
"Still he...he..." Jim tried to think of something bad to say about Rick but couldn't.
"You don't even know him. Come on, let's go upstairs and have some fun," Jenny said, pulling Jim toward the stairs.
By the time the evening was over and Katie was home, Jim realized how silly he had been. Katie seemed so happy to have a chance to go out.
As the weeks went by Katie dated Rick often. Jim got time to talk to Rick on a number of occasions and found him to be a focused and responsible guy. Jenny's assertion that he wasn't the smartest guy she had ever met seemed to be an exaggeration. In fact, Rick was working on opening several exercise facilities across the state. He was having some difficulty arranging financing but it appeared to Jim that he had a pretty good plan.
Jenny had even convinced Jim to double date with Katie and Rick. While Jim was apprehensive, in the end, it turned out to be great fun. Jim would never have believed it, but he had begun to like Rick and thought he might be good for Katie.
In fact, Jim's opinion of Rick went up even more after a conversation he had with Jenny.
"Does Rick know that Katie is pregnant?" Jim asked.
"Yep," she answered.
"Really, does he know that I'm...I'm the father?"
"Yes, he knows you're the father," Jenny said as if it was a silly question.
"How long has he known."
"Weeks."
"And it doesn't bother him?"
"Nope."
"Wow," Jim said, doubting that he would be as understanding.
"Pretty amazing huh? He really likes Katie. I think there is something developing there."
"I think I need to talk to him," Jim said.
"Jim," Jenny said in exasperation.
"I know, I know, I would just like to know his intentions."
"Your not her father," Jenny said.
"But I am the father of the baby."
That comment stopped Jenny in her tracks. "All right, but please be careful."
Jim invited Rick to play golf Saturday afternoon. After Rick had beaten him soundly on the course they were sitting in the bar having a beer when Jim worked the conversation around to Katie.
"Katie's a wonderful kid isn't she?" Jim said.
"She is very special to me Jim. I've never met a woman quite like her. She has this unlimited capacity to love. I think she could be the one."
"Really? Jim said in amazement. "Rick, I know that you know...you know that uh...I'm..."
"Yea, I know that you're the father of her baby. Listen man, I've had a lot of women in my life. I sowed my wild oats and I've made plenty of mistakes. So I know how things happen. I love Katie but I know that she cares deeply for you and Jenny. I also know that she will make a great mom. Plenty of women would have just taken care of the 'problem', but not Katie. That's why I love her."



"Rick, you know what?" Jim said. "You're a hell of a guy. In fact, a better man than me."
When Jim reached his hand, Rick took it and said, "I'm not a better man according to Jenny. She thinks you're as good as it gets," he smiled. "But then she has never seen you play golf." Both men laughed and tapped their beer bottles together.
"By the way, how's your search for financing going?" Jim asked.
"Not so well, it seems that it's a lot more complicated then I expected."
"How about I finance it," Jim said.
"You'd do that?"
"If you're interested. Maybe we could work out an equity interest. Why don't you have your business manager call me?"
"That would be incredible," Rick said excitedly.
The two men shook hands again and ordered another round of beer.
Chapter 4
It was interesting to Jim that his relationship with Katie hadn't changed much since she began dating Rick. She still joined Jenny and him for sex on occasion. Jim felt guilty about it but not enough to turn down her sexual advances. He was pretty certain that she was having sex with Rick as well.
Several days later, an incident happened that eliminated any doubt about Rick and Katie's sexual relationship. Jim and Jenny had gone to an outdoor concert one Saturday evening when the sky opened up and the resulting deluge caused the concert to be cancelled.
Katie had said that she was planning on a quiet evening at home.
It was quiet when Jim and Jenny entered the house. They figured Katie had gone to bed. However as they passed the family room door, they heard a moan. Fearing that there was a problem, they peeked into the room. Both Jim and Katie had to suppress a gasp.
Inside the room they saw Katie bent over the back of the sofa. Behind her was Rick, his cock moving slowly in and out of her pussy. Jim wanted to close the door but Jenny stopped him.
"Let's watch," she whispered, and then giggled quietly.
"Jenny," Jim pleaded but didn't turn his eyes from the site inside the room.
Jenny stood in front of Jim and pressed her ass back at him as they watched Rick's strong ass push into Katie. "God, that's so hot," Jenny said and pulled Jim's hands up to her now heaving breasts. She could feel his hard cock pressed to her ass. She reached back and began to rub his crotch.
Jenny struggled behind her to pull Jim's zipper down. She heard Jim moan as she reached in and grasped his hot cock.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
"We can't. Let's go upstairs," Jim said.
"No, fuck me here," Jenny pleaded as she pulled her dress up in back.
It was no surprise to Jim when his cock touched Jenny's bare pussy. Jenny seldom wore underwear when they went out. Jim moaned as his swollen cock head slipped past the now wet outer lips and into her warm hole.
"Oh God, you feel so good sweety," Jim moaned as he began to saw his cock in and out.
"Yes fuck me," Jenny said as she watched Rick's balls swing back and forth as his cock worked in and out of Katie.
"Oh fuck me Rick," Katie moaned as she pressed her ass back at her lover.
Soon there was a slapping noise inside the room as Katie's very wet pussy spread for her lover's cock. "Fuck me, fuck me hard lover," Katie moaned. "Oh God, I'm going to cum. Ohhhhhhhh!!!!" Katie screamed and began to shake in climax.
"Oh here it cums baby," Rick said as he fucked even harder. "Yes baby, take it oh Godddddd!!!" Rick screamed as he began to pump his heavy load into Katie's willing pussy.
Outside the room Jenny reached back and pulled Jim's ass into her as her body began to tense. "I'm going to cum," she whispered.
"Cum baby, I'm almost there," Jim breathed. Suddenly his cock throbbed and began to pour his cum into her squeezing pussy. "Oh God," Jim moaned too loud.
Inside the room, Katie turned her head and saw the two lovers fucking outside the door. She smiled and winked at Jenny.
Jenny smiled back and closed her eyes as pleasure ripped through her body. She shuddered over and over as her lover filled her to overflow with his hot cum.
A week later, another incident occurred that amazed Jim even more. Not only was he amazed at what had happened but also at his reaction.
The four of them had gone to a Halloween party at some friend's house. Jim was dressed as a 30's mobster and Jenny as his moll. Rick on the other hand went as a pimp with wide brimmed hat and flashy double-breasted suit. Katie was dressed as one of his girls. She had on a skintight stretch skirt and tube top that clearly showed her nipples. Her hair was done up and she had too much makeup on with bright red lipstick and she was chewing gum, smacking it like a prostitute on TV. Katie figured this would be the last time she would be able to get into a tight skirt before her belly ballooned out. As it was, there was a slight pouch at her stomach but with the sluttish way she was dressed no one was going to notice.
They had a ball at the party and in fact Katie and Rick won the best costume contest. All of them had consumed a little too much alcohol with the exception of Jim who had drunk very little. He was the designated driver.
On the way home in the car, Katie and Rick snuggled in the back seat as he and Jenny sat close in the front. Jim remembered another trip home with Katie in the back with Jerry and felt a little jealousy creeping in. He heard them giggling in back but refused to look in the rear view mirror. When they arrived home he helped Jenny into the house and Rick and Katie helped each other.
Soon they were sitting on the sofa laughing about the fun night they had had. Jenny and Katie went into the kitchen to fix coffee as Jim and Rick sat and talked.
The two men were laughing about a golf game they had last week when Jenny and Katie walked in holding hands. Neither was carrying coffee.
Jim thought the two looked a little flustered as they almost staggered to stand in front of them.
"Hey, where's the coffee?" Jim asked.
"Soooorrrryyy, we got a little side tracccckkkked," Jenny slurred.
"I think you ladies have had a little too much to drink," Jim said. "Sit down here and I'll get the coffee."
Jim left the two on the sofa next to Rick and prepared some coffee. When he walked back into the room, he almost dropped the tray. Katie and Jenny were sitting on the sofa kissing with Rick sitting next to them with a 'shit eating grin' on his face. Jim didn't know what to do at this point. He looked from the women to Rick and back again. In spite of himself, he felt his cock stir as he watched the scene before him. Although he had seen the two women make love many times, it never failed to arouse him.
Katie and Jenny seemed oblivious to Jim or Rick as they kissed each other. Jenny moved her hand to the thigh of Katie and began to slowly move upward. She heard her lover moan and spread her legs as her fingers tickled her smooth flesh.
Jim had a perfect view directly up Katie's skirt. He could see that she had no underwear on. That explained the panties on the floor in the kitchen. He had thought that one of them had dropped them as they went to the laundry room. Jim's hands were shaking as he watched the women continue to kiss. He sat the tray of coffee on the table and moved over and sat uneasily in a chair across from the lovers. He wasn't sure what to do or how far they would take this. Should he stop them he thought? Because he was the only one sober, it was probably up to him to keep things from getting out of hand. Yet, he couldn't move from the chair, his legs felt like lead.
Rick's cock was already hard in his pants as he watched Katie and Jenny kiss. He was a bit uncomfortable but when Jim didn't say anything and sat down, he thought 'what the heck, if they want to put on a show, let them'.
Katie and Jenny acted as if they were unaware that the men were even in the room. Their lips pressed together and they sucked nosily on each other's tongue. When Jenny's hand reached the juncture of Katie's thigh, she opened her legs even wider, forcing her impossibly short skirt to her hips. Now every one could see Jenny's fingers playing between Katie's legs.
"Oh God sweety, your so wet," Jenny whispered as her finger became coated in Katie's juice.
"You always make me so wet," Katie responded and pulled Jenny's lips to hers again. "Let's get these clothes off," she said breathlessly.
To Jim's utter amazement, the two women stood up and began to strip.
"Uh...ladies...uh...don't you think this has gone...gone far enough," Jim said, almost fearing that they would say yes.
"Shhhh," Jenny said as she turned to Jim and placed her finger across her lips, her eyes shinning with alcohol induced lust.
Jim sat frozen as he watched the two women strip each other. Soon he was watching the now naked women embracing. His own cock was throbbing in his pants.
Katie pulled Jenny to the floor and knelt over her prone body. She bend down and kissed her lips then moved down to her neck. Slowly she kissed down until she was sucking on Jenny's heaving breasts, Jenny's hands tangled in her hair.
"Oh yes sweety, suck my tits," Jenny moaned.
Katie pulled away after a few minutes, leaving Jenny's hard nipples shinning with her saliva. "I'm going to eat that sweet pussy," she whispered.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Jenny moaned and pushed Katie toward her groin.
Rick and Jim were both breathing hard as they watched their lovers on the floor. Both of them wanted to pull their cocks out but were uncomfortable with the other man so close. Finally, Rick broke the ice and unzipped his pants and brought his hard tool out into the open.
Jim almost gasped as he saw the large cock Rick had in his hand. Regardless of his embarrassment, he opened his own pants and brought his cock out. Now both men sat stroking their cocks as they watched the erotic display on the floor before them.
"Oh yes, eat me," Jenny moaned as she pulled Katie's head into her spread legs.
Katie didn't have to be told twice. Her mouth and tongue were working hard to bring Jenny pleasure. She loved the sweet taste of Jenny's pussy and couldn't get enough. Soon she felt Jenny tense and grab her head. She sucked hard as her lover and friend began to climax into her willing mouth.
When Jenny's shuddering stopped she pulled Katie up for a very wet kiss. Within seconds, Katie had pulled away and was squatting over Jenny's face. She smiled down at Jenny before she pressed her pussy to her lips. "Oh yesssss!!!" she moaned when she felt Jenny's tongue spear her open hole. Her hips began to move up and down, working her wet lips across Jenny's willing mouth.
"Oh God, your going to make me cum," Katie warned. "Yes, yes, eat meeeeee!!!" Katie began to shake as her body tensed. Suddenly her climax started. She pressed down hard into Jenny's face, her pussy juice pouring into her open mouth. After several moments of intense pleasure, Katie lifted her pussy from her lover's wet face. She smiled at her and kissed her lips again.
Jim and Rick sat in stunned silence, their cocks still throbbing. They watched as the two women whispered to each other then giggled. Then they watched them crawl toward them, Jenny to Jim and Katie to Rick.
Again the room was filled with moans and sucking sounds as each woman took her lover's cock into her mouth. They sucked their lovers for a long time, stopping each time either man acted like he was going to cum. They knew they were teasing them unmercifully.
Then both Rick and Jim moaned when the two ladies pulled away and stood up. Jenny and Katie met each other in the center of the room and shared a kiss.
Suddenly, both men's eyes opened wide as Jenny walked toward Rick and Katie toward Jim. Each woman stood over the other woman's lover, looking down at their throbbing cocks.
Jim couldn't believe it when Katie went to her knees between his legs. He was even more astounded when he saw Jenny do the same between Rick's legs. He felt a moment of jealousy but that was quickly replaced with pleasure as Katie took his cock into her mouth. He closed his eyes and moaned. When he opened them again, he gasped when he saw Jenny sucking on Rick's hard cock. He couldn't believe he was watching his lover suck--no make love to another man's cock. His eyes stared across the room as Jenny licked the engorged head of Rick's cock, taking it into her mouth, causing her cheeks to bulge out. One time he even though she looked over at him and smiled.
Jim's closed his eyes as Katie was expertly sucked his cock. She was licking the head and alternating between running her tongue up and down the shaft. Suddenly without warning he moaned and his cock throbbed in Katie's mouth.
"Oh God," he said as his cock began to squirt his pent up sperm into Katie's surprised mouth.
Katie choked momentarily but quickly recovered and began to drink Jim's cum.
Jenny heard the moans and worked her hand up and down Rick's cock. Within seconds he joined Jim and began to squirt his juice into her mouth. Jenny had forgotten how much cum Rick could squirt as she swallowed over and over. Soon his cock was limp in her mouth with only a dribble of juice coming from the little hole. She kissed his wilted cock and stood up. As she passed Katie, they stopped and kissed again, each of them tasting the cum from the other man in their mouths.
"Let's go to bed lover," Jenny said as she pulled her stunned lover to his feet. She fell into his arms and brought her lips to his. She felt him hesitate to kiss her lips but she was persistent and succeeded in pressing her tongue into her less then willing mouth. Jenny turned and smiled at Katie as she saw her and Rick kissing passionately. Then Katie led Rick to her room. Surprisingly Jenny had no trouble getting Jim's cock up for one more performance that night.
Chapter 5
Five months later....
A lot had happened in the past five months. Katie and Rick had moved in together and bought a house down the street from Jenny and Jim. In fact, Rick had asked Katie to marry him and she had said yes.
Rick's business was going great. He had opened five centers across the state and had already paid Jim back his initial investment with dividends. Katie's pregnancy was going well even if she was feeling fat and emotional. Jim and Jenny's relationship was stronger then ever with one exception-Jenny's need for variety.
The four of them never spoke of the incident that had occurred after the Halloween party. However, it was never far from Jenny's mind. She missed the variety she had become used to before her and Jim met. It wasn't that she didn't love him-she truly wanted to spend her life with him. The problem seemed to be her sexual hormones that seemed to be working overtime.
Jim wasn't totally unaware of her problem. He just wasn't sure what to do about it. Jenny's birthday was coming up in a week and Jim was planning something special. He had talked with Katie and told her his plan. She loved the idea and was as excited as a schoolgirl. Her excitement had encouraged Jim to go through with his plan.
On the big night, Jenny came down the stairs dressed in a short, tight black evening dress. It was cut low at the top, showing her ample cleavage. She had had her hair done for her special evening. Around her neck she wore a black choker with a little emblem on it.
"Wow," Jim said and whistled as he stood there in his black tuxedo. "You look great sweety."
"Why thank you," Jenny responded with a smile.
"Shall we go madam," Jim said and took Jenny's arm and led her out the front door.
Jenny was surprised to see a long white limousine with the door open. "Oh this is a special evening," Jenny said impressed with the start of her birthday evening.
They both got in and Jim closed the door. He pushed the intercom and told the driver they were ready to go. As soon as they were on their way, Jim broke out the champagne. He poured both of them a glass and proposed a toast. "To the most beautiful and wonderful woman in the world. You have made me the happiest man in the world. I love you," Jim said and twisted his arm around Jenny's for them to both take a drink.
"Thank you darling, you know I feel the same way," Jenny answered then brought her lips to Jim's for a sweet kiss.
Jim had made reservations at the most expensive restaurant in town. It was on the 40th floor of a skyscraper. The view of the city was breathtaking and the twinkling lights of the city were very romantic. Jim had arranged for a quiet table in a corner where they could see most of the city.
Dinner was delicious and extravagant. The waiters were scarce unless Jim needed them and they were there in an instant. After dinner, Jim ordered drinks. He moved Jenny over to the same side of the table with him where he could hold her as they looked out at the city. When everything was quiet, Jenny reached into her purse and brought out a wrapped package with a little bow on top.
"What's this?" Jim asked. "It's your birthday, why are you giving me a present?"
"Well, it's kind of a present for both of us-if you want it," Jenny answered mysteriously.
Jim quickly opened the small box. When he took the lid off, he looked in to see a package of what looked like pills. He held it and looked at it in the dim candlelight. "What's thi..." Jim started to say and stopped. He looked again at the package. He read the writing on the package, "Birth contro..."
Jenny sat next to Jim with a smile on her face. "If I find them back in the medicine cabinet, I will know that your answer is no."
"Jenny...uh...I...don't know what to say. Does this mean you want...want a...a baby?"
"Jim for a very smart guy, you can be dense sometimes," Jenny said. But she had a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eyes.
"Are you sure about this? I don't want you to do anything that you will regret. Don't do it just for me. And what about your career?" Jim said, now a bundle of nerves, his hands shaking as he took Jenny's hand.
"Yes I am sure about this. I'm not doing it for you; I'm doing this for us. I have thought long and hard about what I want. Yes, I want a career but I think I can have both. I love you Jim Lewis and I want to have your baby!"
"Wow," was all Jim could say. Then his face lit up with a smile. "Let's get out of here." Jim took Jenny's hand and walked out of the restaurant. As they passed a garbage can at the elevator, Jim made a show of throwing the pack of pills away. He turned and kissed Jenny passionately as the elevator opened. Two elevators later they were on their way down to the limo.
The limo was waiting as the two came out of the building. Jim let Jenny get in and followed. He put soft music on the stereo and opened another bottle of champagne. As the limo drove through the city Jim pulled Jenny close and kissed her passionately again.
Jenny shivered as Jim's hand found her thigh. It felt so naughty to be driving through the city, people on every corner, and her and her lover kissing passionately. No one outside could see into the coated limo windows. Jenny made a show of opening her legs wide and letting Jim's hand find her naked crotch. She could see people looking at the limo without knowledge of what was going on inside. Jenny pushed Jim back and went to her knees between his legs. She smiled up at him as she slowly opened his pants. Quickly she pulled Jim's hard cock out and began to lick it like an ice cream cone.
Jim suddenly reached down and pulled Jenny back to the seat. "Not yet baby," Jim said and closed his pants.
"What?" Jenny started to say but then the limo stopped. The door suddenly opened and to Jenny's total shock, Rick got in wearing a black tuxedo. "What's going on?" she asked, completely baffled.
Jim pulled Jenny to him and kissed her lips tenderly then said, "This is your birthday present," and nodded toward Rick.



"Rick?" Jenny said to Jim. "Are you crazy," Jenny said in astonishment.
"No, this is your special night and I want you to have fun." Jim kissed Jenny again and brought his hand to her covered breast.
Jenny moaned and looked over at the smiling man in the seat across from her. Almost without a conscious thought Jenny's legs opened, allowing Rick to see up her short dress. She moaned again as Jim pushed her shoulder strap down, freeing one breast. When Jim's head bent to suck the nipple into his mouth, Jenny looked over at Rick. He had his hand on his crotch, rubbing up and down. Jenny could feel her pussy begin to leak.
When Jim pulled back, he reached up and pushed the other shoulder strap down, leaving Jenny naked from the waist up. He felt his lover shiver as he began to suck on her other breast and move his hand up her thigh. His fingers soon found her wet hole and slid slowly into her body.
"Oh God Jim, are you sure about this?" Jenny moaned as her excitement grew rapidly. She could see Rick watching Jim's fingers in her pussy. With a moan she spread her legs wide, forcing her dress up almost to her hips, exposing Jim's plunging fingers.
"Go ahead," Jim said, moving back away from Jenny.
Jenny bit her lip as she looked from Rick to Jim. She was so hot now that she could no longer think of anything else. She got up and moved over to the seat next to Rick. She looked one last time at Jim then turned to Rick.
Rick moaned and took Jenny in his arms, pulling her naked breasts to him and kissing her lips.
Jim sat on the other seat and watched his love in the arms of another man. He had a million emotions running through him right now. He was giving his lover to another man. Was he crazy? Sure he had been working up to this for a long time but now...now it was actually happening. He could feel a pang of jealously rush through him. Then he heard Jenny moan and saw Rick's hand move between his lover's legs. Suddenly his own cock was throbbing in his pants.
Jenny pulled away from Rick and went to her knees between his legs, just as she had done to Jim a few minutes earlier. She quickly opened his pants and reached in for his throbbing cock. She pulled it out and moaned. She turned and looked one last time at Jim before she took Rick's cock into her mouth.
Jim sat there and watched for the second time as his lover sucked another man's cock. Without thinking, he opened his pants and took out his own cock. He held it in his hand as he watched Jenny suck on Rick's formidable tool. The loud sucking sound Jenny was making was causing his cock to twitch in his hand.
Suddenly Jenny pulled back. She quickly removed her dress, leaving her naked but for her heels and her thigh high nylons.
Rick quickly stripped his clothes off until he was as naked as her. He pulled Jenny into his arms and sat her across his lap. He kissed her and played with her heaving breasts as the limo continued through the city streets.
Jenny bent to Rick's ear and whispered something then giggled.
Rick moaned his approval.
From the other side of the limo Jim watched as Jenny stood up and turned around to face him. She smiled as she backed up, straddling Rick's hips. As she looked directly at Jim she said, "Fuck my ass Rick."
Jim thought his cock was going to explode in his hand. He couldn't believe that Jenny was going to let Rick fuck her in the ass right in front of him. But he watched with wide eyes as Jenny reached between her legs and placed Jim's cock between her cheeks. Jim held his breath as he watched his lover move down.
"Oh God," Jenny moaned as Rick's cock pressed against her little rose. She pressed harder and harder until suddenly Rick's cock opened her little hole and slid in until the head was lodged inside her ass. Jenny looked into Jim's eyes as she slowly slid down, taking more and more of Rick's large cock into her bowels.
Suddenly everyone in the limo was moaning as Jenny's thighs met Rick's, indicating that she had all of him inside her ass.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Jenny said and began to move up and down slowly. Within minutes Jenny was moving smoothly up and down on Rick's rod. Her legs were spread wide and she was leaning back against Rick, his hands squeezing her heaving breasts.
Jim's stroked his cock as he watched Jenny ass fuck Rick. When his eyes met hers he saw her smile. Then she mouthed to him "Fuck me." At first Jim didn't comprehend what she was trying to tell him. But when he saw her reach down and spread her swollen lips wide apart he started to understand. He looked at Jenny with a question on his face.
"Fuck me Jim," Jenny said, removing any doubt about what she wanted.
Jim hesitated for a minute. Then he got up, as if in a trance, and moved over to his lover.
Jenny pulled Jim to her and kissed his lips then whispered, "Fuck my pussy lover. I want you in me too."
Still in a trance Jim straddled Rick and Jenny and brought his cock to her tight pussy lips. He felt Jenny grab his cock and center it on her dripping lips. He pressed forward.
Jenny moaned as she felt Jim's cock forcing itself into her tight hole. As her second lover's cock moved deep into her, she felt incredibly full, there was no room left in either of her holes. It was exciting beyond her wildest dreams. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she moaned as Jim's cock moved deeper into her stretched pussy. Suddenly she could feel both cocks rubbing together deep inside her body. "Oh God, I'm going to cum," she hissed as her body moved between her two lovers. "Oh yes, oh yes," she moaned as tremors roared through her. Each spasm forced her pussy and her ass tight around the two cocks.
Jim could feel Rick's cock pressing to his own cock inside Jenny's body. It was a strange but exciting feeling. He began to move in and out as Rick fucked her ass in the same tempo.
The two men fucked Jenny into exhaustion. She must have cum five times before she heard Rick moan behind her.
"I'm going to cum," Rick warned.
Deep inside Jenny's body she felt the cock in her ass pulse and begin to fill her with cum. Suddenly she heard Jim moan and felt his cock begin to pulse in her pussy. Within seconds she had two cocks pouring sperm into her, front and back. She though that she couldn't cum again, yet her body convulsed in pleasure, causing her pussy and ass to squeeze every drop of cum from the two squirting cocks.
As the two cocks in Jenny's body began to shrink, they pulled out her, bringing a stream of juice with them. Jenny collapsed on the seat between her two lovers. She kissed one lover than the other, gently holding their shrunken tools.
After a few minutes, when everyone's breathing had returned to normal, Rick dressed and signaled the driver to stop the limo. He kissed Jenny one last time and shook Jim's hand and got out.
Jim and Jenny lay in each other's arms silently in their own thoughts. Jim had decided that there would be no second thoughts. It was too late for that anyway.
As Jenny lay on the seat, Jim got up and pulled a wrapped package from his hiding place. He turned to Jenny and got to his knees.
Jenny took the present and opened it quickly. Inside the wrapping was a black box. When she opened it, she saw a large sparkling diamond ring.
"Jenny Bradford, will you marry me," Jim said.
"Oh my God," Jenny squealed. "Yes, yes, yes," she screamed and practically jumped into Jim's arms, forcing him to fall back on the floor of the limo. She held him down and kissed his face and lips over and over. "Yes, yes, yes," she repeated.
Both Jenny and Jim looked up when the glass between the driver and the back seats slid down. They saw a smiling Katie and Rick sitting in the front seat.
"Congratulations you guys," Katie said, smiling at the naked lovers.
"Oh God Jim, I've got to have you again," Jenny whispered as she reached for Jim's still sticky cock. "Fuck me in the ass too," Jenny said to her finance.
Jim smiled as his cock hardened in Jenny's hand. He rolled over and Jenny straddled him. He had no trouble sliding his cock into her already stretched ass.
Katie and Rick smiled and pressed the button to close the frosted glass window.
EPILOG:
Jim was sitting on the porch when the screaming youngster came running to jump onto his lap. "Uncle Jim, Uncle Jim," the little guy said as he wrapped his arms around Jim's neck in a bear hug.
"Hi Jimmy, where's your mommy?"
"She's getting the twins out of the car," Jimmy said. "Can we have ice cream after the movie?" little Jimmy asked.
"Sure we can," Jim said as he saw Katie walking the two year old twins up the walk. "Hi sweety, where's Rick."
"He's walking down. I had to bring all the kids stuff down, so I drove. Is Jenny in the house?"
"Yea, I think she's changing Sally's diaper."
"What are you two going to do while Rick and I take Jimmy and Tommy to the movies?" Jim asked.
"Nothing much, just let the little one's play. Now don't you and Rick get the boys sick with all that junk."
"Nag, nag, nag," Jim laughed.
"Yea, well you two will be up with them all night, just remember that."
Suddenly the front door flew open and a little boy ran out and jumped on Jim's lap with his friend Jimmy.
"Daddy, daddy, are we going to the movies?" Tommy screamed.
"Yep as soon as Uncle Rick gets here. Why don't you and Jimmy go out back and play in the sandbox until we're ready to go."
"Come on Jimmy," Tommy yelled as he ran down the steps and around to the back of the house.
Jim stood up after the two whirlwinds had left. He pulled Katie to him and kissed her lips tenderly. "Here, let me help you with these two, a pregnant woman shouldn't be lifting two little rug rats," Jim said with a smile then picked up the twins and carried them into the house.
THE END
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Doctor Janet Redmond was a respected eye doctor with a growing practice when she received the shock of her life. At 38 years old, she thought she was living the American dream-good income, beautiful home, stable family life and living in an upper class community. Her only daughter was off at college, leaving her and her husband empty nesters. It wasn't long after her daughter left that her husband announced that he was leaving her for his young secretary.
To say that Janet was crushed was an understatement. She had no idea that her husband was unhappy. Sure she had gained a few pounds over the years but she still had a good shape with large firm breasts and a shapely rear. Maybe she worked too many hours but being a doctor with a large patient load required some sacrifices. She also knew that she tended to dress in a very conservative manner; her daughter had told her that a million times. Yet as a respected doctor, she felt obligated to dress professionally if not staidly. And sex, well that had almost gone by the wayside over the years, the victim of too many obligations that made personal time almost impossible.
When Janet looked into the mirror, she saw a very pretty and sexy woman with blue green eyes, short stylish blond hair and a nice figure. At five six she wasn't short and certainly not heavy at 130 pounds. However, sometimes she felt like that the 130 pounds was all in her breasts. She knew that she was attractive; she could see the way men looked at her when she wore tight sweaters and short skirts (her daughters idea). It was impossible to cover up those long hard nipples when she caught a breath of cold air or was overly excited. Yes, those long nipples that always seemed to be hard lately.
It wasn't that Janet didn't like the attention from men; it was just that her conservative nature seldom let her really enjoy it. She knew that most men were looking at her as a sex object. Sometimes that thrilled her, making her panties wet and sometimes that angered her, making her feel like a piece of flesh. Yet she knew that many women felt that way, the eternal paradox.
Janet could still remember when sex was fun, when she really looked forward to that feeling of excruciating excitement coursing through her sexual parts, but that was before career and family got in the way. She knew that she wasn't the most creative lover in the world and maybe she was a bit shy, but Roger never complained. Contrary to her outward appearance, in the last few years Janet had found that she thought about sex a lot more than she cared to admit. Sometimes when she saw a good looking man she would feel a little flush go through her, making her face hot and her heart race. She chalked it up to the hormone thing. She had read that women in their thirties were at their prime sexually. Yet Roger and she only had sex about once every couple of weeks, if that much, during the last few years.
While Janet had tried to spice up their sex life with some sexy clothes in the bedroom, it hadn't seemed to work. She tried romantic candlelit dinners, even a surprise getaway vacation to a little secluded bed and breakfast in New England. Now it was all clear to her; Roger had a young lover. How could she have been so dumb she asked herself over and over?
It took Janet over a year to come to grips with the shock of it all. Finally with the encouragement of her daughter and friends she had slowly come out of her depression. In fact, she had started dating and had met a man who had asked her to marry him after only several months. Janet was not ready to jump back into marriage yet, so she had put Wayne off, asking him to be patient with her. She had told him that she needed time, time to recover, to find herself and to be sure of what she wanted. But it was really more than that. She felt this yearning inside that made her think that there was more to life then her career and her mostly boring personal life.
Wayne was a good man, a respected pediatrician who had lost his wife to cancer years ago. The best thing about him was that he treated her like a queen. She had given into sex with him after they had dated for several months. While Wayne was good in bed and really knew how to use his equipment, he was also conservative, never willing to try anything different, especially not oral sex. God how Janet missed that part of sex.
Oral sex was the one thing that Roger was good at in bed. He would sometimes spend hours pleasing her with his mouth, taking her to places she hadn't been since. Janet had returned the favor on occasion but that wasn't something she really liked to do. It seemed so messy and of course she would never swallow.
However, lately in her fantasies she would do that and more. It seemed that her body was betraying her somehow, forcing her mind to drift off at the most inopportune times to sexual situations that just a short while ago she would have considered perverse. Yet no matter how hard she tried, these wild sexual visions would invade her dreams and her thoughts, exciting her senses. Sometimes she would have to change her panties in the middle of the day. She even considered seeing a doctor, thinking that there was something wrong with her.
Janet's girlfriends would laugh at her and say that she was being silly. They told her to enjoy it while it lasted. She would blush and tell them that they were crazy. However, something in the back of her mind told her that they were right, that life was too short to deny her sexual instincts.
Chris Murphy was twenty years old and home from college after his sophomore year at a southern university where he was majoring in biomedical engineering. Chris was tall and slender at 6' 1", weighting 186 pounds. He was a handsome and popular boy, if somewhat shy. He had an unassuming personality and tended to get along with just about anyone. While he liked sports and was good at most, his curriculum didn't really allow him the time. He often thought that he had made the wrong choice with his engineering career. His course load was so heavy with calculus, physics, and biology, among others, that he never seemed to have time to have fun. While he studied, his friends would party. Still, he had his goals and set high standards for himself, maybe too high.
Chris lived with his mom and dad when he wasn't in school. The Murphy's were an upper middle-income family, living in a nice neighborhood on the outskirts of town. Tom Murphy, Chris's dad, sold sophisticated medical equipment to doctors and hospitals. It provided his family with a good standard of living but nothing extravagant.
Tom was a big believer in the work ethic. He could have easily paid for all the extras that kids expected now days but that went against his principles. Specifically, he felt that Chris needed to work and earn some level of income, even while in college.
That was no problem for Chris; he would have worked regardless of their family income. He had taken a job at a pizza joint for the summer but unfortunately wasn't earning enough money to finish the antique car that he was rebuilding. His dad had conceded that he would match whatever Chris earned. Still Chris wasn't sure he could pull it off in the few months of summer vacation.
It was at a party at his house one Friday night that Chris first met Dr. Janet Redmond. He was talking with his father when Janet walked up and said hello to his dad.
"Chris, this is Dr. Redmond," his dad said in introduction. "Dr. Redmond, this is my son, the biomedical engineer," he said, putting his arm around Chris proudly.
"Uh...hi," Chris said as he stared into a pair of the most beautiful eyes he had ever seen.
"Pleased to meet you," Janet said. "And it's Janet," she added as she put her hand out.
Chris took her soft, warm hand in his. He felt a little flutter in his heart as he looked into the eyes of the sexy older woman. Suddenly he could smell her intoxicating perfume like a breeze around him. His head began to spin just like the time when he first met Jenny Gillman in the fifth grade. Maybe he was just experiencing a little posttraumatic stress from his final exams, he thought.
Chris was startled when he felt a tug and realized that he was still holding her hand. "Uh excuse me," he muttered as he reluctantly let go.
"Tom, can you come over here for a minute," Chris's mom called from across the room.
"Excuse me for a second," Chris's dad said. "Entertain Dr. Redmond for me Chris, she is one of my best clients and the best darned eye doctor in the State." Tom hurried over to his wife, leaving Chris and Janet alone in the corner.
"So you're an engineer?"
"No, not really, I'm only going into my second year."
"That's a tough curriculum. So what are you doing for the summer?" Janet asked the young man.
"Well, I'm working in a pizza place, but I don't make much money. I'm trying to save to rebuild my 66 Corvette," Chris said, trying desperately not to look at the soft swells of Dr. Redmond's breasts as they rippled with her movements. It was an impossible task for a healthy young man. When Chris looked back into Dr. Redmond's face, he saw a knowing smile. He felt his face flush with embarrassment.
"I know money's a struggle when you're in college," Janet said in sympathy. "The starving student huh?" she added with a beautiful smile and a little laugh that made her breasts shake even more.
"Well, maybe not exactly starving but I do need to find something else if I'm going to make enough money to finish rebuilding my car," Chris said pensively.
"Hey, wait a minute," Janet said. "Your probably handy with mechanical things right?"
"I hope so, I am studying to be an engineer," Chris laughed easily.
"My assistant, who helps me around the office, hurt his back last week and is going to be out on extended medical leave. If you're interested, I could really use some help around the office. I pay ten dollars an hour and you get to work with a wonderful person," Janet said with a smile. "Are you interested?"
"Wow, would I!" Chris said quickly, jumping at the chance to earn a little more money and maybe spend some time with her.
"Why don't you stop by my office around 9 am on Monday and we can talk," Janet said handing him her business card.
"Thanks Dr. Redmond, I'll be there," Chris said as he looked into Janet's pretty eyes again and almost felt his heart melt.
"It's Janet," she said with another smile and walked away. Cute kid she thought. Then a little shiver ran through her as she felt his eyes on her backside. Was she swaying her hips too much? Behave she told herself but her hard nipples belied her own excitement.
Chris stood paralyzed as he watched Janet almost float away, a whiff of her perfume still in the air. His eyes were drawn to her lower half like a moth to a flame. Nice he thought as he watched the subtle sway of her hips, and a doctor too. Down boy he said to his twitching groin; it wouldn't be good to walk around the party with an erection.
For the rest of the evening, Chris didn't let Janet get too far out of his site. He wasn't exactly following her but he kept his eye on her as she mingled with the party crowd. She seemed to flow from room to room with a sophisticated ease, talking and laughing. Several times Chris was caught looking at her when she turned unexpectedly. While he blushed, she just seemed to take it in stride, smiling sweetly at him. At one point she came over to him and asked how he was enjoying the party. Chris stuttered all over himself like a smitten teenager. She laughed at his obvious discomfort, the swells of her exposed breasts nearly popping out of her dress.
Later as Chris went up to his room to get a picture of his car, he passed his mom and dads room and saw that someone was in there. He thought he had just seen both his mom and dad downstairs. He stopped and looked in through the slightly opened door and was surprised to see Dr. Redmond walk out of the master bathroom. The bathroom downstairs must have been occupied he thought.
He started to walk away when he abruptly stopped as he saw Dr. Redmond slip one shoe off and lift her leg up and place a foot on the bed. Chris's eyes grew wide as he watched her slide her dress up to the top of her thigh high nylon. He felt his groin tingle as he saw her smooth white skin above the dark silky nylon leg band. Then he watched her stretch the leg band and pull the shinny material up her thigh. When she was satisfied she put that leg down and lifted the other foot.
This time Chris got a view directly up her dress to her blue silk panties. Chris's penis sprang to full erection as he watched her adjust the other nylon. Suddenly she lifted her head and looked directly at him. He jumped back as if he had been shot and rushed toward the stairs. His face was red with the embarrassment of being caught watching like some peeping Tom.
Yes, Janet had seen him. She thought it was cute and flattering that a good-looking young man was peeking in on her. Settle down Janet told herself, this is the young son of an important business associate. Suddenly she was very much aware of her panties caressing her between her legs, as her gusset grew wet with her juice.
However, Janet was enjoying teasing the young man too much to stop. She couldn't remember when she had had so much fun. She would have chastised herself for leading him on had she not had a little too much to drink. Still it was refreshing and ego boosting for her to have a young man panting around her like a puppy. Even with her intake of alcohol, she was in control of the situation she thought.
The next time Janet saw Chris, he was standing outside getting a bit of fresh air. She walked up to him and said, "Kind of stuffy in there huh?"
Chris jumped and almost spilled his coke, splashing some on his shirt.
"I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," Janet said with a laugh, using a napkin to wipe some of the soda from Chris's shirt.
"It's so nice out here tonight," Chris said after he recovered from the embarrassment of being a klutz.
"Yes it is and the music is such a nice touch," Janet said referring to the soft music coming from speakers around the patio.
"I set that up a couple of years ago as a surprise for my mom's birthday," Chris said proudly. "She likes to sit out here and watch the sun go down."
"Well, let's not waste the music, how about a dance?" Janet asked, suddenly wanting to be held in the young mans arms. She needed to be wanted tonight, even if it was a boy young enough to be her son.
"Uh...well, I'm not very good," Chris said hoping that that wouldn't change her mind.
"That's okay, I haven't danced in years either. We'll step on each other's toes," Janet said and took both of their drinks and sat them on a table then held her arms open to Chris.
Chris stepped close to Janet and was immediately surrounded by the sweet smell of her perfume and then her arms. He was very careful that he didn't press too hard into her as he began to move around on the patio. But then he felt HER move closer, pressing her body to him. He could feel her soft breasts against his chest as her arms held him tight. When she laid her head on his shoulder he knew that he was lost. He was mortified when he started to become excited. But when he tried to move his hips back he felt Janet's thigh press between his legs.
Again Janet was very much aware of what she was doing to the young man. She couldn't miss the fact that he was becoming erect. While she knew that she shouldn't be doing this, her alcohol dimmed brain made it seem alright, a little harmless teasing she told herself. She placed her hands behind his neck and swayed her body close to his.
Chris didn't know what to do. If he pulled back, she would surely know that he was excited. Yet he also knew that she could have little doubt about what she was doing to him. He could feel her hipbone rubbing against his now totally engorged penis. Chris knew that Janet was inebriated and could be forgiven for her actions, however he had no excuses for his actions. Yet he was still a young man with raging hormones.
Janet couldn't suppress a little moan of pleasure when Chris's hands wandered down her back to the tops of her hips. It felt so good to have a strong body pressed to hers. She felt pressure from Chris's hands as he pulled her hips into his more than obvious hardness. Her body melted into him, their feet no longer moving, dancing with hips and upper body only.
Chris could feel chills run up and down his spine as Janet's hand came up and slid through the hair on the back of his head. The fingers caressed him; her finger nails gently scratching his skin. Her softness and sweet smell was exciting him beyond his wildest dreams. His hands slid all the way down to the soft cheeks of her ass. He took one in each hand and massaged them, pulling her into his body.
"There you are," a voice boomed from the open patio door.
Chris pulled away from Janet as if he were scalded by hot water. Quickly he stepped over to the table to hide his excited state from his father. He was glad his back had been turned or his dad would have seen his hands on Dr. Redmond's ass.
"Dr. Redmond, I have someone I want you to meet," Tom said. "Can I steal her from you for a minute Chris?"
"Uh, yea, sure, I was just going to uh...get another drink," Chris said as he grabbed his coke from the table. He kept his hands in front of him in an attempt to hide the tent in his pants. Fortunately his dad didn't seem to notice as he reached for Janet's hand to lead her back into the house.
Janet turned back to Chris as she walked away, her eyes flashing excitement, and said, "Thanks for the dance, we'll have to finish it sometime." And then she disappeared through the crowd of people.
Chris headed into the house and toward the stairs; he had every intention of taking care of his problem. Unfortunately he was stopped by several of his mother's friends wanting to know what he was doing with himself and how he liked school etc, etc. It was over a half-hour before he could break away and continue his quest for relief. Obviously it wasn't mean to be, for no sooner had he taken off his clothes and jumped into bed then he heard a knock at the door. His dad opened the door almost before he could get the sheet over his erection.
"Chris, I need a big favor," Tom said as he stepped into the room.
"Uh...sure dad, what's up?" Chris replied, holding the sheet away from his hard penis.
"Well, Dr. Redmond has had a little too much to drink and I don't think she should drive home. Will you take her home for me, please? I would do it but I have a few guests left and it would be rude for me to leave them right now."
"Sure dad," Chris said, almost too eagerly. "Just let me get dressed."
"Thanks son, I owe you big."
"Big enough to pay for my parts to the Vet?" Chris teased his dad.
"Well, maybe not that big but maybe I'll pay for your education," Tom said, one upping his son.
"Alright, alright, you win," Chris said with a smile as if it was an imposition for him to take the sexy woman home. Wild horses couldn't have kept Chris from taking Dr. Redmond home. In fact, he would have paid his dad for the opportunity.
Chris was in a rush to get downstairs so he found a pair of jogging shorts and a tee shirt. He was in such a hurry that he didn't even bother with underwear. When he arrived downstairs he found his father at the door in a conversation with Dr. Redmond.

"I'mmmmmm finnnnnneeee to drivvvveee," she slurred.
"No you're not. I don't intend to lose my best customer to a traffic accident or let her get arrested for DWI," Tom said as he held the keys to her car away from her. "Chris can take you home."
"Ohhhhh," Janet said turning to look at Chris, her eyes burning into him.



"Take the wagon, we can take her car back tomorrow," Chris's father said.
Chris rushed to get the keys from the kitchen and was quickly back at Janet's side. He put his arm around her and began to lead her out the door to their car.
"Be careful," Tom whispered to his son.
"Don't worry dad, she's in good hands."
The family car was one of those giant Buick Vista Cruiser wagons. It was old but it was great for hauling things and had always been reliable. No matter what Chris or his dad said, his mom wouldn't hear of getting rid of it.
Chris held Janet around the waist as he walked her to the car. She leaned heavily against him, her hip pressed to him and her upper body leaning into his arms. He struggled to get the door open as he tried to balance Janet with his other arm. Then he turned her to face him and eased her back into the seat. As soon as she sat down she fell backward across the large bench seat, giggling. When Chris bent down to pick up her legs, he realized that they were spread apart, allowing him a clear view up her short cocktail dress. He could clearly see her pale blue panties and the puffy mound of her sex. It took Chris a lot longer than necessary to put the doctor's legs into the car and close the door. Chris's own sexual equipment was about half hard as he hurried around to the driver's side of the car.
It was at least a forty-five minute drive to Dr. Redmond's house. It was going to take longer because Chris was not going to take any chances on getting a ticket this late at night. It didn't make driving any easier with Dr. Redmond leaning against his shoulder, her perfume making his head spin.
For the first fifteen minutes of the trip Janet babbled drunkenly on about this and that. Chris was barely listening as he concentrated on driving. Still, he was very much aware of the warmth of her body next to him. After a while he realized that the car had become quiet. Dr. Redmond had either passed out or fallen asleep. He looked down and smiled to himself as he saw that her dress had worked up over her thighs to the point where he could almost see her panties. Her legs were spread further apart then would be socially acceptable in her circles. He could also see quite plainly down the top of her dress to her substantial cleavage. It didn't take too many glances for Chris to begin to become excited again. In spite of his self-chastisement, he felt his penis begin to lengthen down the leg of his jogging shorts.
Alright, concentrate he thought as he tried to will himself not get excited. It was pretty much useless. Within minutes, Chris had a full erection, uncomfortably held to his thigh by his shorts. Another inch and the head of his penis would be sticking out the bottom of his short's leg.
Chris knew he shouldn't do it but his hand reached over to the hem of Dr. Redmond's designer dress. His hand was shaking as he slowly pulled the silky material up her thighs the inch necessary to expose her panties. He left her dress like that and moved his hand back to the steering wheel. However, his eyes didn't leave the site for very long. He could see the crotch of her panties as the dashboard lights and the flashing lights from the passing street lamps illuminated her thighs. He even thought he could see a few stray pubic hairs curling out from the elastic along the seam. Chris felt his penis throb and drool a drop of clear juice to his thigh.
Suddenly, as Chris applied the brake for a red light, Janet's hand, which had been lying on his thigh, rolled forward and landed right on the shaft of his throbbing erection. Now Chris had a real dilemma. Should he move it back or let it lie? There was that little angel on one shoulder and that devil on the other now. Unfortunately at 20 years old, the devil often wins. Chris left the hand where it was.
As the car traveled down the road, making turns and stopping for red lights, Janet's hand bounced on Chris's lap, making his excitement ever more acute. Soon the hand was lying almost on the spot where the head of his penis was encased in his shorts. Chris's heart was pounding in his chest as he lifted his hips slightly, almost imperceptibly, causing the hand to slide another inch to the spot where the head pressed against his shorts. Now his erection was literally throbbing in his shorts as Janet's hand moved due to the vibrations of the old car. Chris couldn't control his excitement any longer. He reached down and tugged on his shorts, pulling the material up, allowing the swollen head of his penis to slip out and touch Janet's hand. A moan escaped his lips when he felt the soft, cool skin of her hand touch the hot and now wet head of his organ. He could feel it pulse with need, juice running like a faucet to his thigh and dripping on the seat.
The little angel and devil were at it again. The devil held all the cards.
Chris reached down and placed his hand over the soft hand of his passed out passenger. He squeezed his hand, forcing the hand under his to close over the swollen mushroom like head lying on his thigh. Chris began to move Janet's hand very slowly up and down in a rhythm he knew so well. Yet this wasn't his hand that was jerking him off. It was the unknowing hand of a grown woman. A woman he had been given charge of to get home safely. However, no guilt in the world could have stopped Chris now.
His hand held hers tightly and moved it slowly over the slick skin of his penis, back and forth, the speed gradually increasing until there was a steady rhythm. Suddenly Chris felt his legs shiver and his testicles began to churn. He knew what was going to happen from hours of practice but he was powerless to stop it. A moan escaped his lips as the swollen head lurched and began to spew his hot sperm from the wide-open slit. Chris struggled to keep the car on the road as throb after throb pulsed through his rod, spattering his juice down his thigh, all the way to his ankle. It was undoubtedly one of the most intense climaxes he had ever had in his young life.
Almost as soon as it started, it was over. Then the guilt set in. God he thought, as he worked to cover his now shrinking penis, what have I done? Now the angel on his shoulder was working overtime, heaping guilt on the embarrassed boy.
When they pulled up in front of Janet's house, he could tell that she was out cold. Chris picked her up and carried her into the house. He walked up the stairs with her in his arms trying to find her bedroom, with no help from her. The second door he tried seemed to be the largest bedroom so he walked in and placed her on the bed. As soon as he sat her down, she fell back on the bed. Chris started to leave then stopped and turned around. He couldn't leave her like that could he? He walked back over and knelt at her feet. At least, I'll take her shoes off and get her on the bed he thought. As he removed her shoes, he naturally spread her legs. He looked up and saw her panty-covered crotch for the third time that night. He was surprised that he hadn't noticed in the car that there was a large damp spot in the center of her silky underwear. God how he loved the sight of a pair of silk panties on a woman.
As Chris knelt at her feet, he could smell the scent of her perfume but there was also another smell that assailed his nostrils, it was a more earthy smell. One that he recognized from his experience with a female friend back at college; it was the sweet musky smell of a woman. Chris fought to keep his head from diving between her thighs.
Suddenly, Janet moaned then moved in her sleep, moving her legs and spreading her thighs until her skirt was almost to her waist. One leg was pulled up and the other stretched out. Now Chris could see her sex lips through the wet crotch of her thin panties.
Chris knew that he had to get out of there or he was going to do something that was going to get him into a lot of trouble. He stood quickly and placed Janet's legs on the bed then rushed out of the bedroom, practically running down the stairs to his car. The angel had won a small victory.
Chapter 2
The following morning Chris was up early and outside to work on his car. When he saw Dr. Redmond's car sitting in their driveway he smiled. His dad had reminded him at breakfast this morning that he was supposed to take the car back. Chris had acted like he hadn't remembered. In truth, he had thought about nothing else most of the night.
Frankly, Chris was surprised that Dr. Redmond had a slick red BMW Z3 convertible. Chris didn't think it fit her conservative style but sometimes the conservative ones were the wildest.
Chris walked over to the car and looked inside. Obviously Dr. Redmond didn't have an appreciation for fine automobiles Chris thought as he saw the state of disarray inside the car. He could also see that the outside was in bad need of a wax job. He sighed and went into the house and got the necessary material to wash and wax the car. It was a sin to mistreat such an automobile.
It took Chris about two hours to thoroughly clean and wax the car as well as clean up the inside. He treated the leather seats with a cleaner and shined up the vinyl. Then he washed the windows and put the top down. The little roadster was now shinning like new.
Chris waited until about eleven before he told his dad that he was going to drive over to Dr. Redmond's house to take the car back. His father asked if he wanted him to go along to bring him back home. He told him no and that he would take a bus or call a friend. In truth he didn't want his dad along in case he got a chance to talk to Dr. Redmond.
Driving the sporty car to the doctor's house was a ball for Chris. It handled like the precision driving machine that it was advertised to be.
When Chris pulled up in front of Dr. Redmond's house, he let out a whistle. He hadn't really noticed the house last night. The circular driveway went under a large pillared front, like a fancy southern hotel with marble steps to the giant front doors. The 'eye' business must be pretty good Chris thought.
Chris stopped the car in front of the steps and hopped out. He walked up and rang the doorbell. It seemed to take a long time before the door cracked open.
"Oh...uh...Chris, what...oh yes my car," Janet said, remembering that she had left the car at the Murphy's house. "Uh...I uh...I'm not quite up yet," Janet said as she squinted at the sunlight coming through the door.
"Sorry to bother you, here's the keys," Chris said and handed the keys through the door.
"Oh, uh...no...uh I'm being rude. If you'll give me a minute, I'll fix us some coffee."
Chris didn't drink coffee but he wasn't going to turn down a chance to talk with Dr. Redmond. "Sure thanks," he said as she opened the door.
"Oh, is that my car?" Janet said facetiously when she saw the shinny convertible in the driveway.
Chris smiled proudly. "Yep, it's yours, just needed a little cleaning."
"Oh my, thank you. I've been meaning to take it to the car wash," Janet said as she let Chris inside. "Sorry, my house keepers off on Sunday's so I have to fend for myself," she apologized.
Chris followed Janet through the large house to the kitchen. He didn't miss the fact that she was wearing a short white terry cloth robe and was barefooted. Her hair was a bit ruffled but Chris still thought she looked beautiful. He watched her bare legs as she led him into the kitchen and wondered what she had on under that robe.
Janet searched around the kitchen for the stuff needed to make coffee. She indicated that Chris should have a seat at the island bar. When she had the coffee maker working she turned and saw Chris looking out the French doors to the expansive back yard with a large pool and gazebo. She thought that Chris was as handsome as she remembered from last night. He had on a pair of tight blue jeans, a v-neck blue tee shirt and tennis shoes. She could tell that he worked out from his well-developed chest and arms. Janet felt a little unwanted thrill race through her in addition to some well-deserved guilt at her thoughts.
Chris turned around and saw Janet appraising him. He even saw her blush a little.
Janet took a seat on a barstool next to Chris. As she stepped up to sit on the high seat, her robe slipped open to reveal a large expanse of creamy white skin, almost all the way to her groin. Chris didn't miss the opportunity to look again. It did seem that she took a little longer than necessary to cover her legs.
"I'm sorry about last night, I never drink that much," Janet apologized.
"Don't worry about it, I'm in college, I know all about drinking too much," Chris smiled.
"Yea but I'm thir...well, let's just say that I'm old enough to know better.
When the coffee maker beeped Janet got off the stool and brought back two cups of coffee and sat them in front of them. "Cream or sugar?"
"Black is fine."
"Well, thanks again for bringing me home. You're a real gentleman," Janet said as she sipped her coffee.
Yea, a real gentleman Chris though as his mind wandered back to his own inappropriate behavior. He felt his face flush. "No problem," he said quickly to hide his guilt.
"How are you getting home?" Janet asked.
"I'll just catch a bus."
"A bus! That'll take you all afternoon. I'll drive you."
"Thanks," Chris said calmly but inside his mind was screaming, "Yes!"
Chris watched as she got the coffee pot and leaned over the bar to pour herself another cup. His eyes went immediately to the opening in her robe. He felt his heart skip a beat as he looked directly down her robe to her soft swaying breasts. He gulped as he saw her large breasts including one hard nipple. Suddenly his jeans were very tight in the crotch.
Janet walked around and sat down again, carelessly letting her robe fall from her crossed legs. This time she made no move to cover her legs. God she thought why am I doing this, he's just a kid. Still she couldn't stop her eyes from glancing down to Chris's tight jeans. She almost gasped when she saw the large bulge outlined by the tight denim.
Chris saw Janet's eyes directed at his crotch. His erection grew down his leg until it was bulging almost painfully in his jeans.
"So uh...do you have a girlfriend?" Janet asked, forcing her eyes to meet his.
"Yea, kind of. I mean I don't have a lot of free time but there was a girl at school that I sort of had a relationship with. She graduated this year so I guess I'm looking. What about your daughter," Chris said, nodding to a photo of a young woman on the counter, "is she available?" Then he laughed.
"She's in Europe for the summer. I'll introduce you if she gets home before you go back to school."
"I'd like that, she's pretty," Chris said then added, "like her mom." Again for the millionth time his face turned red.
"Thank you Chris," Janet said sincerely. "I don't feel very pretty right now. I must look a mess with my red eyes and no makeup."
Chris started to say that she looked pretty even now but thought better of it and kept his mouth shut.
"Let me get dressed and we can talk about the job while I take you home."
Several minutes later Janet was looking through her closet to find something to wear. She pulled out a pair of shorts that had become too small for her and a pink sweater. When she had the shorts and top on she looked in the mirror and saw that the panty line of her underwear showed. With a naughty thought she pulled the shorts off and removed the panties. When she had the shorts back on she turned around at the mirror to look at the rear view. That's better she thought. Then she noticed that, without panties, the crotch of the tight shorts was pressed very tight to her vagina, plainly outlining the lips. She shrugged and looked at her top again and realized that she could see the bra under the sweater. Well, I can't go without a bra she thought; I might be attacked before I make it out of the house. She made a compromise and put on a thin stretch bra that was almost transparent. While it gave her some support, it smoothed out her sweater, giving her breasts a soft rounded look.
Janet quickly fixed her hair and makeup, adding a pair of high-heeled sandals and looked one last time in the mirror. Not too bad for an old lady she thought as she hurried downstairs. By the time she reached the top of the steps she had to stop and catch her breath. The tight seam of her shorts had run up between her lips and was rubbing on her clit. She thought for a minute about going back in the bedroom and changing her shorts but then with a little thrill running through her, she walked down the steps.
Chris waited in the large living room, walking around and looking at photos, mostly of Janet and her daughter. He was holding a photo of Janet on a horse when she came down the stairs. He liked the photo of her. It was a rear view of her jumping her horse over a hurdle. The riding pants were stretched tightly over her buttocks.
"You like horses?" Janet said, startling Chris.
"Uh...well I've never been on one," Chris said as he turned around quickly and sat the photo down. His breath almost caught in his throat as he looked at Janet's transformation. His eyes were drawn to her large breasts, the nipples clearly poking through the thin material of her bra and sweater. Then those eyes moved to her crotch. He suppressed a gasp as he saw the way the shorts hugged her groin.
"Ready to go," Janet asked, smiling at Chris's wide-eyed expression.
"Su...sure," he stuttered and followed her out of the house. Chris's little devil was at it again as he watched her tight buns move in front of him. He looked for a panty line but concluded that she either had on a thong or she wasn't wearing panties. Chris felt his already painfully hard penis twitch in his jeans.
"Here, you can drive," Janet said and handed Chris the keys to the BMW.
"Thanks," he said and hurried over to open the door for Janet.
As Chris drove, he was very much aware of Janet sitting next to him. He could see her smooth tanned legs and smell her perfume; neither did anything to reduce his excitement.
During the trip Janet explained the job to Chris. It was basically a 'jack of all trades' and general handyman around the office. Janet had quite a bit of equipment that needed simple repair as well as non-technical adjustments. There were also several other doctors in the medical suite that Chris would be working for as well. However, most of his time would be spent with her. There were two women assistants that were responsible for appointments as well as customer billing.
Chris readily agreed to the job.
Chapter 3
Chris arrived at work early Monday morning. He was introduced around, meeting all the doctors and the two assistants then he was put to work. He was a quick learner and found that he liked the job immediately. While he worked for the other doctors as well, he spent most of his time in or around Janet's office. He especially liked that he worked closely with Janet, helping her set up and adjust the equipment for patients and preparing supplies. It wasn't hard work and it paid a lot more than he made at the pizza restaurant.
While Chris loved working around Janet, he had a very difficult time keeping his eyes off of her and he had plenty of pinched fingers from the equipment to prove it. He liked it when she would sit in her chair and slide over to a cabinet to get a file, spreading her legs in the process. Within several weeks, Chris knew every pair of panties Janet owned.
It seemed to be a little unspoken game with them. He knew that she knew he was watching her and it was apparent that she really didn't mind. Often it seemed that she would spread her legs a little more than necessary or bend over in front of him, letting him look down her blouse. Chris left the office many days with a raging hard on, which he promptly took care of when he got home.



Janet was very much aware of Chris's wandering eyes. She knew that she shouldn't tease him but she reasoned that he was going to look anyway and after all it was only harmless fun. She also knew that Chris was fond of her silk panties and her thigh high nylons. She had purposely bought a whole new wardrobe of sexy underwear and took every opportunity to expose it to him. God she almost felt like a sexy teenager again.
On one busy day, Janet had been working so hard that she didn't realize that it was lunchtime.
"Can I interest you in lunch?" Chris asked. Most days they simply ordered sandwiches from the local deli.
"Is it lunch time already?"
"Yea. It's such a beautiful day...do you want to go out and get a hot dog from the vendor across the street and eat it in the park?" Chris asked hopefully.
"That sounds like a great idea. I don't have a patient until 2:15 anyway."
A few minutes later Chris and Janet were sitting under a large oak tree on a hill in the park eating lunch. Chris used his lab coat as a blanket for Janet to sit on. He sat on the grass in his jeans.
"We need to get a blanket so we don't get your jacket dirty," Janet said.
"Actually I have one in the car," Chris said.
"I'll bet you do," Janet smiled.
Chris could smell Janet's perfume as it was carried on the warm breeze. He suddenly blurted "God you smell good," then blushed and said, "Uh...uh I mean that perfume is very nice, what is it?"
"Thank you sweety, it's called Lavender Bliss. It's my favorite," Janet said with a smile. Then she lay back on the coat beneath her, looking up at the crystal blue sky. "What a beautiful day," she said as she watched the soft summer breeze carry large white clouds across the sky.
Chris lay beside her, almost touching, his head on his hand, looking at her and not the sky. He watched her breast rise and fall with her slow breathing. He could see her blouse stretch over her somewhat flattened breasts, the brown of her nipples just visible under the layers of clothes. When he looked up at her face, so close to him, he saw a strange look on her face, a look he took to be submission. Chris moved his head down slowly until his lips touched hers.
Janet knew it was happening but her muscles wouldn't move to stop it. She felt Chris's lips press to hers and a little moan, almost a whine, escaped her lips.
Chris was elated beyond his wildest dreams when Janet didn't push him away. His tongue came out and pressed on Janet's tightly closed lips. Now he was the one to moan when his tongue pried her lips apart and slid into her mouth. Without a thought, Chris's hand slid up under Janet's lab coat and wrapped around her covered breasts. Even through the blouse and bra, he could feel the heat and softness of her breast.
Janet suddenly groaned and pushed Chris forcefully away and set up. She was breathing hard. "We've got to get back, I have patients," Janet mumbled and got up, walking quickly back down the grassy hill.
Chris lay there shocked and ashamed. He couldn't believe he had actually kissed her. He could still taste her in his mouth and feel her soft breast in his hand. Her sweet perfume was all over him.
Janet was all business when they arrived back at the office. She chastised herself for letting her emotions get away from her. Still she could feel the wetness in her panties. She even considered taking them off in the hope that it would somehow relieve the unwanted excitement that was still coursing through her.
At first Chris was happy and proud of what he had done; he had been able to get this beautiful older woman to let him kiss her, not to mention the fact that he had felt her breast. However, as the day wore on, Chris realized that he had made a big mistake. For the first time since he had worked for her, Janet treated him like an employee. She no longer teased him and her demeanor was one of coldness. Chris was kicking himself now for moving too fast and spoiling everything.
The following day at the office was no better. Janet was very abrupt with Chris, only talking business. She kept her legs tightly closed.
Chris didn't know that Janet was blaming herself for what happened, not him. She was feeling tremendous guilt at letting this young boy kiss her and fondle her breast.
Chris was dejected and depressed when he went home that evening. He didn't see how he could continue to work in the office with Dr. Redmond. He had been such an idiot. He decided to resign. Instead of talking to her, he wrote her a letter of resignation and left it under the door that night.
When Janet opened the door to the office the next morning, she stepped on the letter. She picked it up and saw that it was Chris's handwriting. With great apprehension she sat at her desk and opened it, her hands shaking.
"Dear Dr. Redmond,
I hereby tender my resignation, effective immediately. I'm sorry that I'm doing it this way but I have great difficulty explaining myself to you. I want to apologize for what happened the other day. I know that I was way out of line when I kissed you. Even this letter is out of line.
Whenever I'm around you I find that I can't stop watching you and I struggle to control myself. I know that I shouldn't say this but I masturbate almost every night thinking of you. I can still smell your perfume when I get home at night and hear the whisper of your silk stocking as you move.
I must also apologize for taking advantage of you in ways that I am too embarrassed to even mention in this letter. Please forgive me if I have upset you. I sincerely appreciate you letting me work for you the last month, I have learned a great deal. You have been more than kind to me.
I hope that what I have done does not jeopardize my father's business relationship with you.
Sincerely, Chris"
Janet closed the letter and wiped her eyes. Chris had it all wrong she thought. She was the one that needed to apologize to him for leading him on.
Janet waited until she had a break for the day and called Chris's house. His mom answered and said she hadn't seen him, and then she became concerned that he wasn't at work. Obviously he hadn't told her that he had quit. Janet made some excuse, saying she thought he had said he had to run an errand. Then she asked for Chris's cell phone number.
After several tries, Janet finally got through to Chris.
"Chris, this is Janet."
"Uh...hello Dr. Redmond," Chris said, apprehensive that she was going to scold him for the letter.
"Chris, I think we need to talk. Can you meet me at the College Pub on University Way at 5:30?"
"Yea...I guess," Chris said, still apprehensive.
Janet hung up the phone and sat back in her chair. Now what was she going to say to him? She was struggling with her own emotions, so how was she going to handle the emotions of a young boy? She knew that she couldn't get involved with such a young man but she also didn't want to hurt him. Maybe there was a way they could work this out.
Chris arrived a little late because of an accident on the expressway. He walked into the bar and looked for Janet. He saw her waving to him from a booth in the back. He made his way through the happy hour crowd and slid in the booth across from her, searching her eyes for anger.
"Hi Chris," she said with a little smile.
"Hi."
"Would you like something to drink," she said as the waitress came over.
"Sure a coke would be fine."
"Alright, a coke and another whisky sour for me," Janet said, ordering her third drink.
"Chris honey, I've been thinking all day about your letter and what I was going to say to you. I don't know how this will come out but I need to apologize to you."
"Apologize to me? What for?" Chris said, clearly amazed.
Janet reached over and took Chris's hand and said, "Because I have taken advantage of you. I thought it was just fun, teasing you, but now I know that I was wrong. I have stepped out of bounds and I shouldn't have."
"Dr. Redmond, how could you possible be taking advantage of me? I'm the one that...that," Chris stopped when Janet reached up and put her fingers to his lips.
"Shhh...I'm the one that should know better. Chris, I like you, you are a sexy and handsome young man. I don't know why you would even be interested in an old lady like me when there are so many good looking girls that would love to have a boyfriend like you."
"You're not old," Chris said, "you're the sexiest and prettiest woman I've ever seen."
"Thank you sweety," Janet said then got up and came around and slid into the booth next to Chris. She took his hand and said, "Chris, I don't want you to leave, I think we make a pretty good team. Why don't you come back to work and tomorrow we can talk about some rules? I know you are attracted to me and frankly I'm attracted to you. But you also know that a relationship between you and I would never work out." Janet paused and looked into Chris's eyes, so close to her. When Chris didn't answer her she said, "Do we have a deal?"
Chris sighed and took a deep breath. He could smell that perfume again and feel her warm thigh pressed to him. "Dr. Redmond," he said.
"Janet."
"Janet, there is something you should know. I...I uh...I took advantage of you the night I drove you home," Chris stuttered.
"Chris," Janet interrupted, "I was drunk, not dead."
Chris paused for a second, trying to absorb what she had just said. Suddenly his mouth dropped open. "You knew?"
"Let's just say that I remember some of it."
"Chris was totally stunned. "Wow," was all he could muster.
"Listen, we'll talk about this tomorrow," Janet said as a slow song came on the jukebox. "Right now let's finish that dance that your father interrupted at the party." She slid out of the booth and held her hand out to Chris.
Chris stepped into Janet's warm arms and pulled her close. Immediately he was enveloped in her sweet smell and the feel of her soft breasts pressed to his chest. Before the song was half way through his excitement was apparent.
When Janet felt it she pulled her head back and looked up into Chris's face and said, "Your incorrigible," then she smiled and shook her head, her pretty eyes sparkling.
Chris took that as encouragement and pulled her tight to his body, no longer worried that she could feel his erection pressing to her stomach. As the dance continued, Chris's hands slowly slid down until they were at the top of her cheeks, inching lower.
"Hands," Janet said without looking up. Still her body melted into his as her hips matched his subtle movements. Her panties had been wet since she had first read his letter, now they were positively dripping. God, what was she doing she thought?
The two danced several dances before they left the pub. Again, Janet had a little too much to drink. When they got outside and the cool air hit her she felt the liquor and staggered just a bit. "Damn, I knew that I shouldn't have had that last drink."

"Let me drive you home, then I can pick you up tomorrow morning on the way to work," Chris said reaching for the car keys that Janet had in her hands. While Chris was being gallant, he also wanted a few more minutes with her.
"Alright," Janet said, realizing that it was the safest thing to do.
Chris opened the door to Janet's car and let her get in. He watched as she sat back and lifted her pretty legs into the small car. A quick glimpse of her white thighs above her thigh high nylons was all he wanted. He got the full view, all the way to her pretty yellow panties.
When they pulled up in front of Janet's house, Chris turned the engine off and sat looking at Janet.
When he didn't get out to open the door she turned to look at him. She knew what he wanted. Should she? She knew that a kiss would be going to far again. The question went unanswered as Chris moved forward and put his arm around her and pulled her toward him.
Chris could have climaxed right there as he felt Janet's soft lips touch his. He opened his mouth but didn't dare push his tongue in. A moan escaped his lips when he felt her tongue move into his mouth. His body shivered as he closed his lips around her probing tongue, sucking her sweet saliva into his mouth.
Janet felt Chris's shaking hand slide under her jacket and tentatively up her body. Her brain wanted her to stop him but her heart wouldn't let her. It was her turn to moan as Chris's hand cupped her covered breast. She tried to think straight as she felt him open one button of her blouse and slowly insinuate his hand inside to cover one soft bra encased breast.
Chris felt his heart pounding in his chest as he felt the weight of Janet's breast in his hands. He squeezed it and used his thumb to rub across the nipple, causing it to spring to hardness. His hand slid down to the skin below her bra. He snaked his fingers under the elastic of her bra and started to push the bra up. He moaned as his hand cupped her soft bare breast, forcing the bra above her large orb.
Janet quickly pulled her mouth away from Chris and said, "I've got to go in." Her breathing was coming in short gasps as she pressed Chris away from her. When she saw the look of concern on his face she moved forward and kissed his lips quickly but tenderly. That ended up in another long deep tongue kiss. Janet felt her hips begin to move up and down on the seat. She moaned as she felt Chris's hand touched her stocking covered knee. Her legs slowly moved apart without her even realizing what was happening.
The silk of her nylon felt smooth and cool under his hand as Chris moved slowly up her thigh. His hand was shaking by the time it reached the warm skin above the nylon top. When his fingers reached her humid crotch, he felt Janet grab his hand to keep his fingers from touching the swollen lips. Still his fingers briefly touched her wet panties before she pulled him away.
Janet sat shaking in the seat next to Chris, trying to catch her breath. She sighed then reached into her blouse to place her breasts back inside her bra. "I have to go in," she said weakly.
Chris hopped out of the car with a wide smile on his face. He opened the door for her and reached his hand down to help her out. He walked her up the steps and waited while she used her key to unlock the door.
Janet pushed the door open and turned to Chris. Then she went up on her tiptoes and kissed him quickly again. "Go home," she said and touched his face with her open palm. She turned and hurried into the house. As soon as the door closed she fell back against it, her legs almost collapsing. She was going to need to change her panties right away. It was Janet's turn to rush to her room to masturbate.
Chapter 4
When Chris returned to work the next day, things were a little tense at first but soon both he and Janet relaxed. Tension was quickly replaced by sexual electricity when Janet had told Chris that they could have a little fun but there would be no touching. Chris was ready to agree to just about anything.
They were both busy all day but that didn't stop Chris from stealing several looks between Janet's legs. She would just smile indulgently at him as she went about her business. She was very casual about her movements; her legs remaining open longer then respectable. Several times she brushed her breast against Chris, causing her own nipples to harden.
Several days' later things began to heat up again for the pair. Janet and Chris were eating lunch and talking at her desk as they often did. Chris was excited as always to be close to Janet. They were talking about relationships they had had over the years. Chris admitted that he hadn't had a lot of sexual experience. He told her that he had a girlfriend in high school and they eventually had sex before he left for college. His next sexual encounter didn't occur until college.
Janet realized that Chris was being a little coy about his relationship with the girl in college. She probed him, curious as to what they relationship had been like.
"Come on, tell me about her," Janet asked.
"We did some stuff," Chris said as his face turned red.
Now Janet was truly curious. "What stuff?"
"Boy, you don't give up do you," Chris said with a smile. "Alright, we never actually had sex or I guess I should say intercourse."
"Really, what kind of sex did you have?"
Chris took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Well, I would go over to her apartment several times a week and...and uh...you know...I would uh...use my mouth."
"Use your mouth?"
"Yea, you know, eat her."
Janet sucked in her breath. She felt an electric shock of excitement run right to her groin. "That's...that's all you...uh did?"
"Yea. She was engaged and her finance wouldn't eat her, but I was more than willing. I didn't know how to do it but she taught me. God, sometimes I would go over there and eat her for several hours."
Now Janet's heart was pounding in her chest as she tried to control her breathing. "So...so uh would she do anything...you know for you?"
"Most of the time no. Sometimes she would use her hand on me and you know, jerk on me until I came."
"Wasn't that frustrating for you?" Janet asked as her panties filled with her juice.
"No not really, I loved eating her. I would have done it even if she didn't do anything for me. I would generally go home and take care of myself anyway. I do that a lot you know," Chris said with a shy smile.
"So do you still masturbate nightly thinking of me?" Janet asked as her excitement mounted.
"Uh...that's an embarrassing question," Chris said.
"Do you?"
"Yes."
Janet's heart was beating so fast she was afraid she was going to hyperventilate. "Show me," she said in rush of breath.
"What?" Chris said, thinking he had heard her wrong.
"Masturbate for me, I want to watch," Janet said, trying desperately to keep her voice calm.
"I can't...I can't do that here," Chris said, still not believing that she was serious.
"Yes you can," Janet said starting to clean off her desk. After her desk was clear she sat back in her chair. When Chris didn't more she looked at him and said, "Come on chicken."
Chris's heart was now pounding as well. Alright he thought, I'll call her bluff. He slowly stood up and began to unbuckle his belt, thinking that Janet would stop him. He unsnapped his jeans, waiting for Janet to say stop. When she didn't say anything, he turned and looked at the office door.
"It's locked," Janet said in answer to his unasked question.
God she was serious Chris thought. With shaking hands he slowly pulled his zipper down. He could feel his penis straining against his pants. He reached into his boxer briefs and wrapped his hand around his hard shaft. He felt sweat break out on his brow as he again waited for Janet to stop him.
"Pull them down," Janet said in a matter of fact manner but her voice came out at a higher pitch than normal. Her hips began to move in a barely visible back and forth motion on the chair. Her swollen lips throbbed with excitement. She knew that she should stop this but her excitement was far too great.
This was it Chris thought as he began to push his jeans and underwear down his thighs. Suddenly his hard penis popped out of his underwear.
"Oh my," Janet exclaimed when she saw Chris's throbbing erection. She was surprised by his size. His penis was long and wide with a large crimson head. Janet hadn't seen that many penises but his certainly was bigger then the few she was familiar with.
Chris stood there proudly, his penis bobbing in front of him, pulsing with a life of its own. He watched Janet's eyes as they focused on his private parts. He felt an incredible thrill race through him as he stood almost naked in front of her. Slowly his hand reached up and grasped the shaft as he had done in private a million times before. His penis felt searing hot as his hand began to slide up and down the shaft. Within a second, a bubble of clear juice appeared on the tip, growing in size until it began to drip to the desk in a long silvery strand. "Uh...the desk," Chris said as his juice dripped to the wooden surface.



Janet turned without a word and reached for a newspaper, then opened it and spread it across her desk.
God she really wanted him to do this Chris thought.
Almost as if she were reading his mind, Janet said, "I was married for twenty years and I never saw...never saw my husband masturbate. Do it for me, do it for me," she almost hissed, her eyes burning with lust.
Chris continued to move his hand up and down, his wide eyes focused on the beautiful lady across the desk from him.
"Yes," Janet breathed, her hands gripping the chair arms until her knuckles were turning white.
"I'm going to need a little help," Chris said. In fact, he needed no help as he was fighting to keep from shooting his cream already.
Janet saw where Chris's eyes were focused and realized what he wanted. She slowly stood as if in a trance and took off her white lab coat, leaving her in a thin silky white blouse through which her lacy bra could clearly be seen. She sat back down, her legs suddenly unable to hold her.
"Come on Dr. Redmond," Chris said formally, "Come on and show me something if you want to see my juice squirt."
Janet reached up and slowly opened the top button of her blouse, her eyes never leaving Chris's pulsing erection. Then she opened the second button and the third until her blouse was hanging open. She pulled the blouse back to reveal her large breasts encased in the lacy bra.
"Oh God," Chris moaned, now fighting desperately to hold back his climax. He held his breath as Janet reached for the clasp between her now heaving breasts.
Janet hesitated as she looked into Chris's eyes. She bit her lip and moved her eyes back to Chris's hand now moving rapidly up and down his penis. The head was swollen and shinny, the skin stretched impossible tight.
Chris held his breath as he watched her fingers frozen on the clasp. He saw her fingers move and suddenly the stretchy material of the bra flung apart, freeing Janet's beautiful breast to his wide eyes.
"Oh God, oh God. Yesssss!!!" Chris screamed as the swollen head pulsed several times then shot an incredible stream of white sperm all the way across the desk, hitting Janet directly between her exposed breasts.
"Ohhhh!" Janet moaned, startled by the force and the heat of Chris's stream of juice. Suddenly she felt a quiver between her legs. She squeezed her legs together, fighting off a rush of excitement but unable to hold off her own climax. Her eyes hooded as she watched Chris's penis pulse over and over, squirting streams of juice onto the paper lying on the desk. Janet's own sex lips were pulsing in time with the organ exposed in front of her.
Finally, when there was no more juice left, Chris placed his hands on the desk and leaned forward, his eyes closed in exhaustion.
Janet took a deep breath and looked down at the white cream that was beginning to trickle down her chest. Then surprising even herself, she used her fingers to smear the sticky liquid over her breasts and hard nipples. Then she pulled her bra back together and hooked it. When she had buttoned up her blouse she looked at Chris and said softly, "Let's get back to work."
Chapter 5
Janet was thankful that she was having Wayne over that evening. After the episode with Chris, her pussy throbbed with need all day. Several times she almost ran to the bathroom to masturbate. Strangely she felt no guilt at what she had done. She still felt that it was only fun and that she could control it.
Wayne was going to be surprised when he arrived at Janet's house tonight. She had prepared a special candlelight dinner for him. She even put on his favorite sexy white dress. What Wayne would see later was that she had shaved off all her pubic hair. Janet decided she wanted to try to open Wayne up a little bit and maybe get him to use his mouth on her.
During the evening Janet was very much aware of her smooth shaven sex lips. It was so exciting to feel the silk of her underwear rubbing on her now bare sexual parts. She could even smell her excitement.
Unfortunately the evening didn't go as Janet had hoped. While Wayne said he loved her shaved lips, she couldn't entice him to use his mouth on her. Another frustration for her was that he always insisted on using condoms. He felt that they should wait for marriage before they had sex without protection. She longed to feel the skin of his shaft and the hot cream deep inside her. Still he insisted that it was the prudent thing to do.
Janet went to work the following day less than satisfied. Wayne had pounded into her for over an hour last night yet all Janet could think of was Chris's hard shaft and his hot cum hurling through the air and splattering on her heaving chest.
Chris noticed right away that there was something different with Janet. He couldn't quite put his finger on it but she seemed to be a little friendlier to him. She brushed her breasts against him several times, violating her own rule of no touching again and again. If she kept that up he was going to attack her he thought.
"How about lunch in the park today?" Janet suggested.
"Sure sounds great to me," Chris smiled back. "I just have to finish moving this piece of equipment and wash up. How about I get the blanket from my car?"
"Great."
A half hour later, Janet and Chris were sitting on the hill in the park under their favorite tree. Chris had placed the blanket on the far side of the hill, giving them more privacy. Janet didn't object.
After they had eaten, they were lying looking up at the sky and talking.
"So, how was your evening?" Chris asked with a snide smile. He knew that Wayne was coming over to Janet's house for dinner.
"Alright," Janet said, her frustration obvious.
"That good huh?"
"Wayne's a sweet guy but far too conservative. I haven't figured out how to open him up."
Chris turned to Janet and propped his head on his hand. He watched her breast move up and down with her easy breathing. "I guess there aren't a lot of guys out there like me huh?" Chris laughed.
"Unfortunately not," Janet said and turned to face Chris. "Did you think about me last night and...and you know..." Janet said.
"Masturbate? Of course."
Janet smiled and looked down without embarrassment at Chris's groin. Without even thinking she licked her lips. "Do it for me again," Janet breathed.
"Here?" Chris said and looked over his shoulder to make sure no one had ventured close to them, then back at Janet.
"Yes," she said in a whisper.
"Well, I've shown you mine, I think I need to see yours," Chris said hopefully.
Janet's face flushed. It wasn't as if she hadn't expected this. Without a word she lay back on her back and closed her eyes.
Chris looked at her without understanding. When she didn't move for some time, he reached over and placed his hand on her thigh. Chris felt his heart flutter when she didn't push his hand away. Slowly he pushed the material of her pleated skirt up her thigh. Inch by inch his hand moved, hoping on hope that she wouldn't stop him. He watched as more of her smooth nylons came into view until he could see the creamy skin above the top seam. Then with a quick flick he threw her skirt up on her stomach. "Oh my God," he moaned when he saw that she wasn't wearing panties. Even more exciting to him was that all of her pubic hair was gone.
Janet moaned as she felt the young boy's eyes on her swollen sex lips. She could feel her juice begin to trickle from her, running to the blanket beneath her. Suddenly she felt Chris's hand begin to slide up her thigh. She sat up quickly and grabbed his hand. "You said you wanted to look and now you've had your look."
"Your beautiful," Chris said.
"Do it for me," Janet said.
Chris reached for the snap of his jeans and opened it, then pulled his zipper down. He had left his underwear off today. His erection sprang out of his jeans, throbbing in front of Janet's lustful eyes.
Chris went back to his position with his head on his hand, making no move to touch himself.
Janet looked up at him with a questioning look on her face. She saw him smile. She knew what he wanted. Did she dare?
Chris watched as Janet's hand reached out hesitantly. He could see her hand visibly shaking as it neared his throbbing erection. "Oh God," he moaned when her warm, soft hand wrapped around him. He had never in his young life felt anything so exciting.
Janet shivered as she felt the hot but soft skin of Chris's penis in her hand. She couldn't believe that she was doing this. But yet her hand didn't let go. Slowly she started to move her hand up and down, her breath coming in short gasps, almost in time to her movement. She could actually feel Chris's heart beat through the hard shaft. She could feel it pulse with blood, alive in her hand.
Chris was now shaking as well. He reached over and pulled Janet's surprised face toward him.
Janet moaned as she felt Chris's tongue enter her mouth. She stopped moving her hand for as second while their tongues dueled. Then she felt Chris's hips begin to move, reminding her to move her hand again.
Their bodies were very close together now.
Janet jumped when she felt the hot and wet head of Chris's penis touch her thigh above her nylon tops. She continued to move her hand as she heard Chris moan. Suddenly the swollen head of his penis pushed between Janet's closed thighs, only inches from her own throbbing sex lips.
"Oh yes, oh yes," Chris moaned as he felt her warm thighs squeeze him. "I'm going to...oh God, I'm going to cummmmmm!" Chris hissed as his penis pulsed in Janet's hand and began to squirt his hot juice between her thighs.
Janet could feel the cum running up the shaft and then shoot out the swollen head as her hand moved rapidly up and down. She moaned and shivered, a little climax running through her when she felt Chris's thick juice coating her thighs. The head pulsed and spit over and over until his juice was running down her legs, some of it even touching her swollen lips. She continued to pump the shaft until nothing more could come out.
Chris fell away from Janet in a swoon. He lay on his back breathing hard.
"We have to get back," Janet said and stood up, dropping her skirt over her wet thighs.
"Uh here," Chris said and reached a napkin to Janet.
"That's okay, I'll clean up when I get back to the office."
In fact, Janet didn't clean up. She liked the feel of his warm juice sticking to her legs as she worked. She let Chris's sperm dry on her thighs.
Chapter 6
Several days later Janet had to put her car in the shop so she asked Chris to take her home. Since the lunch in the park they hadn't had any time together. Janet continued flashing Chris and he would go home every day with an erection tenting his pants. She knew that Chris couldn't take much more so she intended to give him some relief with her hand when they got to her house. Janet knew that this was a new and somewhat dangerous step for her but she couldn't seem to help herself.
When they pulled up outside, Janet asked Chris if he wanted to come in for a minute and have a coke. Obviously he was very eager to have some time alone with her.
They walked into the kitchen and Janet offered Chris a coke.
"I'd rather have a beer, I'll be 21 in a couple of months," Chris said.
"Well, I guess it's okay," Janet said, taking two bottle of beer out of the refrigerator. She handed one to Chris and walked over to the island bar.
Chris leaned against the sink and appraised Janet as he opened his beer.
Instead of sitting on the bar stool, Janet hopped up on the counter, her already short skirt pulling up her thighs. She could see Chris's eyes on her exposed thighs and felt a familiar little thrill race through her.
"I guess you'll be heading back to school in another month huh?" Janet said, making small talk.
"Yea, but I guess I'm not really looking forward to it anymore," Chris answered with a sigh as he looked at Janet's legs.
"I'm sure you'll find someone to help you out with your little problem," Janet laughed, indicating the bulge in Chris's pants with the bottle of beer she held in her hand.
Chris walked over and sat on a bar stool close to Janet's exposed legs. From his position he would be able to look directly up her skirt if she moved just a little bit in his direction. He looked up at Janet and said, "Let me look again."
"I don't know Chris, I think we are going a little too far," Janet said acting like she didn't want to do it.
"Come on Janet, as you said, I will be going back to school soon. Please."
Janet sighed and said "Alright, but remember, no touching." With that she turned toward Chris and opened her legs.
Chris focused his eyes on Janet's spread legs. He could see her panty-covered crotch very well in the bright lights of the kitchen. "Take your panties off for me, I can't see anything."
"Chris," Janet said in mock exasperation.
"Come on, I won't touch."
"Turn around," she said modestly.
"Why?" Chris asked in surprise.
"Just do it...a lady has to have some modesty."
Chris turned his head. He heard rustling beside him then jumped when a pair of pink panties fell into his lap. He turned back to see that Janet now had her legs crossed, letting him only see her pretty thigh. Chris picked up the panties and brought them to his nose and inhaled deeply. Then he took the silky material and rubbed it across his cheek. With a smile he pushed the panties into his pocket.
Janet could feel her lips swelling and her juice begin to run onto the counter. Slowly she uncrossed her legs, her knees still together. She watched as Chris reached his hands out and touched her knees. She started to say, "No touching" but nothing would come out of her mouth. She allowed him to push her knees apart until the skirt prevented her legs from moving wider apart.
"Oh God," Chris muttered as he looked between Janet's legs and saw her swollen sex lips. He could see the clear juice glistening on the lips and running slowly to the counter. He felt Janet tense when he reached down and lifted her feet and placed them on the counter, forcing her to fall back on her hands.
Again Janet wanted to tell him to stop but her voice failed. Her heart was beating rapidly in her chest as she watched the young man stare between her legs. "Chris, no," she said when his head bent forward and kissed the inside of her knee. She saw him smile up at her then turn to the other knee and place a little kiss there. "Chris," she said again as his lips kissed a little farther down her thigh. Her legs began to tremble as he brought his tongue out and licked her thigh, leaving a little wet spot on her soft skin.
Chris could smell her excitement. He looked up at her and said, "Lay back."
"Chris no," Janet said without conviction.
"Lay back," he said again firmly. His shaft throbbed in his pants as he watched her slowly lay back on the counter. He knew that he had won this round. She was going to let him use his mouth on her.
Slowly Chris moved closer to his goal, kissing his way down her thighs. He could almost feel the heat radiating from her groin as his lips move ever closer.
"Chris stop," Janet said, looking up at the ceiling. She reached down to grab his head. However, she didn't seem to have the strength to push him away. "Oh God, oh God," she moaned as she felt Chris's mouth close enough to feel his hot breath on her lips. Then she let out an "Ohhhh!!!" as she felt his tongue touch her pulsing sex lips. "Oh, oh, oh, Chris, ahhhhhh," Janet whined as his tongue separated her swollen lips and then dove deep into her wet hole.
Chris was in heaven. His face was buried in this beautiful woman's warm and fragrant crotch. He had never tasted anything so sweet. His tongue dove in deep and brought her juice to his mouth over and over. He used all the techniques his college lover had taught him to bring Janet pleasure. Her hands held his head tight as her hips bucked up into his mouth.
"Oh yes, oh yes Chris, eat me, please don't stop," Janet moaned, giving up any pretext of wanting him to stop.
Suddenly Chris felt her thighs wrap around his head and her hips buck up into his mouth. He would have smiled had his mouth not been occupied. He could barely hear her scream as his face was locked between her squeezing thighs. Then his mouth circled her hard clit and sucked it into his mouth.
"Oh my Goddddddd!!!" Janet screamed as another climax rushed through her. She pulled on Chris's hair as if she were afraid he would pull away. But he continued to eat her through one climax after another, over and over until finally her thighs fell away and her legs dropped to the counter in exhaustion. Still she felt his mouth kissing her lips, lapping up her juice. She looked at the clock and realized that he had been eating her for over an hour.
When Janet finally pulled Chris's head from her crotch, she saw him smile up at her. He cheeks and chin were literally dripping with her juice.
It took a few minutes for Janet to recover from her numerous orgasms. When she did she pushed Chris away and stood up on very weak legs. "Your turn," she said with a satisfied smile.
Chris turned and hopped onto the counter where Janet had just been. He watched as she sat in the chair between his legs, looking directly at his tented pants. Without a word she reached up and unbuckled his pants then pulled the zipper down. When her hands reached for his pants he lifted up and let her pull them, along with his underwear, all the way to his feet. He was left sitting naked from the waist down with his pants and underwear hanging from his ankles. There were goose bumps on his thighs from the cold tile of the counter. His thighs were the only part of his body that was cold. Chris wanted to act calm, like he had this done to him every day, yet inside he was shaking with excitement.
Janet sat back and looked at Chris's throbbing penis with the almost angry red head and the skin stretched so taught that it looked painful. This was the closest view she had had of his equipment yet. Her hand reached out and cupped his large balls, holding them as if they were ripe lemons, her fingers running across the rippled skin. She hadn't noticed how big they were the last time as her focus had been on the much longer part of his anatomy. They were positively huge, more than filling her hand. Then she used her other hand to grasp the shaft, forcing it to pulse with excitement. There was more than enough room to get both hands on his shaft without covering the head. Suddenly she felt her mouth begin to water as she watched the large head begin to drip his clear juice. It fascinated her to watch it bubble from the slit like a teardrop from a crying eye, only much thicker. She squeezed her hand and milked it upward, forcing the juice to begin to stream out, running down the head to trickle across her fingers.
Chris watched in amazement as Janet brought her fingers to her mouth and tentative stuck her tongue out to lick her finger. She looked pleased with herself as she tasted his juice. It was like she had crossed some barrier. Then her tongue came out and licked between the fingers, cleaning them of his juice. Chris had to moan when she grabbed his penis again and pulled it down close to her lips. He could feel her warm breath on his very hot penis. He watched with bated breath as her mouth opened and she stuck out her tongue.
Janet sat the drooling tip of his penis on her tongue and worked her hand up the shaft until a large drop of juice ran out. She waited as it slowly ran down the slit to drip onto her tongue. Then she closed her eyes and swallowed, a little moan escaping her lips. Without hesitation, she opened her mouth and took the swollen head into her mouth.
Chris moaned as he watched Janet's mouth suck him inside. He knew that he couldn't last long after the stimulation of eating her. Then he was lost when her mouth started making loud sucking noises and her hand began to work up and down his shaft. "Oh God, oh God, suck me," he hissed as his hips began to push up, forcing himself deep into her willing mouth.



Janet's heart was beating wildly in her chest as she felt a much thicker juice begin to stream out of him. It tasted stronger, saltier, telling her that he was close to climax.
"Oh Janet, I'm going to cum," Chris warned, expecting her to pull her mouth away. He remembered from a conversation that they had that she didn't like swallowing cum. But when she didn't pull away, he started to panic, fearing that she hadn't heard him. "Janet, I'm going to cum," he said louder. He heard her moan deep in her throat and knew that she had heard his warning. "Oh my God," he screamed and pushed his hips up, forcing himself to the back of her throat. He felt like his head was going to explode as his balls tightened, forcing his pent up sperm to rush up the shaft. "Ahhhh!" he hissed through clenched teeth as his juice shot out of the swollen head, deep into her throat.
Because Chris's penis was so deep in her throat, Janet didn't even taste the first squirt of juice. Then she pulled her mouth back, refusing to be denied, and let the next volley land on her tongue. Before she could even swallow, more poured out, filling her mouth and making her cheeks bulge. She knew that she had to swallow soon or it would start to run from the corners of her mouth; there just wasn't enough room for all that juice and his swollen head in her mouth. With a deep breath she swallowed once, then again, feeling the hot thick juice slide down her throat. Suddenly her mouth was empty and she was sucking desperately for more, like a baby at its mother's tit. She was rewarded with several more squirts of juice as she squeezed the shaft and massaged his balls tenderly.
Chris fell back on the counter gasping for breath.
Janet sat back proudly and licked her lips. When she saw another drop of juice ooze out of the head she quickly lapped it up. It dawned on her that not every man's cum tasted the same. The few times that she had done it to Roger, it tasted bitter and very strong. Chris's tasted almost sweet by comparison. She decided that she loved his taste.
Chapter 7
After that evening, Chris and Janet were almost insatiable; at every opportunity they would please each other orally. Janet no longer bothered with panties at the office as they just got in the way. One afternoon Chris pushed her over the desk, knelt behind her and began to lick her wet sex lips. Then he totally shocked her when he spread the cheeks of her ass and pushed his tongue between her tight little back hole. She moaned so loud that they were afraid that the assistants outside the office could hear her. Yet that didn't stop Chris from reaming her ass until she actually had a climax without stimulation of her vagina.
Chris told her later that his college friend had taught him that women loved a tongue between their cheeks. She made a note that if she ever met this girl she would have to thank her for making Chris such a wonderful oral lover.
Chris loved the new Janet, even if he had a hard time keeping up with her. She was now the one that initiated sex, wanting it all the time and everywhere. They even had sex on the parking lot at work, like two horny teenagers. Almost every room in Janet's house was baptized. They did it on the sofa, on the stairs, in the foyer, everywhere but in the bedroom. Janet restricted the bedroom to her relationship with Wayne, wanting to keep someplace for the two of them. Chris wasn't complaining; anywhere was fine by him.
There was no pretext of shyness anymore; all it would take is a look or a word and two of them would be locked in an embrace that always led to oral pleasure. Chris didn't know how much of her juice he had consumed but he was sure he had pumped a gallon of his down her throat. He had even suggested once that he cum on her breasts. She reluctantly agreed but said she felt like she had wasted it.
One evening there was a formal party that Janet hosted at her house for a large group of doctors. Since Chris knew most of the doctors, Janet had given him an invitation. The night of the party, Janet was milling around, being the good hostess, when Chris came up to her and asked if he could see her outside. She saw that devilish look in his eyes and knew that he had something in mind. She looked around the room and saw that everyone seemed to be occupied so she slipped out the back door, her drink still in her hand.
Chris was some distance away from the house waiting for her. He waved for her to join him over near some hedges, which he was standing behind.
"What are you up to?" she said with a smile as she walked up to him.
"I though you looked bored so I thought I might liven things up a little," Chris answered and looked down toward the ground.
Janet followed his eyes and then gasped. She saw that he had his hard penis out of his pants and was stroking himself. She looked back at the house and realized that the hedges blocked anyone's view of them below the waist. "Chris are you crazy?" she said as she watched him moving his hand slowly up and down. Her breathing was coming a little faster.
"Crazy about you!" he answered and pulled her free hand over to his hard shaft.
Janet moaned as he felt his familiar hard flesh in her hand. She wanted to pull away but she couldn't resist giving him a few pulls.
"I want you to drink me," Chris said in an excited tone.
"I can't suck you here," Janet whispered.
"I don't want you to suck me, I want you to drink my cum. I want you to jerk me off into your drink then go back inside the house and drink it in front of your stuffy doctor friends."
"I can't do that," Janet responded as she continued to stroke him.
"I'm getting really close to cumming already. Come on, jerk me, oh yes, yes," he moaned and reached for her hand holding the drink. He saw that it was some kind of white drink in a champagne glass. That was going to be perfect he thought. Chris positioned the glass under the pulsing head of his organ, actually dipping the head into the cold liquid.
Janet's breathing was much harder now, her hand moving rapidly on him.
"Oh yes, oh yes, ohhhh!" Chris moaned as he felt his balls tighten and begin to force his juice down the shaft.
Janet joined his moan as she watched his juice squirt out of the swollen head and mix with the liquid filled glass. His juice and the milky drink soon blended together in her glass.
Janet was shaking as she walked back into the house with her drink in her hand. No sooner had she walked in the house than a couple of doctors came up to her and started a conversation. Janet stood talking for a few minutes, the glass trembling in her hand. Could she do this she thought? When she looked over she saw Chris smiling at her from across the room. Slowly she brought the glass to her lips and began to drink. She could distinctly taste and feel Chris's thick juice, mixed with her already sweet drink, pour into her mouth. Suddenly she felt a tremor run through her and her legs grew weak. A little climax had rippled through her, filling her panties with her own juice. She was thankful that she had decided to wear panties tonight.
"Are you alright Dr. Redmond?" one of the doctors asked. "You look very flushed, do you need to sit down?"
"Uh...no...no, I'll be alright, I just got a little light headed that's all. It must be the drink."
The party ended a little after midnight, leaving Chris and Janet cleaning up the kitchen. Janet was standing at the sink, finishing up some dishes when Chris walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. She turned her head to the side as he gently kissed her neck. "You were bad tonight," she said as little goose bumps were raised from Chris's tickling tongue.
"Me?" Chris chuckled, "You were the one that drank my juice in front of all those stuffed shirts."
"Yes, but who put it there in the first place?"
"Guilty," Chris said as his lips moved up her neck to her ear. "God watching you with that glass at your lips drinking my sperm turned me on so much," he sighed, pushing his groin into Janet's soft ass cheeks. Slowly his hands slid up her arms to the shoulder straps of her gown. Chris was still wearing his tuxedo shirt with the bow tie untied, hanging from his shirt collar. His fingers slid under the shoulder straps and began to slide them off her shoulders.
"Chris, I have work to do," Janet complained as the straps fell down her arms.
"You can finish tomorrow," Chris said, pressing the hardness in his pants to her ass. Then he pushed the shoulder straps down until the top of Janet's gown fell from her breasts. Immediately his hands came up and covered her soft flesh, bringing a moan from her lips.
Janet didn't resist when Chris spun her around and brought his lips to hers. With no help from either of them, the short dress fell to her hips and then to the floor, leaving her standing naked except for heels, nylons, and panties. Another moan escaped her lips as she pressed her bare breasts to his chest, her tongue searching his mouth.
"Let's go upstairs," Chris whispered.
"Chris, we can't," Janet protested lightly.
"Why not, I want to eat you on your bed?"
"Not my bedroom," she answered weakly.
"Yes, your bedroom, I want to feel your naked body next to mine then I'm going to eat you until you can't stand it anymore."
"Noooo!" Janet moaned as Chris swept her off her feet. He held her in his arms and began to carry her to the stairs. Janet buried her face in his shoulder, repeating "no, no, no," without struggling.
Chris carried Janet to her bed and laid her softly down. He looked down at her beautiful body, naked but for her panties, nylons, and heels. Then he reached up, pulled his tie off, removed his cuff links and opened his shirt buttons. His eyes scanned her sexy body as he slowly stripped, watching her chest heave up and down, her hips moving subtly. When he was down to his underwear, he hooked his fingers in the waistband and paused, teasing himself and her. Then he slowly pulled them down, revealing his pulsing shaft.
Janet gasped in excitement as she saw his throbbing erection sticking proudly from his groin. She couldn't believe that she had let him go this far. This was the one place she had avoided having sex with him, feeling that she would be unable to stop him from going too far. She watched him take the couple of steps to get to the bed, his erection bouncing in front of him as he walked.
He crawled onto the bed and pulled her into his arms, moaning as her naked breasts pressed to his chest. Their lips met in a passionate kiss. "Oh God you feel so good," Chris whispered as his hands ran up and down the soft skin of her back. Then he bent his head and kissed down her chest until his lips had captured one hard nipple. He felt her press her breast into his mouth and heard her moan again. His fingers played with the other nipple until it was as hard as a pebble. He moved to the other one and sucked it into his mouth, drooling his saliva onto the now hot skin.
"Chris, we shouldn't," Janet said while at the same time pulling his head to her breast.
Chris pulled back and looked into her eyes, then reached down and tugged at her panties.
"Oh God," Janet moaned but didn't stop him from pulling her wet panties from her body. She watched him bring them to his mouth and lick the crotch, taking her abundant juice into his mouth. When he brought his lips to hers again, she could taste herself on his lips.
Chris suddenly rolled over and was almost lying on top of her, their bodies touching from shoulders to their feet.
"Chris please," she almost whined as she felt his erection pressed to her bare stomach. She could feel his juice sliding between her and his throbbing penis, then felt a shiver run through her hot body.
Chris moved his hips up, letting his erection slide down to touch her swollen lips.
"Chris no, we can't," she pleaded.
"I just have to feel you. Please let me touch you."
"No, no, no, no," Janet whined again.
Janet gasped when she felt the swollen head press harder against her wet inner lips. In spite of what she was saying, her hips moved just slightly upward, allowing the head to slip between. "Oh God Chris," she moaned as her sex lips pulsed around the large intruder.
"Oh yes," Chris hissed as he felt his lover's hole respond to him, squeezing him as if it were trying to suck him inside her body. He pulled his face back and looked down into Janet's lust filled eyes. He saw her head shaking "no" as her body was telling him yes. Chris bent his head and pressed his lips to hers. As his tongue went into her mouth, his hips pressed down, forcing himself to begin to slide into her warm body.
"Mmmmmm, noooooo!" Janet moaned into his mouth as she felt his large instrument stretch her hole.
Chris couldn't believe how tight she was, especially after having a baby. He had to push hard to move deeper into her as her warm inner walls began to caress his shaft, guiding it into her wet vagina.
"Ahhhhhh!" Janet screamed as she felt her lover's organ slide halfway into her body. Without thinking she reached up and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Then in surrender her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels pulling him down.
"Oh my God," Chris groaned as he went into his lover's body, not stopping until he hit bottom. He couldn't believe that he was actually inside her body, his penis soaking in her sweet juice. He felt the inner lining of her body pulsing with need as he held still, afraid to move for fear she would reject him.
Again Chris pulled back and looked into his lover's face. He saw that her eyes were closed, her face a mask of lust. With great care he began to pull out slowly until only the head was left inside. "Do you want me? Do you want me in you?" he asked in a quivering voice.
"Oh God yes, FUCK ME, FUCK ME!" she screamed, pulling on him with both arms and legs.
Chris was astounded by her choice of words. He had never heard her use that word before. He wasn't about to argue. His hips dropped down, forcing a scream from her lips. Within seconds, Chris was pounding in and out of her, his penis covered in her frothy juice.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard Chris," Janet said as she gasped for breath. "I'm going to cum. Oh yes, oh yes ahhhhhh!" she moaned as her body pushed up to meet every down stroke. "Ohhhhhhh, I'm cummmmmiiiinnnngggg!"
Chris continued to pound into her as her body shivered in climax. It seemed like a long time before her body stopped moving under him. However Chris didn't stop. Within minutes Janet started to move again, pushing her hips back up at him.
"Oh yes, again, keep fucking me. God I forgot how good a hot, bare cock can feel inside me. Yes, yes fuck me, don't stop. Oh God, I'm...I'm going to...oh yes...I'm cummmmiiiiinnnnggg!" Janet went off again around Chris's pounding organ.
Soon Chris felt his own balls tighten. He was very close to going over the top. He bent his head down to her ear and whispered in a strained voice, "Can I cum...can I cum in you?"
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in me please, fill me with your sweet juice." Janet answered, now desperately wanting Chris to cum inside her.
"Oh yes, oh yes...oh my God," Chris moaned as he felt his balls pull tight and his penis throb and expand. Suddenly his swollen head began to unleash a torrent of sperm deep into his lover's body. Again and again his shaft pulsed, spewing his juice into her willing hole.
Janet felt her body tense again and she began to cum for the third time. Her head moved rapidly back and forth as her lower section pushed up to meet Chris's downward movement. She could feel his juice, she could feel him cumming in her until the juice began to run out the sides and to the sheets below.
Exhausted Chris fell away from his lover, his shaft still pulsing as it slid out of her tight hole.
Both lovers lay gasping for breath.
Finally Chris pulled Janet to him and kissed her tenderly. The two lovers hugged and kissed for a long time, enjoying the warmth and closeness of the after glow of sex. They must have dozed off because when Chris looked at the clock he saw that it was an hour later. He smiled as he saw Janet's arm across his chest and her leg over his legs, her nylons and heels still on. Then he realized that she was awake. "Well, I guess I had better get going."
"No, stay," Janet said almost shyly as she held Chris too her.
"Really?" Chris said in delight.
"Yes, I...I...I want you again," Janet said, her head turning into his chest in embarrassment.
"Anything for you," Chris said lightly and rolled back to her and began to kiss her lips again.
"Don't you need to call and let someone know?" Janet asked.
"No, I told my mom I was staying with a friend," Chris answered.
"What friend?" Janet asked.
"The one I'm holding in my arms."
"You're pretty cocky for a 20 year old, aren't you?" Janet said with a smile.
"No, I was just hoping," Chris said then moved between her wide-open legs slid into Janet's already sloppy hole. He slid in deep as her legs wrapped around his waist.
Chris and Janet had sex two more times that night and once more in the morning. Standing exhausted at the door, she kissed him one last time and sent him home.
Chapter 8
Several weeks later...
Janet had a perpetual smile on her face as she held onto the head that was buried in her crotch. She could feel the tongue slip between her swollen lips and run all the way up to her clit. She had already climaxed three times and was working rapidly toward another. It was impossible for her to get enough sex now. It seemed that Chris had released something inside her that had been hidden. Suddenly she was a woman that was demanding sexual pleasure, both giving and receiving.
A few days after Chris and she had made love, she decided to have a heart to heart talk with Wayne. She told him that either he meet her needs with regard to sexual relations or their relationship was over. She let him know that she needed and wanted oral sex and that he was no longer going to wear a condom when they had intercourse. Janet was totally surprised when Wayne agreed to her every demand. It seems that he only needed a little prodding and maybe an ultimatum. That same night, he had eaten her and poured his cum deep into her demanding receptacle. Now he seemed to be an insatiable as her.
"That's it baby, eat me, oh yes you're sooo good," Janet moaned as he pulled Wayne's head into her humping groin. Within seconds she was climaxing again, pouring her juice into his face.
When her shuddering stopped she reached down and pulled Wayne up and said, "Now I want that cock in my pussy."
Wayne was only too glad to accommodate her. He lifted up and kissed her lips then brought his throbbing weapon to her more that ready vagina. Slowly and with undisguised need, he slid his bare penis deep into her. He held off cumming for as long as he could, making sure Janet had cum again.
Janet hugged her lover tight and kissed his lips as he poured his wonderful juice deep into her.
As they lay in the afterglow of sex, Wayne asked Janet to marry him again. She had tears in her eyes when she said yes.
Janet's only regret was Chris. She knew that she had to tell him right away. Still she didn't want to hurt him. She met him at their favorite spot under the large oak tree the Saturday after her conversation with Wayne. She told him that they could no longer be together. Janet had cried and Chris had cried but eventually he said that he understood. He had known all along that it couldn't last, yet he had hoped that they could be together longer. Still he knew that he would be returning to college soon and his life would go on and that her life had to go on.
Chris wanted to kiss Janet one last time but there were too many people around the park on a Saturday afternoon.



"Come with me, I know where we can go," Janet said as she reached her hand out to Chris. They walked further into the park, down a little used trail through the woods. She pulled him off the trail and behind some large gray rocks where there was a little alcove that was protected on three sides from prying eyes. There she pulled Chris into her arms and gently kissed his lips. Janet moaned when she felt Chris's tongue enter her mouth. One kiss turned into another until their passion mounted.
Janet couldn't stop Chris when his hand came up to caress her breast. She even let him open her blouse and push her bra above her heaving breasts. "Chris, we have to stop," Janet said, her breath coming in short gasps as she felt his hard penis pressing into her stomach. Finally, she pushed Chris back against the rock and squatted in front of him, hoping to take care of his problem. She smiled up at him as she quickly pulled his zipper down and reached her hand into his jeans.
Now it was Chris's turn to gasp for breath as he watched Janet open her mouth and take his penis inside. He moaned as her lips and tongue worked on the head like she knew that he loved. Chris grasped her head and moved it back and forth at a slow pace, wanting this to last. He tried to commit to memory the vision of her pretty face making love to his swollen penis; her jaws stretched, her cheeks bulging with his long weapon, the shaft glistening with her saliva.
Suddenly, Chris wanted more. He reached down and pulled Janet to her feet. "I want you," he whispered.
"No, we shouldn't," she protested as he brought her into his arms, her bare breasts pressed to his chest. She didn't fight him when he turned her around and pressed her to the stone, her chest now pressed to the cool smooth rock. She looked over her shoulder and tried one more feeble attempt at sanity. "Chris, we can't."
Chris ignored her and pulled her dress up over her ass. It was curious to him that she hadn't worn panties today, especially if she was just telling him goodbye. He could see that juice was already dripping down her legs. He bent over her and kissed her neck as he brought the head of his penis to her now very wet lips. "Oh God Janet," he hissed as his head slipped past the swollen lips. It felt like heaven as his shaft slowly slipped into her warm tight hole. He knew that it would be the last time so he kept his movements slow and easy, savoring every stroke.
Janet had to bite her lip so that she didn't cry out as Chris began to move back and forth in a steady tempo, creating that sexual friction that felt so good. They were both too excited to worry about several people that walked down the trail on the other side of the rock. The only sound they made was quiet groans and the slapping of their bodies.
"Oh God Chris, I'm going to cum," Janet whispered and pressed back hard into his groin. She let out a long, slow, but quiet moan as her body began to convulse in pleasure.
The throbbing pressure on Chris's penis inside Janet brought him to a crisis as well. "I'm going to cum, I'm going to cum," he breathed in a quiet whisper.
"Yes, yes, yes," Janet responded, as Chris's imminent climax brought her to a peak again within seconds.
Chris nearly brought blood to his lip as he bit down in an attempt to stifle his moan. His penis throbbed and spurted into Janet's body, filling her to overflow, the sticky juice dripping from his testicles and her swollen lips.
When their shuddering stopped, Chris pulled out of Janet and turned her to him again. They kissed and tried to straighten their clothes and make themselves look respectable. When Janet pulled her dress up to adjust her nylons, she saw that Chris's juice was running from her satisfied vagina.
Suddenly, Chris dropped to his knees between his lover's thighs. He looked up at Janet and smiled at her surprised face.
"Oh my God," she moaned as she watched Chris bend his head to her dripping hole. "Ohhhhhhhh!!!" she moaned loud enough for anyone nearby to hear as she felt Chris's tongue push into her sloppy hole. "Oh Chris, oh God, what are you doing," she moaned as she held his head with both hands.
It didn't take very long for Janet to begin to shiver in climax again. She had never felt anything so wonderful she thought as her stretched hole was being soothed by Chris's tender tongue. "Oh yes, I'm going to cummmmmm!!!" Janet moaned as she pressed her groin into her lover's sucking mouth.
When Janet stopped shaking, Chris stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He looked down and saw that Janet's lips were still dripping his juice. However, he didn't have anything with him to help her clean up. "Sorry," he apologized.
"It's okay, I don't mind," she smiled.
The two walked back to the oak tree and picked up the blanket then walked down the hill to their cars, Chris's juice was still dripping down Janet's thighs, bringing little shivers to her exhausted body.
Chris knew that he would get over Janet but he also knew that it would take a long time. He wasn't sure he would ever find a woman like her.
Two days before he was due to return to college he decided that he needed to see her one more time. He found some books that she had loaned him and decided to take them back to her. When he arrived at her house, he saw a strange car in her driveway. He rang the bell and waited. When the door opened, he almost gasped; he was staring into the second prettiest eyes he had ever seen.
"Yes," the young woman asked when Chris stood there with his mouth open.
"Uh...is Jan...uh Dr. Redmond home?" he asked.
"Yes she is but can I help you, I'm Marsha, her daughter."
"Oh, Marsha, I'm Chris, I worked for your mom for the summer."
"Oh yes Chris," Marsha said with a funny smile. "My mom told me all about you," Marsha said her white teeth shinning.
Chris felt his face flush, not really knowing what "all about you" meant. "Well, I uh...I just wanted to drop off these books, so if you could give them to her I would appreciate it," Chris said, his heart beating rapidly as he looked into Marsha's pretty face.
"Sure," she said and took the books and set them inside the door. "Your going to Bradford State College, aren't you?" Marsha said when she stepped back outside.
"Yes," Chris answered.
"I've been thinking about transferring there. How do you like it?"
"It's a great school, lots of parties," he smiled.
"Hey, I was just going to get something to eat, care to join me?" Marsha asked.
"Really, I...uh, I'd uh...love to," Chris said, stuttering all over himself. He could smell a very familiar perfume wafting through the air.
"Great, we can take mom's little BMW if you want."
"Sure, let's go."
"Here, you drive," Marsha said, flipping him the keys.
Janet stood at the window upstairs, hidden behind the sheer curtains as she watched Chris and Marsha hurry to her car. Wouldn't it be very interesting if those two got together she thought? She sighed and smiled, a little pang of joy tinged with sadness rushing through her heart.
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Chapter 1
Jimmy Henson wasn't sure when he noticed his mother, Jennifer, as a woman for the first time. His first recollection was when he was 14 years old. It was early on a Sunday morning when he walked by the bathroom and saw her through the slightly opened door. She was standing at the vanity in her panties, her breasts bare, putting on her makeup, and getting ready for church.
Jimmy always thought that his mother was pretty but had never thought of her as an object of desire. All of that changed when he saw her that day, almost naked except for a pair of blue panties. Her breasts were medium sized and firm, with a slight perky upturn to them. The nipples were large and brown, covering most of the front of her breasts. The little panties were snug, outlining, and emphasizing the lips of her sex, forming a crease down the middle. She was the vision of every sexy woman he had ever seen.
He noticed that there didn't seem to be much, if any, pubic hair. That seemed strange to him but he figured that some women had more hair than others. Several weeks later he knew the answer when he secretly watched her shave herself while taking a bath.

From that day forward, Jimmy was totally fascinated with his mother. Even though he felt bad about it, he would peek in on her at every opportunity. He was also ashamed that he had gathered a large collection of her panties and hidden them in his lower dresser drawer under his gym clothes. Whenever he felt he could get away with it he would steal another pair from the clothes hamper and use them to masturbate.
Jimmy's adolescence masturbation fantasies were exclusively of his mother now. He would lie in his bed at night with his penis wrapped in the silk of her panties, the smell of her perfume and the vision of her body making his head spin.
As he grew older and learned more about sex, instead of fading, the fantasy occupied his every sexual thought. He could see his mother on her knees sucking on his penis. He saw her on her back with his shaft buried between her legs. He imagined her on her hands and knees with his penis sliding into her tiny anal passage.
Jimmy's peeping also grew more daring, causing him to risk being caught on many occasions. He even drilled a hole in the door to the bathroom so that he could watch her take her bath and do other unmentionable things.
When Jimmy was 17 his father and mother split. He knew that the marriage had been going downhill for several years so he wasn't surprised by the divorce, but it still hurt, forcing him to make a decision on which parent he was going to live with. Jimmy elected to stay with his mother of course.
There was one benefit to his parents divorcing; now he had his mother all to himself. He was the man of the house and childishly thought that he was all that his mother needed. He would take care of her.
Therefore, it was quite a shock when she began to date again. He was crushed that there would now be other men in her life. Obviously, Jimmy didn't like any of the men his mother went out with and he made it quite clear, often being rude when her dates would arrive. He knew that his mother was much too good for any of the jerks that she dated.
It was near the end of his senior year, and Jimmy had just turned 18 when he saw something that made his testosterone level go into overdrive. His mom had been dating this guy named Fred. He didn't even know his last name, nor did he really care. Jimmy figured that it was just a platonic relationship and would end after a few dates. The relationships never lasted very long anyway and he was proud to play a part in that.
Jimmy was waiting for his mother to get home one Saturday night as he often did. He would lie awake waiting for her to come in and kiss him goodnight as he pretended to be asleep. He loved his mother's fresh smell, the scent of her hair and her delicate perfume. Those soft lips on his cheek would send chills down his spine.
That night, he heard the front door open then close but his mom didn't come up the stairs. He got up and crept to the top of the stairs to see what was taking her so long. What he saw burned an image into his brain that would last a lifetime.
Jimmy's mother had let Fred come into the house and they were standing in the foyer together. Fred had his arms around her and they were talking quietly.
Jimmy strained to hear what they were saying.
"Come on baby," Fred whispered as he tried to kiss Jennifer.
"No Fred, I told you, Jimmy's home," Jennifer protested.
Fred would not to be put off. His hand came up and cupped a breast in one hand as he kissed her neck. "Just a quickie baby and I'll go," Fred pleaded.
"Fred," Jennifer scolded.
"Please baby, my cock's so hard it feels like it's going to explode in my pants. You know you have been turning me on all night. God, when you rubbed my cock in the restaurant I thought I would come right there. You can't leave me like this."
"I don't know," Jennifer said, softening her tone. It wasn't very nice to tease him so unmercifully but she just couldn't help it anymore. When she got excited now days she found it very difficult to control herself. Unfortunately, she had excited herself as well as Fred tonight.
She looked up at the stairs, as if that would help her make a decision.
Jimmy moved back into the shadows, hoping that his mom hadn't seen him. His penis was already hard and tenting his pajama bottoms. His heart was pounding in his chest with a combination of jealously and excitement.
When Jimmy peeked back downstairs, his mother and Fred were kissing passionately. Fred had opened his mother blouse and pushed her bra up, covering her breast with his hand.
Jimmy's head was spinning as he watched his mom's boyfriend play with her exposed breast. He watched him squeeze the soft flesh and pinch the nipple until it was sticking out like a pencil eraser. Then he watched as Fred's head bent and sucked the nipple into his mouth. He heard his mother moan and saw her grasp the back of his head, holding his lips to her heaving chest. Her eyes were closed and her face was a mask of lust.
"Oh God," Jennifer groaned, her own excitement beyond control now, causing her ignore the risk. She didn't try to stop Fred when his hand reached down and pushed her skirt up, reaching for her bare crotch. Jennifer suddenly knew that leaving her panties at home, as she often did now, was a mistake. She knew that Fred has seen her bare crotch several times tonight as she intentionally spread her legs for him.
Jennifer regretted that she had been such a slut tonight. She just could not understand why her hormones seemed to be running wild at 34 years old. Maybe it was the divorce and the opportunity to date again. Oh the other hand, maybe it was her age. She had read that a woman was at her peak when she was in her 30's. Jennifer hoped that it would not get any worse or she would be looking for men on the street.
Jimmy watched as Fred's hand moved under his mother's skirt. He tried to resist but finally gave in and pulled his throbbing penis from his pajamas. Slowly he began to stroke himself as he watched his mother and her boyfriend making love in the dim light of the foyer.
Fred pulled his hand from under Jennifer's skirt then quickly slid his zipper down and pulled his hard penis from inside. If the two in the foyer hadn't been so involved, they would have heard a gasp from the top of the stairs.
Jennifer let Fred take her hand and place it on his shaft. She moaned as she felt the hot flesh in her fist. Her hips began to move back and forth, her vagina dripping juice down her thighs now.
Fred pushed Jennifer against the wall and pulled her skirt up around her waist roughly. Then moved between her thighs saying, "That's it baby, I knew that you would come around. You want this cock don't you? You want my big cock in your cunt, tell me?" Fred asked.
"Yes, yes, God yes, fuck me," Jennifer hissed as she pulled on the hard shaft in her hand.
"Okay baby, get ready, get ready to get fucked," Fred said crudely as he lifted one of her legs and held it in his arm. He pushed her against the wall. Then he placed the head of his penis at her now swollen sex lips. "Oh God baby," he moaned as he slid the swollen head into her warm hole.
"Ohhhhh!" Jennifer moaned quietly in surrender when she felt the large organ stretch her vagina. She had to give it to Fred; he did have a very large penis. It stretched her so good, touching all the right places. Unfortunately, that was about the extent of his sexual prowess.
Jimmy watched as his mother was held against the wall, Fred's hips moving back and forth. He could see the shaft of his penis, wet with his mother's juice, as it sawed in and out of her hole. His own hand was moving rapidly up and down his shaft in time with Fred's thrusts. He could almost feel his mother's warm tunnel wrapped tightly around his own penis.
"Oh yes baby, that feels so good," Fred moaned as he began to move faster. His lips covered hers again and his tongue pressed deep into her mouth.
Jennifer pulled her mouth away and gasped for breath. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me," she said breathlessly. "Oh yes, so deep, so deep," she moaned, almost delirious with pleasure as the large head pressed against her womb.
Fred began to pound into her hard, almost lifting her off the floor with his thrusts. "Ohhhhhh God baby," he moaned as the head of his penis expanded and began to spurt his pent up sperm deep into her grasping vagina.
Jimmy moaned along with Fred, his own penis pulsing in his hand as he looked down and saw his mother's beautiful face, so serene yet filled with passion. Suddenly he lost control, his penis exploding, shooting his juice across the hallway and against wall on the other side. He trembled with his release, his knees collapsing under him causing him to fall against the wall and slide to the floor. It was the most incredible and intense climax Jimmy had ever had.
"Oh God Fred, not yet, not yet," Jennifer moaned in frustration as she felt his cum fill her hole.
"Ohhhh God, oh God!" Fred hissed, his penis shooting spurt after spurt deep of his sperm into her. Soon her vagina couldn't hold any more juice and it began to squeeze from her stretched lips and drip down her thigh.
Jennifer moaned in frustration as Fred's penis began to deflate and then slowly slipped out of her body. Her pulsing hole remained stretched open, allowing his juice to run out and across the tops of her nylons and down her leg. Normally she loved that feeling, but now it was just a symbol of Fred's selfishness.
"Sorry baby, you just make me so hot that I can't control myself," Fred said and pulled away, letting Jennifer's leg drop to the floor and stuffed his shrunken penis back into his pants. "I'll call you," he said as he kissed her lips quickly and hurried out the door.
Jennifer leaned back against the wall in frustration and moaned. God, when was she going to find a man that was at least a little concerned about her pleasure she thought. Feeling sexually frustrated she made her way up the stairs.
Jimmy barely had time to wipe his spend from the wall with his tee shirt before his mother came up the stairs. He was in his bed with the covers up to his neck when she walked into his room to kiss him goodnight.
He pretended to be asleep as she kissed his cheek. As her soft lips touched his cheek, he could feel himself start to harden. He could smell her sweet perfume. However, there was also another smell, the more pungent odor of sex. The vision of her stretched hole dripping juice down her thigh flashed into his mind as she bent over to kiss him. God how he wished that it were his juice running down her thighs. Suddenly his hard penis was tenting the bed sheets, pulsing with a life of it's own.
"Oh my," Jennifer said quietly when she saw the tent in the sheet. It must be one of those nocturnal erections that Jack used to have at night she thought. Suddenly she had an almost irresistible urge to reach down and grasp the sheet-covered penis. Without thinking she reached her hand under her skirt and rubbed her swollen and wet sex lips. She watched the organ under the sheet throb, almost as if it sensed that she was standing there.
God that's my own son she thought to herself and quickly turned and left the room.
Jennifer hurried into her bedroom and fell back on the bed in frustration. She pulled her skirt up and brought her hands to her sloppy sex lips. Her fingers pushed into her sperm filled hole, working quickly to bring her pleasure. She used the copious sperm to coat her swollen clit, rubbing her fingers across the little nub rapidly.
"Oh yes, oh yes," she whispered to herself as her fingers worked their magic, a fantasy growing in her mind. She could see her handsome lover's head buried in her groin, his lips and tongue working tirelessly to give her pleasure. Then, when he had satisfied her with his magic mouth, he pulled away and brought his large organ to her pulsing vagina. He slid deep into her, slowly working in and out just the way she liked it. He used his long, fat shaft to make her climax repeatedly before he took his own pleasure, squirting a huge load into her welcoming hole. Then her imaginary lover slid back down her body to sooth her sore vagina with his lips. In her mind she grabbed his head and turned his face up to her for one last look; his face looked very familiar.
"Oh my, oh my God, Ohhhhhh!" she moaned as pleasure quickly overtook her, her thighs clamping on her fingers as if on her lovers head. Suddenly she realized why she recognized the face between her leg...it was Jimmy's face! Her hips bucked up and her body tensed as chills raced up and down her spine. "Uh...uh...ohhhh," she moaned as her body convulsed in climax.
As soon as she stopped shaking, Jennifer turned over and buried her face in her pillow, sobbing in shame.
Outside her door, Jimmy had been peeking on his mother, watching her masturbate. In his mind, her mouth was wrapped around his swollen penis, sucking him, her hand holding his churning balls. He moaned aloud as he shot his second load of the night into a pair of her silky panties.
Chapter 2
"I don't look too bad for a 34-year-old mother," Jennifer said to herself as she looked in the mirror.
She saw a very attractive woman in the mirror, shoulder length blond hair, blue eyes and freckles across her nose. When Jennifer was young she hated those freckles but now...now they seemed cute. In fact, she thought that the freckles helped make her look much younger. She knew that she could easily pass for her early twenties. Jennifer was often asked for id in bars to prove that she was old enough to drink.
How times change she thought. When she was in her twenties, she would get furious when she was asked for age identification. Now she would display her driver's license with pride. Someday she thought she would try to pass herself off as a twenty-year-old to some young guy in a bar and see what happens.
As Jennifer continued to look at herself in the mirror she felt a wave of sadness come over her. She knew that on the outside she appeared to be a confident and aggressive businesswoman. While she put on a good show, in fact, she was not feeling very good about herself anymore. Her paradox was that while she wanted wild and nasty sex, she also wanted tenderness and love. She wasn't certain that she could have both.
Since the divorce she had often felt rejected, lonely, and sometimes depressed. Her friends told her that that was normal and she would get over it. They said she just needed a good man.
On that point, she could agree. It would be nice to have a man around the house again she thought. A man that could give her the incredible pleasure she so desperately wanted and be there in the morning when she awoke.
On the other hand, getting married again didn't seem that attractive to her. She was not sure that she wanted to get married again. However, she was young and she knew that might change. Who knows, maybe she would find a rich guy and start a whole new family she thought.
Jennifer had always wanted more children but Jack was against it. In fact, Jimmy was an accident. She wasn't even sure Jack would have married her had she not gotten pregnant.
At 16 years old, Jennifer had been young and head over heels in love with Jack. He was the college athlete, good looking and sophisticated, sweeping Jennifer off her feet. However, there was hell to pay when she got pregnant after the first time they made love in the back of his car. Both families went off the deep end, insisting that they get married. They would never hear of an abortion or adoption.
In truth, Jennifer would never agree to that either. She didn't want to be a teenaged mother but she wasn't about to shirk her responsibility for a human life. She didn't fault women that chose not to have a baby; abortion just wasn't in her makeup. Therefore, she accepted her parents decree. Their marriage was quietly arranged when she was three months pregnant and before she began to show.
Unfortunately, forced marriages seldom work out. She and Jack tried for 17 years but their views of the world were very different and with each passing year they grew further apart.
Jack wanted the high life, parties, travel, and career opportunity. She wanted more simple things, kids, a stable family life, and a loving husband.
It was early in the marriage when Jennifer realized that she needed to protect herself. She knew that if the marriage didn't work she would be left with barely a high school education and a child to feed.
It took a great deal of personal effort but she went to night school and got her college degree while working as a secretary in a large advertising firm. She had worked hard and earned everything that she got. Now she had the career and money. She was a senior vice president of a marketing company with 40 people reporting to her. It was rewarding and paid a great salary, but it was also a high-pressure job. She would have gladly given it all up for a house full of kids and a good man.
While Jennifer firmly believed in equal opportunity for women, she also believed that woman should have the right to choose her career path. A soccer mom and domestic engineer didn't seem so bad to her anymore.
Then there was Jimmy. He had always been a good kid, getting good grades and never causing her any trouble. He had grown into a tall, handsome boy like his father. He had piercing blue eyes, sandy blond hair and a smile that would melt her heart. Even more important, Jimmy seemed to be a lot more loving and caring than Jack every was. She thought he would make someone a good husband someday.
He was certainly good to her. Since the divorce, Jimmy had gone out of his way to help her. He was always there when she needed him to hug her and comfort her when life got too stressful. He seemed so sensitive and caring, bringing her flowers on mother's day, her birthday, and even when she was just feeling blue. Why couldn't she find a man like him she thought?
Recently she had grown concerned about Jimmy though.
Unfortunately, in order to advance her career, Jennifer had given up many things. She wasn't home near as often as she wanted to be and she had to move twice in less then a year. It had been hard for Jimmy to leave his friends. However, while he had never complained, she could see subtle differences in him. He was quieter and less outgoing then before. She also knew that he had no use for the men she dated. It was easy to tell that he was jealous and up to a point, that was cute.



However, Jennifer was mainly concerned because Jimmy seemed to stay home far too much since they had moved here a few months ago. She was worried that he didn't have any close friends, male or female. He rarely went out and never brought anyone home. She had yet to meet anyone from his high school.
Then there were the panties she found in his drawer last week. She had wondered where her panties were going and had suspected something. Jennifer wasn't sure if that was entirely normal but she realized that Jimmy was still a teenager with raging hormones. Since she felt a confrontation could be detrimental, she decided to leave the panties in the drawer. Then she had surprised herself when she took off the pair she had been wearing that day and put it with the neatly folded ones in the drawer.
Maybe worse than the fact that her son was collecting her panties was the wetness that she felt between her legs as she walked out of his room that day. Chapter 3
It was 8 p.m. Saturday night when Jennifer walked into the living room and saw Jimmy watching television.
"Not going out again tonight Jimmy?" she asked with concern in her voice.
"Nah, just thought I would watch a couple of movies I rented," he answered.
"You know, staying home all the time makes Jimmy a dull boy," Jennifer said with a smile.
"Yea, yea, yea," he answered lightheartedly. "What about you, why are you home? No hot date with 'Fred'?" Jimmy added with sarcasm.
"Fred and I are not seeing each other anymore. We had a parting of the ways."
"Oh really, that's too bad," Jimmy said, barely able to contain his glee. "So I guess you are stuck here with me."
"Looks that way...a fate worse than death," Jennifer said in mock horror. "What are you going to watch, maybe I'll join you?"
"I got 'Terminator 2' with Arnold Schwartznager. You know the 'I'll be bach' guy and some romance flick the guy at the video store said was really good."
"Well, I'm not much on the Terminator type movies but I might like the romance one."
"Let's watch them both. You watch 'Terminator 2' with me and I'll watch the 'chick flick' with you. Deal?"
"Deal. How about I rustle up some popcorn and something to drink?" Jennifer said.
"Great, I'll get the flicks ready."
"Give me a second to change into something more comfortable and I'll be back down."
"Hurry, I can hardly wait for Arnold to start killing people," Jimmy laughed.
Jennifer just moaned, rolled her eyes and hurried upstairs.
A few minutes later she came in from the kitchen carrying a large bowl of popcorn, lemonade for Jimmy and a bottle of wine for her.
Jimmy did a double take when he saw what she had on. She was wearing a pair of purple, silk pajamas with a V-neck top and baggy leg shorts. He felt a little shiver go through him when he saw her breasts swaying freely under the shiny silk of the top.

Jennifer also felt little tremors running through her body as she walked into the living room. She loved the smooth feeling of silk on her nipples as they bounced when she walked, not to mention how silk felt on the smooth skin of her pubic mound. She knew that every woman would shave and wear silk if they could feel the way it rubbed the sensitive skin. She had just shaved so her smooth pubic area was extra sensitive right now.
Jennifer sat on the sofa while Jimmy lay on the floor.
When Jimmy turned to look up at his mother, his breath caught in his throat. From his position on the floor, he had a perfect view right up the leg of her baggy silk shorts. He got the closest view that he had ever had of her vagina. Her foot was on the coffee table as she leaned over to the side to pour a glass of wine. That caused her legs to separate, letting Jimmy see her entire pubic area. He could see her smoothly shaven outer lips and the wrinkly, pink inner lips hanging out. The sexy display only lasted a few seconds but was enough to give Jimmy an erection and fuel his fantasy for days to come.
"Why don't you come up here with me?" Jennifer said. "I've got the popcorn."
"Uh, uh okay," Jimmy answered, wondering how he was going to get there without her seeing his erection bulging from his sweat pants. Then he saw an afghan on the chair next to him, grabbed it, and carried it to the sofa with him.
"Oh thanks sweety," Jennifer said helping Jimmy spread the blanket over their laps. "It is a little chilly in here. I should have worn more but I love the silky feel of these pajamas."
"No problem. Now are you ready to watch Arnold do his thing?"
"Bring on the mayhem," Jennifer answered in resignation.
The two of them watched the movie quietly. Jennifer drank nearly half the bottle of wine. Eventually she was feeling a little tipsy and leaned into her son. "You don't mind if I snuggle next to you, do you?"
"I'll snuggle with you anytime you want me to mom," Jimmy said as he put his arm around his mother and pulled her to him.
"You're so good to me," Jennifer said sincerely then lifted up and kissed his cheek.
Jimmy felt his face burning as his mother's breast rubbed against his arm and her wet lips touched his face.
When the first movie was over, Jimmy got up and put the second one in. "This should be more to your liking," he said and sat back down, pulling his mom back into his arm.
The TV screen lit up with the movie but surprisingly there were no introduction credits. It went immediately to a blond woman sitting on a sofa in a very skimpy, almost transparent outfit.
Jimmy and Jennifer thought that was strange but continued to watch as the woman spoke.
"I'm making this movie especially for my man Ron, the camera man," the pretty woman said into the camera.
"What did you say the title of this movie is?" Jennifer asked as she sat up.
"Sleepless in somewhere, with Tom Hanks, I think," Jimmy said.
"That doesn't look like..." Jennifer started to say and stopped leaning forward and looking closer at the screen.
Two men walked into the room and sat next to the woman.
"Wait a minute, I recognize that woman," Jennifer said. "I see her all the time at the market and she's on the PTA board." What the...?"
Both Jimmy and Jennifer's eyes opened wide as one of the guys turned and kissed the blond, placing his hand on her breast. The other guy reached his hand between her legs and began to rub her crotch.
"Oh my God, this is some kind of mistake," Jennifer said, realizing that someone had put this tape back in the box by mistake and returned it to the video store.
"Oh shit mom, I'm sorry," Jimmy said as he started to get up.
"Wait, wait, let's watch for a minute," Jennifer said, her curiosity overcoming her shock. She was also feeling the effects of the wine, making her logic questionable.
The two watched as one of the men pulled the woman's top down then both of them bent their heads to suck on her nipples.
"Good God, it's a porn movie and her husband is filming," Jennifer said almost to herself, her excitement beginning to grow.
It only took a minute for all three of the people in the movie to get naked. Now the woman was on her knees, alternately sucking on one large penis then the other.
Jennifer felt her heart pounding in her chest as she watched the sexual display in front of her. She forgot that her son was watching the same thing right beside her.
The woman looked at the camera as she held both penises close to her mouth and said, "Look honey, don't these two cocks look delicious?" She smiled and sucked both cocks into her mouth at the same time.
"Oh my God," Jennifer whispered, hardly noticing that her sexual juices were soaking though the crotch of her silky pajamas.
Jimmy looked over at his mother waiting for her to order him to shut the tape off. However, her eyes were focused on the television, showing no indication that she wanted him to stop the movie.
"Now sweety, do you want to watch me get fucked by two cocks at the same time, one in my mouth and one in my pussy?" the woman asked.
The blond woman didn't wait for an answer before she got on her hands and knees. One man moved between her legs and the other stood in front of her. She sucked the penis in front of her into her mouth and the man behind her pushed his into her welcoming vagina.
Jimmy could hear his mother breathing heavily as she watched the three on the screen having sex. He watched his mom out of the corner of his eye, waiting for the word to stop the movie. Jimmy finally shrugged and sat back to watch the movie as the excitement in the room grew.
Jennifer suddenly realized that she was watching a porn movie with her son and turned to him. "Jimmy, we should..." she started to say as she looked over at her son. She gasped when she saw him sitting next to her with his hand under the afghan, moving up and down. She opened her mouth but no words came out. Again she looked at the screen and saw the man that had his penis in the woman's mouth had pulled it out and was shooting his cum directly into her face.
"Ohhhh!" Jennifer moaned in spite of herself as she saw the nasty action on the screen.
The woman turned to the camera, cum dripping from her face and said, "Do I look beautiful sweety? Do you like another man's cum all over my face? Oh God honey, Ralph's cumming in me now," she hissed as her eyes hooded over in pleasure.
"Uh...Jimmy," Jennifer tried to say but stopped again when the two men left the screen and the woman turned around and lay back on the sofa. She looked at the camera and crooked her finger at her husband as she opened her legs. He vagina was literally running with cum.
"Oh my God," Jennifer almost screamed when she saw the husband crawl between her thighs and bury his face between her legs.
Jennifer looked over at her son and saw that he was totally focused on the screen, his hand moving rapidly in his lap. When she looked back at the screen, she saw the scene fade out and thought it was all over. She sighed in relief. Almost immediately, the screen lit up again as the same blond lady was lying naked on the sofa, her legs spread wide. This time another woman, also naked, walked into the room.
Jennifer's hand went to her mouth to suppress another gasp as the woman knelt between the woman's legs and began to eat her. She recognized this woman also. She lived two doors down.
"Oh God sweety, she's eating me so good," the blond said to her husband as the grabbed the head of the women between her legs.
Jennifer heart was racing so fast that she thought she might lose consciousness. Without her control, her shaking hand went under the blanket and slid under her pajama bottoms. Now as her son sat masturbating next to her, she began to rub her extremely swollen sex lips.
Jimmy heard his mother whimper and looked over at her. He saw her eyes hooding over and her hand moving under the blanket. He couldn't take any more. "Ohhhh!!!" he moaned, his hand pumping up and down as he watched his mother. His penis throbbed and began to shoot his cum all over his stomach.
Jennifer saw the woman on the screen climaxing into the mouth of her lover and heard her son moaning next to her. She began her own climax, trying desperately to keep her own moans down. Instead, she made little whimpering noises, her thighs squeezing her hand between her legs, her body trembling.
The screen suddenly went dark. Mother and son sat quietly, neither moving, their breathing still labored.
"Uh...I guess I'll take this back tomorrow and tell them I got the wrong movie," Jimmy said, breaking the silence. "Maybe I can get my money back," he added with a self-conscious chuckle, trying to ease the tension.
"Yes...uh...good idea...uh, take it back," Jennifer said as she got to her feet, her legs almost too weak to hold her. "I...think I'll go to bed."
The following morning, Jennifer was sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee and reading the paper when Jimmy came downstairs, ready for school. He walked into the kitchen quietly, got a glass of orange juice and put a bagel in the toaster. He noticed that his mother was still in her bathrobe.
"Not going to work this morning mom?" Jimmy asked hesitantly.
"Yes, I'm just going in a little late this morning."
"Mom...I'm...uh...I'm sorry about the movie last night."
"Jimmy, it wasn't your fault," Jennifer said, her face red with embarrassment. "It was the rental place. I'll take the movie back and give them a piece of my mind."
"I can drop it off after school," Jimmy said.
"No that's okay, I'll do it. I don't have to be in to work until ten this morning."
"Uh...Okay, see you later," Jimmy said, a confused look on his face. He bent over and kissed his mother on the cheek, "Love you mom."
"Love you too sweety."
Jimmy was barely out the door when Jennifer had the movie back in the VCR and the TV on. She opened her robe, revealing her nakedness. As the movie came on, Jennifer spread her legs and moved her hand between her thighs. She fast-forwarded the movie to the point where the blond woman had her female lover between her legs eating her. She couldn't believe how much that part of the movie turned her on.
Jimmy couldn't believe his eyes as he peeped in the window and saw his mother masturbating on the sofa, her legs spread wide. It was even harder to believe that she was watching the two women in the movie make love.
Chapter 4
The next couple of days were difficult for Jimmy and Jennifer. Neither one of them knew what to say about the evening on the sofa. They were both embarrassed but there was also something else. There was an excitement in the air and a tension that was hard to define.
Finally, Jennifer broke the ice because she knew that their conversation the other morning had only skirted around the real issue. The fact was that she had let her son watch a porno movie and worse yet, she had masturbated with him.
"Jimmy, can we talk about the other night?" she asked while they were having dinner.
"I thought we already talked about that mom," Jimmy said, looking down at his food, dreading the coming conversation. He was afraid that she had seen him spying on her while she was masturbating on the sofa.
"We're both adults now so I think we can discuss this like adults. I should have stopped the video when we first saw it come on. It wasn't right for us to watch that. It was the personal property of someone else."
Jimmy looked up and sighed. "Mom, I thought you said we could discuss the other night like adults?"
"We are!"
"No we are not. Listen mom, I was embarrassed as much as you about what happened. But let's be honest, I enjoyed watching the movie and so did you. That's the adult way to talk about this," Jimmy said, watching his mother blush. "Mom, you are an attractive woman and I'm not too young to understand that you still have needs and desires. I also know that your boyfriends lately have been a bunch of jerks. I'm sorry about that. And me, I'm a kid with raging hormones," Jimmy said with a smile then got up, came around the table, and knelt down. He looked up and saw that his mom had tears in her eyes.
"God, I've been a terrible mother," Jennifer sobbed.
"You have not," Jimmy said as he took her hand. "You are a wonderful mother and I love you." Then he added under his breath "more than you can know." "I'd like to be friends with you mom and that means being honest. Mom...uh...this is hard to say but...God...you are the most desirable woman on earth to me. I have a confession to make." Jimmy took a deep breath and continued. "Mom, I have been peeking in on you for years. I have also been stealing your panties. There I've said it," Jimmy sighed like he had just relieved himself of some gigantic burden.
Jennifer looked at her son and saw tears in his eyes. "I know Jimmy. I found the panties and of course I have seen you peeping at me. But it's not right you know...you're my son. However, I'm not sure you are that unusual. I think many boys have a crush on their mothers."
"It's more than a crush mom. I...I...I love you."
"Jimmy, I think you just need to date some nice girls and have some fun," Jennifer said, surprised at her son's revelation but trying not to show it.
"I've tried that but girls my age seem so silly and...and they're not you."
"Alright Jimmy, I admit that I have had feelings for you that...that a mother should not have for her son. But we have to control them. It's not right. We have to live close together in the same house for a few more months until you go to college. Promise me that you will try to control yourself."
Jimmy felt his heart soar. She had admitted that she felt more than a mother son relationship. He was smart enough not to press it. "I know we have to control it mom and I promise I'll try," Jimmy said, smiling now. "I'll stop peeping on you."
Jennifer had a smile on her face now. "And what about my panties?"
"Ah come on mom, I can't go cold turkey," Jimmy said with a little boy smile, his blue eyes sparkling mischievously.
"Well, I guess I'm going to have to go out and buy some more, I'm running short," Jennifer chuckled nervously, relieved that they had gotten everything out on the table.
"Mom, there's something else," Jimmy said.
Jennifer looked at her son with a question on her face.
"I uh...I peeped on you and Fred the other night. I saw you having sex in the foyer," Jimmy said. He wasn't just being honest now. He wanted to see his mother's reaction.
"Oh my God," she said, obviously shocked.
"It's okay mom. I told you that I know you are still a young woman with needs. But I'm glad you dropped that jerk," Jimmy said.
Jennifer's head was spinning. She was silent for a long time. "Alright Jimmy, since we are being honest, I didn't take the movie back right away. I watched it again," Jennifer said, her face turning red.
Jimmy thought about saying that he knew because he had watched her. Then he figured honesty could go too far and kept his mouth shut.
"I guess we're even huh?"
"Even," Jennifer said and bent over and hugged her son, still embarrassed at what he had apparently seen in the foyer.
Chapter 5
Jimmy and Jennifer tried to act like a normal mother and son after their conversation. However, there was a sexual tension in the air now because both of them knew how the other felt. They tried to laugh it off, making jokes about sex or the dirty movie and laughing. Unfortunately that just served to remind them of that evening, intensifying the tension.
While Jimmy tried hard, he was unable to keep his promise not to spy on his mother. He would still sneak around and peek on her. Unfortunately, one day he was outside the bathroom peeking through the hole when he lost his balance and fell right into the bathroom on the floor at his mother's feet.
"Oh God mom, I'm sorry," Jimmy apologized as he scurried to get off the floor onto his knees. He tried, but it was impossible to cover his hard penis as it stuck out of his pajama bottoms.
Jennifer stood looking down at her son, surprised that he was still spying on her. However, what surprised her more was the size of her son's penis. He wasn't a little boy anymore. In fact he was much larger than his father.
Suddenly she realized that she was staring and her face turned bright red. "Jimmy, you promised," she said, trying to deflect her embarrassment.
"I know mom, I'm terrible," Jimmy said sincerely.
"Alright," Jennifer sighed in resignation. "If we are going to live in the same house, I guess we have to get over this peeking fetish you have." Jennifer looked at her son and shook her head like he was a petulant little boy. Then her hands slowly untied the belt on her bathrobe. She let it slide from her shoulders and drop to the floor at her feet, leaving her in her panties.
"Ohhhh God," Jimmy said as she stared at his half naked mother.



Jennifer stood like that for several minutes, letting her soon get his fill of her bare breasts. Her breathing was starting to become erratic, making her breasts tremble.
Then Jimmy watched in total shock as she turned her back to him and placed her fingers in the sides of her panties. His breath caught in his throat as she slid the panties down her ass cheeks. Jimmy thought his penis was going to squirt right there. Her ass was gorgeous. It was still perfectly shaped and the skin was totally blemish free.
Then he watched as his mother slowly turned around.
"Get your fill Jimmy Henson," Jennifer said as if she were exasperated with his naughtiness. She was acting like it was a lesson to her son. Yet, her body was trembling with excitement. She felt the blood rushing to her pulsing sex lips and could feel them getting wet.
Jimmy's eyes were as wide as saucers as he stared at his mother's private parts just inches from his face. He was so close he could see a little shimmer of wetness on her swollen inner lips. He could even smell her. It almost looked like the wrinkled inner lips were trembling.
Jimmy knelt paralyzed as he knelt on the floor, his penis throbbing and dripping his juice to the tile below. He had to force his hands to remain at his sides. He wanted to touch her, to touch himself, to bury his face in her wet crotch.
"Now get out of here and let me get my bath," Jennifer said, feeling like she would climax herself if she let him stare for much longer.
Jimmy hesitated for a second, getting one last look at his beautiful mother then hurried out of the bathroom and rushed to his room to masturbate.
Jennifer got into the tub and used her fingers to bring herself pleasure. After she was satisfied, she lay back in the tub and thought about what had just transpired. She wanted to feel ashamed or guilty, to chastise herself for being so wanton. Surprisingly, that wasn't the feeling at all. On the contrary, she felt proud of her body and of the fact that she was liberal enough to do something so daring. Maybe the shame would come in the next couple of days but for now she just enjoyed the feeling of being able to turn on a young, good looking man.
The following day was Saturday and she and Jimmy had slept late. She got up and was fixing breakfast in the kitchen, wearing a pair of shorts and a blouse tied below her breasts. She was humming to herself when Jimmy came up behind her and put his arms around her waist.
"Good morning," he whispered into her ear and kissed her neck.
"Hi sweety," she said bending her head to the side, giving him more room to snuggle.
"Did you sleep well last night?" he asked, his hands lightly holding her stomach.
"Very good, thank you," Jennifer answered as she felt her son's hands begin to slide up until she could feel his knuckles touching the underside of her breasts. The room suddenly got quiet as Jimmy's hands rose higher, turning over until they were cupping her breasts through her blouse. Instead of pushing him away, Jennifer leaned slightly back until she could feel her son's excitement pressing into her buttocks. Her heart began to pound in her chest. "Jimmy," she whispered. Suddenly she came to her senses when she felt him begin to ease his hands under her blouse, his warm fingers grazing the lower slope of her naked breasts.
"Jimmy no!" she said and pulled away from him. "Sit down, I'll have breakfast ready in a minute."
Jimmy reluctantly pulled away and sat at the table, a little smile on his face.
They ate breakfast, taking about what was going on with them today. Jennifer had a lot of running to do and Jimmy was going to mow the lawn and work around the yard.
When Jennifer got home later that evening, she found Jimmy sitting on the couch watching TV.
"Jimmy, why aren't you going out with your friends?" Jennifer asked.
"Come on mom!" Jimmy said in frustration.
"Alright, alright, it's none of my business. Hey, why don't we go out for pizza then?"
It only took Jimmy a second to say, "Sure, that sounds like fun." He hid his excitement at the opportunity to go out with his sexy mom.
"Let me get changed," Jennifer said with a big smile and hurried back upstairs, just as excited as Jimmy.
Fifteen minutes later she walked into the living room. She was dressed in a tight sweater and a short pleated skirt. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She had just a touch of makeup on. The freckles across her nose gave her a clean and fresh all American girl look. The total effect was to make her look like a much younger girl.
"Mom!" Jimmy exclaimed in shock.
"What's the matter, don't you think your mom can pass for a high school girl?"
"Uh...yea...uh God mom," was all Jimmy could say.
They went to the local Pizza Hut and got a table. They were eating their pizza when two of Jimmy's school acquaintances came over to the table. The two guys were the BMOC at his high school. Normally they wouldn't even talk to Jimmy. He knew that one of the guy's father was some big shot doctor. The kid drove around in a BMW 735i.
"Hey Jim, what's going on?" The tall good-looking one asked.
Jimmy could see him looking at his mother. Suddenly Jimmy felt proud that he was out with a good-looking girl. They didn't need to know that it was his mother. That would be incredibly embarrassing.
"Not much Todd, how about you?"
"Umm, umm," Jennifer said, clearing her throat, wanting to be introduced.
"Todd Stanton, Benton Radcliff, this is my mo...uh...this is my girlfriend Jennifer," Jimmy blurted.
Jennifer's eyes grew wide in surprise.
"Wow, where have you been keeping her Jimbo," Todd said, looking at Jennifer like a lecher.
"Uh...uh she's a sophomore over at State College," Jimmy lied. He looked over and saw his mother smiling at him. At least she's not mad at me he thought.
"Neat, State College huh? What's your major?" Todd asked, turning to Jennifer.
"Nuclear Physics," Jennifer said, making up something totally ridiculous and getting into the charade.
"Cool. Beautiful and smart too," Todd smirked, trying to flirt with Jennifer.
"Smart enough to know what a great guy my boyfriend is," Jennifer returned, reaching over and taking Jimmy's hand.
"Say Jimbo, you bringing this doll to the Senior Prom next week?" Todd said in his typical arrogant voice.
"Maybe. I haven't really thought about it."
"If you do, I'm planning on having a party afterward at my dad's beach house. I'd love it if you two can make it."
Yea, Jimmy thought, you would love it if my mom could make it. Todd was such as cad. "Well, I'm not sure Jennifer can make it," Jimmy said dismissively, wanting to get rid of Todd and his friend.
"Come on Jennifer, the prom is not so hot, but the party is going to be a lot of fun."
"Well, maybe we can make it, we'll have to see," Jennifer said, looking at Jimmy and smiling.
"Nice to meet you Jennifer and I hope to see you there. See you later Jimbo," Todd said as he and his friend left.
"What an ass," Jimmy said.
"He seemed cute to me," Jennifer said in jest.
"Yea, cute like a snake. He thinks he is so hot because he's the star quarterback on the football team, is dating the prettiest girl in school and is driving a BMW 735i."
"That may qualify," Jennifer laughed.
Jimmy realized what he had said and laughed. "Yea, I guess you're right."
"Well, are we going to the prom?" Jennifer asked only half facetiously.
"Yea, right," Jimmy said with sarcasm.
Jennifer's lips went into a pout. "Are you afraid to show your college girlfriend around at school."
"Mom," Jimmy said and rolled his eyes.
"You know what? It would be pretty wild if we did go to the prom," Jennifer said, almost thinking aloud.
"You can't be serious?" Jimmy asked incredulously.
"Well, we fooled your two friends just now. The fact is, I've never met any of them, so they would have no way to know. It's crazy but don't you think it could be fun?"
Jimmy sat silently for a few minutes, thinking about what his mother had said. Then his face lit up with a smile. "Why not. I don't give a flying fu...uh I don't care what those guys think. It would be pretty wild," Jimmy said smiling broadly now, the idea appealing to him for a number of reasons. "Let's do it."
"Great, but I'll have to go out and get a dress and some shoes and a pocket book and get my hair done. God, I'm excited now," Jennifer beamed.
Chapter 6
Jennifer and Jimmy were nervous all week. Jimmy was excited about the chance to go out with his mother on a real date. Jennifer, on the other hand, thought it was a chance to get her son involved with other people in school and give her some quality time with him. Besides, if they pulled this off, it would be an incredible boost for her ego.
Jimmy rented a tuxedo and his mom bought a dress but wouldn't let him see it until the night of the prom.
Jimmy was ready early, waiting downstairs for his mom. He had never felt so nervous in his life, not only because of the charade but also because he was going out with him mom. The bow tie around his neck seemed to be getting tighter and tighter as he waited. He had a corsage in his hand, pacing the living room when she came down the stairs.
"Wow!" Jimmy exclaimed when he saw his mother.
She had on a slinky short gown. It was cut low, allowing a sexy view of the soft swells of her breast. It was silky and green, with the hem cut in triangles almost like a Peter Pan outfit, leaving expanses of her thighs exposed. She had her hair professionally done and put up on her head with little curls hanging down her cheeks. Her eye shadow matched the green of her dress. She wore matching four-inch high heels and was carrying a new purse. The gown was far too tight for underwear.
Jennifer spun around in a circle and said, "You like?"
"God mom, you look gorgeous," Jimmy said looking at the back of the gown. It was cut all the way to the top of her hips.
"I don't look to old do I?" she asked turning back to Jimmy with a worried look on her beautiful face.
"No, but I don't care anyway. I'll have the best looking girl at the prom on my arm," Jimmy beamed.
"Thank you sweety. Ready to go?"
"Absolutely," Jimmy said, fitting the corsage onto his mother's wrist and leading her to the car.
The prom was a typical high school affair. It was being held in the gym, which was decorated with streamers and balloons. It was kind of corny but Jennifer loved every minute, feeling like she had gone back in time.
They had been there for a while and she and Jimmy had danced several fast dances when Todd came up to them and asked Jennifer to dance. He had his girlfriend Ronda with him and kind of pushed her over to Jimmy.
Jimmy's eyes opened wide when he saw the dress Todd's date was wearing. It was split down the front, almost to her naval, showing most of her incredible large chest. Jimmy swallowed hard and walked onto the dance floor with Ronda. It was difficult for his eyes to look anywhere besides her exposed breasts as Ronda moved to the music.
Jennifer and Todd danced across the floor as Todd led her away from Jimmy and Ronda. When the fast song ended a slow one came on and Jennifer started to return to Jimmy. She saw that he was in the arms of Ronda.
Todd grabbed her arm and pulled her back into his arms. As they danced, Todd pulled her close and put his hands on her hips. "So, how did you and Jimmy meet?" Todd asked.
"At a sorority party."
"So, are you guys going 'out'?" Todd said as his hands slowly slid lower on Jennifer's hips.
"Yes, we are."
"Jimbo's a lucky guy," Todd said, his hands moving even lower until his fingers moved under the waist, touching the bare tops of her ass cheeks. "Ummm, no panties, I love that," he said as his hard penis pressed into her groin.
In spite of herself, Jennifer felt a little thrill go through her. It was such a boast to her ego to have this young, handsome guy interested in her, even if he was stuck on himself. She left his hands on her ass for a while and pressed her groin into his to give him a little thrill. She could feel his penis pulse against her. She almost giggled at her naughtiness.
When the song ended, Jennifer turned from Todd saying, "Thanks for the dance." She walked back to Jimmy, leaving Todd standing there with his pants bulging with his erection.
Both Jennifer and Jimmy had a wonderful time at the prom. Jimmy was so proud of his mom and she thought that he was making a lot of progress in connecting with other kids in his class. She had seen him talking to a number of guys and girls.
They were sitting at the table at about 11 p.m. when Todd came over.
"Hey you guys, we're leaving for my dad's place now. Are you coming? It's going to be a ball."
Jimmy looked at his mom. She smiled and winked at him. "Sure, we'll come for a little while," Jimmy said.
"Great! It's out on Driftwood Road, right at the end near the old lighthouse, you can't miss it."
A few minutes later Jennifer and Jimmy were walking into Todd's family beach house. It was a large old three-story house. It looked like it had at least 20 rooms and had been totally remodeled inside and out. It was just off the beach with a large wooden deck in the back of the house looking out at the ocean.
"Great you made it," Todd said walking up to them with two glasses of spiked punch.
"Thank you," Jennifer said as she took the drink.
"You guys make yourself at home, I have some other guests to take care of. I'll be back in a few minutes," Todd said with a smile and headed off into the crowd of teenagers.
The house was packed with kids, music blaring. Some of kids Jimmy knew but many he didn't recognize. As he and his mom walked around, they found almost every room filled with partying kids, but not an adult in site.
"I wonder if Todd's dad knows about this party?" Jennifer whispered.
Jimmy looked at his mother like she was clueless. "Not a chance."
"Remind me not to leave you home alone anymore," Jennifer scoffed.
Jennifer and Jimmy had been there for about an hour when Todd found them again.
"Hey guys, a couple of us are going down to the club room to play some games. Why don't you come on down."
Neither mother nor son knew what type of games he was talking about but agreed to go downstairs.
Todd led them downstairs where his girlfriend and four other couples were sitting on large pillows scattered around the floor. They were all in a circle waiting for Todd. There were fragrant candles placed around the room, casting a glow of shadows on the walls.
"Guys, you all know Jimmy and this is his gorgeous date Jennifer. They're going to join us."
There was a chorus of greetings from the guys and girls around the circle.
"Okay guys let's get started. The first game will be charades. The twist is that the loser of each round will have to perform a 'truth or dare'," Todd said.
Todd walked over and sat with his girlfriend who was sitting next to Jimmy and Jennifer.
The games started. It was a lot of good-natured fun with everyone laughing and teasing. The worst thing that happened was that at one point, the losing team had to moon the entire audience. After that, things started to get a little more interesting.
Jimmy and his mother noticed a couple of the guys lighting up cigarettes. Then they started to pass them around. By the time the smell of the cigarettes got to them, they both realized that it wasn't a normal cigarette but rather marijuana.
Jennifer had smoked a little marijuana in her younger days and Jimmy had tried a little a couple of years ago but neither was very familiar with how it would affect them.
When the cigarettes got to them, they both took light puffs and passed them on. Neither one of them wanted to risk getting high. What they hadn't counted on was the fact that they were breathing the smoke all around the room.
It didn't take long for everyone to start feeling the impact of the marijuana. It was very gradual for Jimmy and Jennifer, slowly and unknowingly making them high.
"Okay, the next game is a contest to see which couple kisses the best. Each of us will have five minutes. The winning couple gets a special prize-a ride in my BMW," Todd laughed. "Agreed?"
Everyone but Jennifer and Jimmy gave a rousing yes. It was at this point that logic would have told mother and son to leave. However, the relaxing mood of the marijuana made the outrageous idea seem okay. Neither of them was thinking about the fact that they would have to kiss each other.
"Okay, Ronda and I will start it off. Bob, you keep the timer," Todd said handing Bob a cooking timer that would ring a bell after five minutes. Then Todd turned to the crowd and said, "Just to make sure everyone can see, I rigged this little spot light up. He walked over to the wall and turned on a spot light that made the area between the six couples look like a small stage.
When someone was standing in the light, they wouldn't be able to see any of the other couples on the floor but their every move would be illuminated.
Todd and his girlfriend walked to the center of the room and embraced. "Is there anybody still out there?" he asked comically, looking out at the darkened room.
There was a round of applause and hoots from the couples watching.
Suddenly the room got very quiet as Todd and Ronda turned to each other. Their lips met. There were murmurs in the crowd as they kissed passionately. Everyone watched their lips pull apart and their tongues touch. Then Todd sucked on his girlfriend's tongue as she held it out to him. Then she did the same for him. All the time, his hands were working down her back until they covered her buttocks. Their groins pressed tightly together. They began to hump into each other like they were having sex.

The crowd started to call out to them in encouragement.
"That's it Todd, go to it," someone called out.
"Come on Ronda, suck his tongue," one of the girls said.
Everyone in the room started to get excited as they watched the two teenagers kiss. Just as Todd's hand came up to Ronda's breast and squeezed, the timer went off. Then there was a loud groan from the crowd.
When the two separated, one of Ronda's breasts was half out of her gown. She either didn't notice or didn't mind because she made no move to cover herself. Everyone in the room broke into applause.
"Thank you, thank you." Todd and Ronda bowed. Ronda's heavy breast flopped completely out of her dress as she bent over. There were more catcalls and hoots from the crowd. "Now it's Bill and Lisa's turn," Todd said as he led his girlfriend back to their place on the floor. He turned to look at Jennifer and Jimmy then reached his hand over and squeezed his girlfriend's naked tit.
Bill and Lisa took center stage. They wasted no time in getting into a passionate embrace. Their mouths worked together feverishly, trying to outdo Todd and Ronda. They started swaying together like they were dancing without moving their feet. Bill knelt, almost like he was dirty dancing, then ran his hands up and down Lisa's thighs. He stood back up and reached down and pulled her dress up until her panties were visible. He reached behind her, pushed his hands into her panties, and grasped her bare ass, their lips locked together again. His hands moved further down until it looked like they were pushing inside Lisa. Bill began to push her panties down her thighs. Just as he let them drop to the floor, the bell went off.
There was a quiet pause in the room when the two parted. Bob and Lisa were both breathing hard as Bill held her gown up, baring her pubic hair. Suddenly the crowd broke out in wild applause. Bill and Lisa bowed to the audience. Lisa picked up her panties and threw them into the darkened room as Bill led her back to their place on the floor. The panties landed on Jimmy's lap.



"Jennifer and Jimmy," Todd called out.
Jimmy and his mother jumped when they heard their names. The effects of the marijuana had made them forget that they were required to participate. Suddenly they realized the predicament that they were in.
"Wow mom, what are we going to do?" Jimmy whispered.
Jennifer sat there, biting her lip, her mind unable to focus on resolving this problem.
"Come on, come on," Todd said and stood up in front of the two. He pulled Jennifer to her feet and Jimmy followed. Todd pushed them into the center of the room.
Soon mother and son stood facing each other. Their eyes locked together.
"Hey, come on you two or you forfeit," someone yelled.
Jimmy took his mother in his arms, his hands shaking.
Jennifer watched as his lips approached hers. Suddenly she moaned as her own son was kissing her. Within seconds, the other kids were forgotten.
Jimmy could feel his heart pounding in his chest and his head was spinning. He opened his mouth and felt his mother's tongue enter. Their mouths worked together, their tongues fighting for possession of one another's mouth.
Neither of them was thinking about the audience when they heard whistles and hoots. It seemed that the passion that the two felt for each other was broadcast to the entire room. Although they hadn't made any sexual overtures, the audience could feel the electricity coming from the mother and her son.
When the bell went off, Jimmy and Jennifer continued kissing, their bodies heating up, grinding together and projecting a sexual tension to the entire room. Soon every couple in the room was kissing and moaning. Hands went up dresses and fingers went into panties. There were six hard penises tenting pants.
"Alright, alright, times up you two love birds," Todd said, getting up and pulling the two apart. "There are a few more people that still have to compete."
Jimmy and his mother sat back down. Their bodies were shaking in excitement and they were breathing hard. They both knew that they had gotten carried away but also knew that the kiss had turned them on like nothing had ever done before. It was wrong but yet it felt so natural. They sat staring at the open floor, silent, their chests heaving, waiting for the next couple.
"Derrick and Donna," Todd called out.
Derrick and Donna got up, straightening their clothes as they went to the center of the room. Derrick was a black 6' 4" football player. His girlfriend was a petite girl who stood 5' 1". He was coal black and she was a creamy white skinned blond. She had on a skintight white dress and he was dressed in a black tux with black shirt and tie. The contrast was stark, even in the artificial spotlight.
Derrick had to bend far over to kiss his girlfriend. However, the kiss only lasted a few seconds as Donna quickly slid to her knees wanting to 'out do' the other couples. She began to rub her hands on Derrick's groin, working up a giant bulge in his pants. Donna was just pretending but when she heard the hoots from the crowd, her excitement grew, making her bolder. She squeezed the large bulge in Derrick's pants, outlining his equipment to the crowd. Her hand worked lovingly up and down the shaft.
Derrick moaned and pushed his hips at his girlfriend.
She smiled up at him and then reached up and pulled his zipper down. The rasp of the zipper brought the room to total silence. The only noise was a clock ticking on the wall and the heavy breathing of the audience.
Jimmy and Jennifer couldn't believe what they were watching as they saw the tiny girl reach into her boyfriend's pants. They watched as she struggled to pull Derrick's long black cock from his pants. When it popped free, everyone in the room gasped. It was huge and already three-quarters hard.
With a moan, Donna squeezed her fingers around his penis, her hand unable to close around the swollen black flesh. She held it up for the crowd to see then brought it to her mouth. Their were more gasps in the room as her lips had to stretch wide to take the giant head into her small mouth.
Derrick and Donna's moans were drown out by the moans of the other couples around the room. They all watched as she sucked the large head, holding the shaft in her tiny white hand.
Derrick's penis was so long that it looked unreal.
He looked down and watched his girlfriend suck the head and jerk on the shaft. God she loved to suck my cock he thought. "Oh God baby, suck it," Derrick moaned and grabbed Donna's head, pumping his hips into her face.
Jimmy could feel his mother's body moving in excitement next to him. He could feel the heat of her body as her hot thigh pressed to him. He slowly reached his hand over and placed it on her thigh, fearful that she would scream at him. When she made no move to remove his hand, he began to slowly rub up and down her the silk of her nylons. He heard her moan.
Derrick's excitement was increasing rapidly as his hips began to move back and forth, pushing his penis into his lover's mouth at a faster rate. He held her blond hair in his hands and began to work his penis in and out. As he pulled back, his back snake glistened with Donna's saliva. Derrick began to moan as his excitement grew. Just before he felt that he was going to cum, Donna pulled away.
Donna looked up at her lover with a wide smile then licked his penis like an ice cream cone. She turned her head this way and that, making sure the entire room saw what she was doing. Finally she stood and reached up, putting her hands on Derrick's shoulders. Then she jumped up and wrapped her legs around his waist, hugging his neck with her arms. Her gown slid up her thighs, revealing her naked ass.
No one noticed that the five-minute bell had gone off. Every eye in the place was on the two in the center of the room.
Jimmy's hand had gradually insinuated itself under his mother's dress and was working slowly higher. He grew bolder when he felt her bare skin just above her thigh high nylons. An involuntary moan escaped his lips when his fingers moved several more inches and found his mother's swollen sex lips. He hadn't realized that she was not wearing panties. He thought he might cum in his pants when she eased her legs apart, giving him access to her dripping hole.
In the center of the room, Derrick pulled Donna's dress to her waist and reached down to grasp his long black penis. He lifted it and rubbed it against Donna's dripping sex lips. Everyone in the room held their breath as they saw him place the large purple head against the tiny hole.
There were moans from the crowd as the swollen head began to stretch the lips. It looked like he was shoving a black log up her tunnel. There were audible gasps from the room as the head slipped inside.
"Oh my God," Donna breathed as she felt Derrick's penis begin to slide into her body. She had felt it many times before but this was special because she could feel the eyes of everyone in the room on them. She knew that they were all watching as his penis slowly disappeared into her. The wild situation and the marijuana made it so much more exciting.
Jimmy felt his mother push her hips up at his fingers. He took that as an okay to press his finger between her dripping lips. The marijuana was making his head spin and his hand was shaking as he pressed a finger deep into her body. He had fingered girls before but it had never felt like this. He could feel ever inch of swollen flesh inside his mother's vagina. He moved his finger around, touching every spot he could reach. Her warm juice coated his finger and ran down his hand.
Donna began to move up and down slowly, trying to take more of Derrick's large organ inside of her tiny hole. She had never gotten more than half of him into her but that was more than enough. Gradually she increased her movements until her hips were moving up and down in a steady tempo, aided by Derrick's large black hands on her ass cheeks.
Everyone in the room could see white foam streaking Derrick's black penis as Donna's juice was worked into a froth. They all watched as the two made love in the middle of the floor like a stage show. However, the couples on the floor were also busy with each other. There were hands on penises, fingers in vaginas, and lips attached to lips.
Jimmy couldn't take anymore and he turned to his mother and brought his lips to hers. He was elated when she didn't resist and let his tongue press into her mouth like his finger was pressing into her lower hole.
Suddenly there was a loud bellow from the center of the floor. Everyone looked back at the two lovers in time to see Derrick's knees buckle as his penis apparently unleashed a torrent of cum into his lover's tiny hole. Donna groaned in climax as well when she felt her lover's sperm spray into her womb. It didn't register to her that he wasn't wearing a rubber and she wasn't on the pill.
However, Derrick knew. He had never cum in her before. The excitement of what was happening made him pump a huge load of cum into Donna. Her hole couldn't possible hold all of his juice. It only took a second for his thick juice to begin to run down his penis and drip from his balls.
When Derrick let Donna stand on the floor again, they were surprised that there was no applause. Everyone was much too busy.
Todd pulled away from his girlfriend and stood up, his clothes in disarray and his zipper down. "Alright, I think we are going to skip the rest of this game because I think you'll agree that we have a winner. Now I would like to move to the next game. I want every guy to switch with the guy next to him. We each have fifteen minutes with our friends partner."
Jimmy had pulled his finger from his mother and was sitting up. His mom was still on her back, her chest heaving in excitement. Jimmy saw Todd standing in front of him. It took him a minute to understand what Todd wanted. It felt like he was moving in slow motion as he stood, then watched Todd take his place next to his mother. He was so lightheaded that he felt like he was floating as he stepped over and looked down at Todd's date. She held her arms open to him.
Jennifer's mind couldn't focus on what was happening. She knew that Jimmy had moved and could feel Todd crawl next to her. Then she was in his arms and his lips were on hers. She moaned as Todd's tongue pressed into her mouth.
Jimmy was surprised that Ronda's dress top was down, baring both of her huge breasts. He didn't hesitate when she pulled him into her arms, pressing her large breasts to his chest. His lips sought and found hers. When he pulled away, he could see that her eyes were hooded over in pleasure. He bent his head and began to suck on her breast, bringing a moan from her lips. He took the other breast in his hand and began to squeeze it. His hand looked so small compared to the size of her tit.
Jennifer and Todd were still locked in their embrace. His hand had found its way under her dress and his fingers were running gently up and down her dripping lips.
"Oh my God," Jennifer moaned, her drug fogged brain unable to sort out what was happening to her. Her hips pushed up into Todd's finders as he pressed his fingers into her. Suddenly, Jennifer's legs tightened around his hand. There was a roaring in her brain as waves of pleasure started at her toes and worked up her body, exploding in her head. When one wave ended, another began; making her feel like her heart was going to jump out of her chest. "Oh yes, oh yesssss!" she hissed, the pleasure running through her without stop.
Ronda heard Jennifer moan and looked over and saw Todd fingering her. She sat up and pushed Jimmy onto his back. Then she knelt at his waist, opened his pants and pulled his hard penis out. "Oh wow," she said when she saw the size of his equipment. Then she used her hand to pump up and down his long shaft, squeezing a clear drop of juice out of the tiny slit. She lifted one large tit and brought the nipple to the dripping head of his penis. She moved the tit around, coating her hard nipple with his clear juice. Then she moved the tit up to Jimmy and let him suck his juice off the nipple.
Ronda looked one more time at her boyfriend and saw that he was occupied. She turned back to Jimmy and like a moth to a flame her mouth lowered until she took the pulsing head between her lips.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Jimmy moaned in pleasure.
Jennifer heard her son moan from somewhere far off. She pulled herself away from Todd and looked over. She gasped as she saw Ronda sucking on his penis. As she watched the young girl work on her son, she felt her own excitement begin again.
"Suck me," Todd said as he quickly pulled his penis from his pants.
Jennifer looked at the swollen member Todd held in his hand then looked over at her son and saw that his eyes were closed in pleasure. She turned and took Todd into her mouth.
"Oh God yes, suck me Jennifer," Todd said loud enough for Jimmy to hear.
Jimmy heard his mother's name and opened his eyes and looked over at Todd and his mother. It had to be a dream he thought as he saw his own mother sucking on Todd's penis. He sat up to get a better look, shaking his head and closing his eyes then reopening them. The scene did not change. His mother was sucking on Todd's penis. Then he felt Ronda's mouth on him again. Now he pictured his mother sucking on him as he pushed Ronda's head up and down.
"That's it Jennifer, suck my cock. I'm getting close baby. I'm going to cum in your mouth," Todd hissed in excitement, wanting to make sure Jimmy heard him.
When Jimmy heard these words, his own penis spasmed. Without warning his swollen head expanded and began to pump his juice into Ronda's willing mouth.
When Jennifer felt Todd tense, she prepared for his cum. Seconds later he was pumping a river of cum into her mouth. She swallowed repeatedly, drinking his thick sperm. "Mmmm!!!" she moaned as Todd's juice kept pouring into her mouth as quick as she could swallow. God his cum tasted good she though as she used her hand to milk him into her sucking mouth.
The last pulse of Jimmy's penis matched the last squirt of Todd's cum. Both boys fell back on the floor in exhaustion.
"Todd," Ronda called to her boyfriend.
Todd got up and moved over to Ronda. Jimmy crawled back over to his mother. He could see his mom lying on her back, her eyes closed. He laid down next to her and whispered, "Mom are you okay?"
"Yes," she answered in a barely audible whisper.
He bent and gently kissed her lips. She opened her mouth again for him. A little ripple of excitement went though him at the faint taste of sperm on her lips and in her mouth. He moaned and sucked her tongue.
When he pulled away he looked down into her swimming eyes. They looked glassy and the pupils were dilated, even in the dark room. He whispered, "Do you want to go back upstairs?"
"Yes."
As Jimmy pulled his mother to her feet, he saw Todd between his Ronda's legs, his pants around his knees, his hips moving up and down, and her legs wrapped around his back. He could see in the dimly lit room that others were in the same position. He could hear the slapping sounds of sex and hear their moans. The room was still filled with marijuana smoke.
Jimmy led his mom back upstairs.
"I need to find a bathroom," Jennifer said.
"Okay, I'll get us a drink."
Chapter 6
Jennifer looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was a little messed up and her dress was a slightly wrinkled. She straightened her clothes and hair, put new lipstick and touched up her makeup.
Suddenly the bathroom door opened. "Hi, I'm Shelly," a young girl said and walked into the bathroom.
Jennifer was surprised as this was not a public bathroom make for multiple guests.
"Do you mind if I use the facilities?" she asked.
"Uh, no, go ahead," Jennifer said and watched the young girl pull her dress up and her panties down then sit on the toilet.
"You're here with Jimmy Henson aren't you?" Shelly asked.
"Uh yes, he's my s...uh my date," Jennifer said. "I'm Jennifer."
"I know," the young girl smiled brightly, her eyes sparkling.
Jennifer thought it was a strange situation to be having a conversation with someone sitting on a toilet. Then she heard the hiss of pee as the girl relieved herself. Jennifer felt her face turn red with embarrassment.
"You're pretty," Shelly said.
"Thank you," Jennifer murmured nervously, then had to smile at the strangeness of the situation. "You're very pretty too."
The young girl wiped herself without a hit of self-consciousness and flushed the toilet.
Then Jennifer watched as the young girl pulled her panties up and let her dress fall. Jennifer felt her face flush again as she saw the girl's eyes catch her watching.
The two women walked out of the bathroom together.
Jennifer stood talking to Shelly as she watched the kids moving around the house as if they were in slow motion. Everything was so surreal; a fog in her head creating a mellow relaxed feeling. Even after what had transpired in the clubroom, there didn't seem to be any guilt. She realized that it had to be from the marijuana that she had inadvertently consumed.
"Are you okay?" Jennifer thought she heard. Suddenly she realized that Shelly had been taking to her.
"I'm sorry, what did you say?" she asked.
"I said that I understand that you are going to State College?"
"Uh...uh yes I am."
"I think I might want to go there. I've already applied," Shelly said standing close to Jennifer.
Jennifer could feel the girl brush her breast against her arm and felt a little unwanted shiver go through her.
"That's a pretty ring, may I look at it?" Shelly asked.
"Sure," Jennifer said and held her hand up to Shelly.
Shelly took her hand in hers and looked at the ring. "You have beautiful hands," Shelly said, rubbing the skin softly.
Again, Jennifer felt a little shiver. She looked at the girl and saw that her eyes were looking at her face, not her hand. Their eyes held each other's for several seconds, which seemed to Jennifer like so much longer in her drug haze.
"Here's your drink Jennifer," Jimmy said as he came up to the two women.
Jennifer pulled her hand from the girls, like she had been shocked.
"Mot...uh...Jennifer, I going to take a quick ride with Jerry in his new Corvette," Jimmy said excitedly. "We'll only be a couple of minutes."
"Uh...sure."
When Jimmy had left, Shelly said, " Have you seen Todd's dads library? It's amazing."
"No I haven't."
"Come on, I'll show you," Shelly said and took Jennifer's hand and led her down a long hall and into a large room.
It was obviously a man's room, with leather chairs and animal trophy's on the walls. There was a large fireplace with rifles above the mantle. Two of the walls were lined from floor to ceiling with books.
"There are some great books here. Let me show you," Shelly said and pulled a rolling ladder over. "Will you hold this for me?" she asked sweetly.
Jennifer held the ladder as Shelly climbed to the top. Naturally, Jennifer looked up as the young girl climbed. She couldn't suppress a gasp when she realized that she was looking directly up Shelly's dress. Even in the dim light of the room she could plainly see her bare ass and puffy sex lips between her legs. She was surprised that she was naked under her dress. Obviously, at some point she had removed her panties. Jennifer didn't know when since she thought she had been with her since they left the bathroom.
When Jennifer's eyes focused higher, she saw the young girl staring down at her. Jennifer looked away quickly but not before their eyes met. Jennifer's heart began to beat wildly. God, she had never had any interest in women before she thought. What was wrong with her? Then, she remembered watching that movie and fast forwarding to the part where her neighbor was being eaten by her female friend. Suddenly she could feel her juice dripping down her thigh.



Shelly climbed back down the ladder slowly, a book in her hand. "This is a very interesting book," she said and led a compliant Jennifer over to one of the leather couches.
As the two women sat down, Shelly's warm thigh pressed to Jennifer's. Shelly sat the large book on their laps. The title was embossed on the leather cover "Isle of Sappho, A Pictorial Review."
Jennifer knew what Sappho meant but was still shocked when Shelly opened the book to a drawing of two women, one on her knees with her head between the other's legs. There was writing on the pages but Jennifer couldn't focus her eyes on the words.
"Aren't these wonderful drawings?" Shelly said, touching the pictures sensuously with her finger. She flipped several more pages, each one depicting more drawings of women making love.
Jennifer's breathing was increasing as her heart began to pound even harder in her chest. She could feel the lips of her vagina throbbing and juice pouring out of her. She turned to answer the young girl and saw that her eyes were looking at her face. Jennifer felt helpless to stop her when Shelly moved her lips to hers. She felt the young girls tongue enter her mouth. Her lips were unlike any man she had ever kissed. They were soft, wet and pliant, spreading over hers with a warmth that made her body tremble.
The book on their lap fell to the floor, making a thud in the otherwise quiet room. Shelly's arms wrapped around Jennifer and held her tight as their passion grew.
Jennifer could hear little moans coming from somewhere. Then she realized that it was coming from her throat. She squeezed her thighs together when she felt Shelly's hand touch her knee.
It didn't take a lot of pressure for Shelly to open Jennifer's legs and push her hand higher until it was caressing the warm flesh above her nylon.
Jennifer pulled her lips from the young girls and murmured in a breathless whisper, "Don't! What are you doing to me?" However, there was no conviction in her voice.
"Just relax and enjoy it," Shelly whispered lovingly.
Soon, Shelly's searching fingers were moving along the bare thigh above Jennifer's nylon tops. It was Shelly's turn to moan when she felt the wet and swollen lips of Jennifer's vagina. Her fingers gently pried the lips apart and pressed inside. When Jennifer moaned, Shelly pressed her lips to hers again.
"Oh God," Jennifer gasped when Shelly pulled away and began to push the top of her gown down. Jennifer again felt helpless to stop her.
When Shelly had her breasts free of her gown she said, "Wow, your breasts are gorgeous. Look at the size of those nipples. Oh God," she moaned and bent her head.
Jennifer looked down as if she were watching two other women making love and watched Shelly suck her hard nipples into her mouth. It was as if she were floating above the room, disembodied from the activity on the sofa. Yet, the electric pulsing emanating from her nipples and charging directly to her clit made her very much aware that she was involved.
Shelly sucked one nipple then the other, covering them with her saliva. She used her tongue to gently lick all over the soft skin of her breast, her eyes looking up at Jennifer. Then she pinched one nipple as she bit the other, bringing a long low moan from Jennifer's lips. Suddenly she sat back and looked at the Jennifer. Jennifer was laying back now, her eyes half closed, and her breasts heaving. She was ready Shelly thought.
Shelly leaned close to Jennifer and whispered, "I'm going to eat your pussy. I want to suck your sweet juice into my mouth. I can't wait."
Jennifer moaned and her legs spread apart without a conscious thought. Then she watched as the pretty, young girl went to her knees between her legs. She was paralyzed with fear and excitement. Their eyes met as Shelly slowly pushed her dress up her thighs.
"Lift up," Shelly whispered.
Jennifer's hips lifted, allowing Shelly to push her dress above her hips.
"Oh God's your pussy is beautiful," Shelly said excitedly. She bent her head and began to kiss up Jennifer's thighs, making sure Jennifer could feel her hot breath on her thighs. Slowly she worked up Jennifer's thigh until her tongue was licking the soft skin above the nylon tops.
Jennifer was beyond excitement now. She thought she might pass out as she felt the young girl licking her thighs, teasing her, avoiding her swollen sex lips. "Oh please," she moaned.
"Please what?" Shelly asked, her mouth poised above Jennifer's pulsing vagina.
"Oh God, oh God, please suck me," Jennifer hissed. "Ahhhhhhh!!!" she screamed when Shelly's mouth clamped onto her swollen lips. Jennifer hands went to Shelly's head and her thighs lifted up and wrapped around her neck, her hips sliding down the sofa.

Shelly was in heaven. She liked sex with boys but she loved women. She loved to eat them, to suck their juices, to bring them pleasure. Jennifer's juices were the sweetest she had ever tasted. Her juice literally poured out of her forcing Shelly to suck quickly. Still, it overflowed her lips and poured down her chin.
"My God, Jesus, ohhhhh!" Jennifer moaned as she humped her hips into her lovers face. She had been eaten many times by Jack but nothing compared to this. Maybe it was her drug induced state or maybe it was the skill of her teenage lover, either way her body was responding like never before.
Suddenly Jennifer shivered and clamped her thighs tightly around the poor girl's head. "Yes, yes, yes, eat meeeee!" Jennifer moaned as a climax ripped through her.
Shelly practically drowned from Jennifer's spurting juices. Yet she would gladly have drowned in order to please her lover. As often happened when she was with a woman, her own vagina spasmed in pleasure, and a strong climax went through her, making her suck even harder on her lover's wet hole.
Finally, Jennifer relaxed back on the sofa, her thighs easing the pressure on the girl's head. She looked down and could see Shelly's eyes smiling up at her, her tongue still working inside her vagina. Jennifer was surprised when Shelly reached up and began to tweak her nipples again. She saw Shelly pull back, stick her tongue out, and lick her still swollen clit.
"Ohhhh!" Jennifer moaned again, a new ripple of excitement running through her. "Oh God," she moaned when Shelly began to suck her swollen clit. "Shelly, Shelly, no, no," she moaned; however at the same time, her hands went back to the girls head.
Jimmy had looked in just about every room on the first floor for his mom and thought he would try the one last room. He walked into the library and saw the back of his mother's head. She seemed to be slumped down on the sofa. He walked over, concerned that she had passed out.
Soon Jennifer's body was tensing again, nearing another climax. She heard a gasp come from behind her. When she opened her eyes she saw Jimmy standing behind the sofa looking down at them. "Oh Jimmy," Jennifer moaned as she went into another spasm of pleasure.
Jimmy couldn't believe his eyes as he watched his mother climaxing on this girls mouth. He could see the girl's eyes looking up at him, yet she didn't stop her sucking.
When Jennifer's shaking stopped and her legs fell from around her neck, Shelly pulled her mouth away and wiped it with the back of her hand. Then she bent and kissed the swollen lips one last time and stood up. "Thank you Miss Henson." Then she walked out of the library, smiling at Jimmy as she passed.
"Miss Henson?" Jimmy said to himself then realized what she had said. My God, she knew he thought.
Jimmy sat down next to his mother and pulled her exhausted body next to his. His mind was reeling with the thought that if Shelly knew that Jennifer was his mom then others probably did as well. He figured that his mom hadn't really comprehended what Shelly said since she hadn't reacted. He started to say something to her but realized that she was lying heavily against him. She was asleep.
Chapter 7
Jimmy must have dozed off as well because when he awoke, he looked at the clock and it was almost 6 am. The sun would be coming up in a little while.
"Mom," Jimmy whispered, gently shaking his mother.
Jennifer stirred briefly but then snuggled back into Jimmy's arm.
"Mom, I think it's time we went home."
Jennifer opened her eyes uncomprehending for a few seconds. Then she realized where she was. "Oh God I must have fallen asleep. I'm sorry."
"It's okay, I fell asleep too. I think it's time to go."
"Okay," Jennifer said quietly, her memory of what had happened earlier slowly coming back to her.
As they walked out of the quiet house, they saw sleeping kids all over the place. Some were half-dressed and some were passed out from too much alcohol.
When they got to the car, Jennifer hesitated. "Jimmy, I'm sorry that I got carried away earlier," she apologized.
"You don't have to apologize mom," Jimmy said. "I had a lot of fun tonight."
Jennifer looked at him with a funny look on her face. Was he being truthful, she thought?
"I did mom. It was wonderful being with you. I think we both got a little carried away, but it's okay. I love you mom," he said sincerely.
"I love you too sweetheart," she said as she hugged him to her side. Jimmy, let's go down to the beach and watch the sun come up."
"Alright, I'll get a blanked from the trunk."
Jimmy and Jennifer walked hand in hand down the sandy trail through sand dunes. It was getting brighter by the minute as the sun tried to break across the water. They found a spot between some sand dunes and Jimmy spread out his blanket.
It was a warm May morning and there was a soft breeze rustling the tall grass across the dunes. Jimmy took off his tuxedo jacket and put it around his mothers shoulders then put his arm around her. They sat and watched the waves rush up on the shore and the sea gulls circle and screech as they begin their morning quest for food. The sparse, puffy clouds in the distant sky were a mixture of crimson and white as the sun began to work it's magic.
Jimmy felt his mother looking at him. He turned and looked at her face and saw a look he had never seen before. He searched her eyes, wondering what she was thinking. Then he felt her hand touch his face and guide his lips to hers. Their lips pressed together in a slow and gentle kiss. Jimmy hesitated to use his tongue until he felt his mother press hers into his mouth. He moaned and let her tongue inside.
Jennifer pulled away and searched Jimmy's eyes. "Jimmy, make love to me," she whispered.
Jimmy sat there stunned for a second.
"Please make love to me. I want you inside me. I want to feel you. I love you."
"Oh God mom, I never thought I would hear you say that. Are you sure? It's not...it's not the marijuana is it?" Jimmy asked, not wanting to take advantage of her if she was still feeling the effects of the drug.
"No Jimmy, it's not the drugs. I'm as sure as I have ever been about anything in my life. I have been looking for a man to give me tenderness and love, someone that knows me and loves me for me. I've been a fool. That man has been right beside me all along," Jennifer said, her eyes filling with tears. Then she lay back on the blanket and opened her arms to her son.
Jimmy bent over and kissed his mother's lips again and brought his hand up to caress her breast. He heard her moan as his hand slid down into her gown and pulled her breast out. He moved his head back and looked into her eyes one last time, searching for acceptance. He saw everything he wanted in her loving eyes. Only then did he bring his mouth to her hard nipple.
Jennifer gasped as she felt her son sucking on her breasts like he had done so many years ago.
Jimmy was surprised when she pushed him away briefly and sat up. He was relieved when he saw her slide the top of her gown down until both breasts were free. He moaned when she pulled him back to her breast.
Then Jennifer spread her legs willingly when she felt her son's hand move to her thigh. Her vagina was pulsing with need as his finger found her and slid inside.
Jimmy began to push his fingers in and out of his mother's sopping wet vagina. He could hear her little whimpers as his lips continued to suck on her nipple. When he pulled back he could see her face contorted in pleasure. Suddenly he stood up and began to pull his clothes off like a mad man. He threw his clothes in a pile on the sand next to the blanket. When he was naked, he stood over his mother and looked at her lying below him, her top below her breasts, her dress pulled up her thighs. His own penis was throbbing in front of him, dripping his juice in long silvery strands.
Before Jimmy could return to his mother, she got to her knees, her face inches from his pulsing penis. She looked up at Jimmy then reached out, her hand shaking, and grasped his shaft in her hand. Briefly she looked up at her son before she opened her mouth and took the head inside.
Jimmy couldn't believe that he was watching his mother suck on his penis. It was just like the million fantasies he had masturbated to in he last couple of years. His eyes were wide with excitement as he watched her cheeks suck in, her hand moving gently up and down the shaft. "Oh God mom," he moaned as his hips began to move back and forth.
"Mom, mom, stop!" Jimmy said in panic as he felt his climax approaching.
Jennifer pulled away and smiled up at her son. She reached down and pulled her dress over her head, leaving her naked except for her thigh high nylons. She lay back down on her back, looking up at her son, waiting. Her knees feel apart in invitation. She watched Jimmy kneel between her legs and look down at her spread open crotch, his face shadowed by the growing light behind him.
Suddenly Jimmy realized that he was in a position he had fantasized about since he was fourteen years old. He had wanted this but never expected to get the chance. Without a thought, he bend down and began to kiss his mother's warm thighs. He heard her moan as he slowly kissed closer and closer to her warm and swollen sex lips. His mouth opened and he covered her vagina.
"Ohhhhhh God Jimmy," Jennifer moaned as she felt her son's tongue push deep into her body. "Oh yes, eat me, eat me." Jennifer's legs came up and wrapped around Jimmy's head. She had liked Shelly's mouth but this was so much better. He was doing this out of love and not just sex.
Jimmy sucked his mother's juices into his mouth and swallowed. She was sweeter than he had fantasized. There was no fantasy that could possibly equal the reality that he was now experiencing. He sucked her swollen lips into his mouth and flicked his tongue across them with his tongue. He could feel her body quiver.
"Oh God, oh God," Jennifer moaned. Suddenly her body tensed and shuddered. "Oh yes, I'm going to...ohhhhhh I'm cummmiinnnnggg."
Jimmy held on to his mother's convulsing body, her hips bucking into his face and her hands held his head tightly to her crotch.
It took some time before Jennifer's body stopped shaking with pleasure. She opened her legs and let Jimmy pull his smiling face away from her wet groin. She held her arms open and welcomed him. Their lips met in a very wet and emotional kiss.
"Oh God Jimmy, fuck me now, fuck your mother," she said.
Again, Jimmy hesitated and looked at his mother's lust filled eyes. He reached down and brought his penis to her swollen lips. "Are you sure mom?" he asked, giving her one last chance to change her mind.
"Yes," she hissed and wrapped her legs around him, her arms grasping his back. She pulled with all her strength. "Ohhhhhhh!!" she moaned as she felt her son's long shaft slide into her body.
At that moment, the morning sun broke across the horizon in a flash of brilliant light. Neither Jennifer nor Jimmy noticed. Their senses were consumed with pleasures of the body.
Jimmy had never felt anything as wonderful in his young life. He could feel her warm hole welcome him inside, caressing him, squeezing him. It was better than he could have imagined. He looked down at his mother and whispered, "I love you, I love you, I love you." His hips began to pump in and out, gradually increasing his speed.
"Yes Jimmy, fuck me, fuck me. Oh my God, oh my God. Yessssss!" Jennifer screamed as another climax began deep inside. Her fingernails dug into his back and her teeth bit into his shoulder.
The squeezing of his mother's climaxing vagina was more than the young man could take. His body tensed as his balls tightened. "Ohhhh!!!" he moaned as his sperm rushed up the shaft and exploded into his mother's body. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," he moaned as his mother's sucking vagina drained him of everything he had.
Finally Jimmy collapsed onto his mother's welcoming body.
Mother and son lay holding each other, watching the sun climb into the morning sky.
"I love you," Jennifer whispered to Jimmy.
He smiled and pulled her tightly to him.
"We had better get moving before some jogger finds us," Jennifer said.
Jimmy groaned and pulled away to get dressed.
"My, you were excited," Jennifer said as she looked down at her overflowing vagina. "I'd better clean this up or I'll ruin my gown."
Jimmy watched his mother start to use the blanket to wipe her sperm covered crotch. "Wait," he said. "I'll take care of that."
Jennifer looked at her son in confusion as he walked back over and knelt between her legs. "Oh my God Jimmy," Jennifer moaned as she saw her son bend toward her crotch.
Jimmy opened his mouth and began to suck his mother's overflowing hole.
A few minutes later, mother and son walked hand in had to the car. Before his mother could get into the car, Jimmy turned her around and grabbed the lapel of his tuxedo jacket that was around her shoulder again. He pulled her lips to his as a group of kids walked out of the house and passed them by.
When they pulled apart, Jennifer looked at her son with tears streaming down her cheeks and said, "Jimmy, I don't know what is going to happen now but I know I want you. I can't see how something so right could ever be wrong. I love you and I need you."
"I love you too mom."
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Chapter 1
It is amazing how one's world can change in a single day. In Jennifer and Jimmy's case, it was one night or more specifically, one morning on a deserted beach. Neither Jimmy nor Jennifer knew what that one night of love would mean to their lives. They only knew that their life would never be the same.
On Sunday, Jennifer and Jimmy were in a fog, almost a hangover. They could remember most of what had happened at the party but neither one of them was prepared to discuss it. They slept most of the day, getting up to eat dinner and watch some TV then go back to bed. There were few words spoken.
Jennifer was concerned about the moral and legal implications of what she had done...not to mention the fact that she was the adult and should have controlled the situation.
Jimmy, on the other hand, felt that he had taken advantage of his mother. He hadn't known that there was going to be drugs at the party and worried that his mother's surrender to him was somehow related to that. The moral and legal implications didn't really enter his mind yet.
It was in this state of mind that they awoke on Monday morning. At breakfast, they barely looked each other in the eye. However, when the other was not looking, they stared, their hearts fluttering with an excitement and a closeness that they had never felt before.
"Are you going to be home at your normal time?" Jimmy asked his mom, his voice sounding loud in the quiet kitchen.
"Uh yes, I have a late meeting but I should be home by six. Why?"
"Well, I just thought I would fix you dinner. Maybe I can pick up some steaks and throw them on the grill."
"That sounds wonderful sweetie," Jennifer said, looking at him and thinking for the millionth time what a wonderful son she had. He was as good a lover as she had ever had. Suddenly there was an unwanted flashback of Sunday morning on the beach. She felt her face become flushed and she looked away.
"Great, I'll have everything ready when you get home. Love you," Jimmy said and kissed his mother briefly on the lips. He almost lingered longer but fear made him pull back and hurry out of the house.
The first person Jimmy saw at school was Todd. He was the one person that he really didn't want to see.
"Hey Jimbo," Todd said out of the window of his car as he pulled up on the parking lot in his BMW.
"Hi Todd," Jimmy said, continuing to walk.
Todd parked his car and hurried to catch up with him. "Great party Saturday night huh?" Todd asked.
"Yea it was good," Jimmy said in a noncommittal tone.
"You and Jennifer disappeared. We were looking for you because we all had breakfast together."
"Uh, sorry but Jennifer had to get back to the dorm, finals you know."
"Yea, I guess we'll be there next year. Listen Jimmy," Todd said, for the first time not calling him Jimbo. "I want to apologize because things got a little out of hand at the party. I wanted to have a little fun but I didn't expect it to go that far."
Jimmy stopped and looked at Todd. He searched his face to see if he was being truthful. He wasn't sure what he saw in his eyes but it almost appeared that he was being sincere.
"Hey man, I know I can be a real jerk and I admit I am attracted to Jennifer. If you want to punch me in the mouth for that, go ahead," Todd said with a smile.
"I don't want to punch you Todd," Jimmy said, beginning to believe that Todd was trying to apologize. Besides, Todd weighed about 30 pounds more than he did.
"Everybody says you are a good guy Jimmy. I know I put on a big show, driving around in my fancy car, but I'm not so bad."
"Todd, why are you telling me this?" Jimmy asked, trying not to sound irritated.
"I don't know man. I guess that I just don't want you to think that I'm a jerk and I wanted to apologize for acting like one."
"Alright, apologize accepted," Jimmy said, with a little smile in spite of himself.
"Great man, see you around," Todd said as the two shook hands then parted.
Jennifer had a very difficult time concentrating on her work that day. Several people had asked her what was wrong. She made up an excuse of a headache, which wasn't entirely false. The thoughts and emotions that were running through her were almost overpowering--love, fear, doubt and a thousand worrisome questions. What if someone found out? Did anybody know? She knew that several people, including Jimmy, had seen her giving Todd oral sex. God what if Todd's parents found out that some 35-year-old mother was having sex with their teenaged son, not to mention sex with her own son? Moreover, there was something in the back of her mine. It was a nagging thought that she couldn't put her finger on. Then her face paled as she remembered Shelly.
Chapter 2
When Jennifer arrived home about six fifteen, Jimmy was outside cooking steaks on the grill. She saw that there was a red rose lying next to her plate on the table. There was also a little box with a ribbon. Her heart did a little flutter at Jimmy's thoughtfulness. She hurried upstairs to change.
"Can I do anything to help?" Jennifer said as she walked out onto the deck.
Jimmy turned and saw that his mother was dressed in a pair of shorts and a pink blouse that was tied around her waist, just under her breasts. The top buttons were open, leaving an enticing view of her cleavage. Her hard nipples could be seen poking through the thin material. His heart fluttered as he looked at her pretty eyes and freckled face. "You can help me fix the salad. I'll be inside in a minute."
Several minutes later, Jimmy joined his mother at the counter, fixing the salads.
"How was school?" she asked.
"Okay. But something strange happened."
"What?"
"Well, Todd came up to me and apologized for what had happened at the party," Jimmy said, taking a bite of a carrot. "He almost seemed human."
"I told you he wasn't a bad guy," Jennifer said, only half in jest.
"He also said that he was attracted to you," Jimmy said. Jimmy could see her tense as she stood next to him.
Jennifer stopped and put her knife down, then closed her eyes and sighed.
"What's the matter mom?"
"Everything and nothing," she said elusively.
"Having second thoughts about what happened?" Jimmy said hesitantly.
"Yes," she almost whispered. "It was so wrong."
"I know," Jimmy said quietly. "What are we going to do mom?"
"I wish I knew."
"Mom, I never want to hurt you."
"I know, but it's not your fault Jimmy. I'm the one that should have controlled things." Jennifer turned away from Jimmy as tears came to her eyes. "I don't know what we are going to do."
"It's going to be hard to be around you now. I guess I could move in with Uncle Fred in Boston for the summer, then I'll be heading for school anyway," Jimmy said reluctantly. Now he felt like he was going to cry. "I have to check the steaks," he added quickly and rushed outside.
Jimmy was standing over the grill when he felt his mother come up behind him. She wrapped her arms around his waist and laid her cheek on his back, holding him tight. "I love you Jimmy and I don't want you to leave." Tears began to stream down her cheeks.
When Jimmy heard his mom say she loved him, he lost it and began to cry as well. He was embarrassed and didn't want to turn around but he felt his mother pulling him to face her. When they were facing one another, Jennifer buried her face in his chest and began to sob. They stood crying for long time, holding each other.
Finally, Jimmy pulled back and looked into his mother's tear streaked face. "We'll work something out mom, we have to. God I love you." He lifted his mother's chin and brought his lips to hers. This time it wasn't the quick peck he had given her this morning. This time is was a passionate and emotion filled kiss. Jimmy's arms wrapped around his mother's back and his hands caressed the soft skin of her bare back. The kiss lingered for a long time. When Jimmy heard his mother moan and felt her groin press into his, he slid his hands down until they were holding her buttocks. He could feel his penis begin to harden.
Jennifer pulled away breathless and said "Jimmy please." She wasn't sure what she meant by "please".
Jimmy began to kiss the soft crook of her neck. Slowly his lips moved up her neck, leaving goose bumps behind. When he reached her ear, he used his tongue to circle it and then push inside. He heard his mother moan. "God mom, you turn me on so much," he whispered.
"I can tell," Jennifer said with a smile in her voice. She pulled back and looked up at her son. He was so tall and handsome that it made her shiver. Then she made a decision and began to slowly slide down his body.
Jimmy's eyes opened wide as he watched his mother kneel at his feet. He moaned when she began to pull the zipper of his shorts down. "Oh God mom," Jimmy moaned when his mother reached inside his shorts and grasped his almost fully hard penis. He watched with some amusement as she tried to pull the long shaft out of the small hole in his shorts and underwear. "Wait," he said and unbuckled his belt and pushed his shorts and underwear to his feet.
Mother and son were breathing hard as they stared at each other. She was looking at his long, throbbing erection and he was looking at the top of her head.
Jimmy watched in the pale light of the late afternoon sun as his mother opened her mouth and let her tongue begin to lick the swollen head of his penis. He moaned when she sucked the large head inside, continuing to lick it with her tongue. Soon Jimmy's hips began to move back and forth, as his hands grasped her head. However, when he felt like he was getting close, he pulled his mother's reluctant head away. He saw her look up at him in surprise. He knew that she had been prepared to swallow his juice. He would have loved that, but he wanted something else.
Jennifer let Jimmy pull her to her feet. Their lips met again in an even more passionate kiss. She didn't stop her son when she felt him untying her blouse. She moved back and let him slide the blouse off her shoulder and down her arms, leaving her naked from the waist up.
If there was ever a prettier pair of breasts, Jimmy didn't know where he had seen them. He watched her breathing make them move up and down. The nipples were as hard as pencil erasers. Jimmy bent his head and sucked one into his mouth.
"Ohhhhh!" Jennifer moaned as she pulled Jimmy's head to her heaving chest. She moved his head to her other tit and let him suck for as long as he wanted. It was a feeling of closeness that she had not felt in years. It took her back so many years to when he was baby at her breasts, sucking for her milk.
When Jimmy finished sucking both breasts, he pushed his mother over to a padded lounge chair. He made her lay back as he knelt at her side. He bent his head again and kissed her stomach, making her shiver with pleasure. His lips moved slowly up her body until they were again at her firm white breasts. Jimmy worked on each breast for a long time, licking and sucking the flesh until they were covered with his saliva and red marks from his whiskers.
Jimmy pulled back and looked at his mother's face. "You are so beautiful mom." Then he realized that they were out on the deck, her with her top off, and he naked from the waist down. "We are quite a pair," he said with a smile and quickly pulled his shirt over his head. Then he moved back to his mother and reached for the snap on her shorts.
Jennifer's hands reached for her son's hands and stopped them. She saw him look up at her. It was no use fighting it she thought, then she sighed, and helped him open her shorts. She lifted her legs and let him slide her shorts down her legs. She hadn't bothered with panties.
Jimmy almost gasped when he saw his mother's sexy body again. He leaned forward and began to kiss her lips. When his mother's mouth opened, he pushed his tongue inside. His hand came up and began to squeeze her breast gently.
"Oh God Jimmy," Jennifer moaned when he began to kiss down her body again. She knew where he was heading.
Jimmy lifted her leg and he moved his head underneath until his tongue could reach her swollen vagina.
"Ohhhhh," she groaned as his tongue worked into her pulsing hole.
When Jimmy couldn't get his tongue in any further, he lifted her other leg and pressed them both back to her breasts. Now she was spread wide open for him.
Jennifer was almost embarrassed at the spectacle that she made, her knees pressed to her chest, her vagina spread and dripping. She was glad that there were no houses close by or someone would surely call the police.
"Oh Jimmy, oh Jimmy, oh Jimmy," Jennifer moaned incoherently as her son began to suck her swollen sex lips. She threw her head back and forth, as her excitement grew to a fervor pitch.
Jimmy felt his mother's body tense and knew that she was nearing a climax. He worked even harder, sucking her entire vagina into his mouth.
"Ohhhhhh yessssss!" Jennifer screamed as her body began to shudder with her climax. Her hips were lifting off the chair, practically throwing her son's mouth from her.
It was difficult, but Jimmy held on, refusing to let his mother go until her moaning stopped. He let her legs slip back to the lounger and smiled up at her. His chin was dripping with her sweet juice. He could see that her eyes were closed, her mouth open, breathing hard.
When she finally looked at Jimmy, she had a satisfied smile on her face. "It's your turn," she whispered. Then she got up and made Jimmy lay where she had been. When he was on his back with his long penis sticking up in the air, she stood back. She silently looked at her son, appraising his body. He was so sexy she thought and what a wonderful penis he has. She had to have it inside her again.
Jennifer straddled Jimmy's waist. She had to stretch her legs across the lounger, leaving her on the tips of her toes with her vagina poised over Jimmy's throbbing tool.
Jimmy reached up and took his mother's hands to give her balance. He squeezed her hands as he watched her lower herself to the swollen head of his penis. "Oh God mom," Jimmy moaned when her body opened and took the head inside.
She teased Jimmy by not moving down. She kept just the head inside her and moved in little circles. Her climax had given her the relief that she needed to tease him. It was her intent to make it last, to make him crazy with desire. At one point, she came completely off his penis, letting it flip up and slap his stomach. She quickly put it back between her lips and started moving around again.
"Please mom," Jimmy said and pushed his hips up in an attempt to push into her. She just lifted a little higher, frustrating his attempts.
"You want me sweetie?" she asked. "You want your big, long cock in me."
Jimmy's eyes had been closed but they flew open when they heard the dirty words coming from her mouth.
Jennifer smiled at the astonished look on her son's face. "Do you like that, do you like for me to talk dirty to you?"
"Ohhhh!!" Jimmy moaned.
"Tell me what you want honey. Tell me that you want that big cock in my pussy. Tell me that you want your mother to fuck you."
"Oh God mom, please fuck me. You're driving me crazy."
"Alright, since you asked so nice." With those words, she sat down, taking Jimmy deep into her body in one quick motion, her feet leaving the ground.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" they both moaned.
Jennifer had never had a penis so deep inside her body before. Jimmy was bigger than his father was and she had rarely sat on him like this. As for her other lovers, they liked to get on top of her and pound her senseless. They were too macho to let her take control.
Jennifer could feel the swollen head touch deep inside her. He was touching the place from which he had come eighteen years ago. What if she wasn't on the pill...what if she forgot to take them? What if she let him cum in her that way? That thought made her shiver in pleasure and fear. Then she blocked it from her mind. It was far too dangerous a thought.
Slowly Jennifer began to move up and down, holding Jimmy's hands for support. She would lift up and then, almost fall back down, taking him all the way into her body, grunting as he hit the back of her tunnel. She could feel the large head trying to go deeper still but there was no room left.
"Mom, mom, I can't take much of that," Jimmy warned.
"It's okay baby, you can cum. I want all that hot cream in my pussy...all those fertile little sperm swimming inside," she said and bounced up and down several times in rapid succession, making a loud slapping sound on his thighs.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!!!" Jimmy moaned as his penis pulsed and began to spurt his pent up sperm deep into his mother's body. He could feel huge gobs of his come pump into her with each pulse. He didn't even realize that she was climaxing as well.
Jennifer shivered in pleasure as she felt her hole fill with Jimmy's cum. She could feel it squeezing from her vagina and running down his balls. Her climax was not as intense this time but somehow more satisfying. She now loved to cum while her son was spurting into her body.
Finally Jennifer bent forward and pressed her breasts heavily to Jimmy's chest. They lay like that for a long time, breathing against each other.
Suddenly Jimmy jumped up, almost throwing his mother off his body. "The steaks," he cried. It was too late. He could see the smoke pouring from the grill.
"I hope you like your steak well done mom," Jimmy laughed.
"I've had my steak already," she giggled.
Jennifer was a satisfied woman as she sat down at the dinner table. She smiled as she saw the rose again. They ate without talking, their smiles saying everything. They finished their very well done steaks without complaint.
After dinner Jennifer picked up the little package Jimmy had left for her and opened it. It was a little gold ankle bracelet with a heart inscribed with "Jimmy". Jennifer lifted her leg and put the bracelet around her ankle.
"Jimmy, you don't need to give me presents. You have already given me my present tonight."
Jimmy looked at her quizzically.
"It's coming out of me right now," Jennifer said with a giggle.
"Mommmm!" Jimmy said, his face turning red.
"Well, it is! You weren't very tidy this time."
"What do you mean?"
"You cleaned me last time," Jennifer said with a naughty smile.
A look of understanding came to Jimmy's face. "Oh! "Do you need cleaning?"
"What do you think?" Jennifer asked and stood up and pulled her shorts down to her knees.
"Wow!" was all Jimmy could say when he saw the juice dripping from his mother's vagina and running down her thighs.
Now it was Jimmy with the naughty smile on his face as he moved around the table. He cleared off the plates and pushed his mother onto the table and spread her legs wide. His head went between her thighs. The house echoed with Jennifer's screams for a long time that evening.
Chapter 3
The following day Jennifer had to work late. It was a grueling day where everything she touched went wrong. Maybe it was her fault since her mind was still on other things...things closer to her heart. She called Jimmy from work to tell him she loved him and asked if she could bring something home for dinner. He told her not to worry about it and that he would fix dinner for both of them again. For the thousandth time in the last two days she felt like crying because she had been such a fool for not recognizing what a wonderful son she had.
When Jennifer got home at about 8 p.m., Jimmy told her to go take a nice hot bath and he would have dinner ready when she was done.
"Why are you so good to me?" she asked, almost to herself.
He looked at her in surprise. "Because I love you."
They ate quietly in the living room while watching television. When dinner was done, they moved to the sofa and snuggled. Jennifer was wearing a terry cloth robe and nothing else. She felt warm, comfortable, and very much loved.



Jimmy had on a tee shirt and a pair of shorts.
Jennifer put her feet up on the sofa and leaned back into Jimmy's arms against his chest, moaning softly as she snuggled even closer to his body. He put his arms around her waist and held her warm body to his.
"Mom, Todd invited us to a graduation party Friday night after the ceremony. I told him no and that we were going to celebrate together."
"Good, I don't think I want to go to another of his parties," Jennifer laughed. "At least not for a while."
That comment surprised Jimmy just a bit. Would she go to another party like that some other time? "He also asked if we wanted to double date with him and Ronda on Saturday night, maybe a movie or something. I told him I would ask you."
"It's okay with me," Jennifer shrugged. "Are you sure you want to have him as a friend."
"No, I'm not sure but I don't know any other way to find out. He has been really nice lately. He may be just buttering me up so he can get to you."
"Well, he can't have me, cause I'm all yours," Jennifer quipped.
"I'll tell him we'll go out with them but he has to keep his hands off of you," Jimmy said with a laugh.
Jimmy sat quietly for a while, holding his mother. After her comment earlier about the party, he had a question on his mind but wasn't entirely comfortable bringing it up. Finally, he took a deep breath and said, "Mom...did you, uh...did you enjoy the party?"
Jennifer was silent for a while before she whispered, "Yes, I guess I have to admit that I did. Some of it is still hazy but I can remember most of it."
"Would you go to another one like that?"
"I don't honestly know the answer to that. It made me feel young to be with all those teenagers and you. However, those things...those things we did...well they were wild."
Jimmy was pleased with her comment. At least she wasn't as upset as she seemed to be in the beginning. "I'm pretty sure there is a 'screamer' inside my mom," he said jokingly.
However, Jennifer answered in a more serious tone. "You might be right. I've felt so different since the divorce. I don't know, like I have wasted a lot of years and that I really didn't know what a loving relationship was like. Your dad...your dad and I just went through the motions. I'm not even sure we were ever in love."
"I'd like to make up for that," Jimmy whispered hugging his mom tighter.
"You already have. What about you, did you enjoy the party?"
"Well, the easy answer is yes. However, I was certainly uncomfortable at times, especially when we...we, you know, switched. But not enough to leave," Jimmy added quickly. "I'm embarrassed to say that I got excited watching you...uh, watching you sucking on Todd."
"Really," Jennifer said truly surprised. "I think you also liked Ronda's big tits," Jennifer said, turning to him with a pretty pout.
"Her tits are not 'that' big," Jimmy lied.
"They certainly are compared to mine," Jennifer said and pulled her robe apart, exposing her breasts.
Jimmy gasped as he looked over his mother's shoulder at her gorgeous breasts. "Mom you have beautiful breasts," he said and reached up and cupped them in his hands. "I love your breasts," he whispered in her ear then kissed her neck. Then he whispered, "It didn't look like you minded what Todd had between his legs either." Suddenly Jimmy regretted saying anything about that, fearing that he might have gone too far.
Instead of getting mad, Jennifer pushed her breasts into Jimmy's hands and said, "I have to admit 'it' was nice. However, not as big as yours, mind you. Was Ronda good at sucking you off?"
"Uh...God mom...you don't beat around the bush do you?"
"Well?"
"I guess so."
"You guess so? Either she was good or she wasn't."
"Alright she was good. What about Shelly, was she as good as me at eating you?" Jimmy returned, one upping her.
Jennifer did react this time. Jimmy could feel her body tense. "I'm sorry mom, that was out of line."
"No it's all right Jimmy. I was just thinking about her calling me Mrs. Henson. How do you suppose she knew my name?"
"I don't know, maybe she looked in your wallet."
"I'm a little worried about her. I wonder if she told anyone?"
"I don't know, she may have."
"What's her last name?"
"Belison, I think."
"Belison, Belison, Belison," Jennifer said trying to remember where she had heard that name before. "Wait a minute," Jennifer said, then sat up, startled. "Does she live up on Randolph Street?"
"I think so, why?"
"Holy sh... That's her mother. It's not likely that there are two families named Belison on Randolph Street."
"Who's her mother?"
"The woman in the video tape. That was her mother being fucked by those two men."
"Are you sure?"
"It has to be."
"Damn mom, we should have kept that tape then," Jimmy said.
"We did," Jennifer smiled with embarrassment. "I went back to the video store and told them that we had thrown the tape away by accident. It cost me forty bucks but I think we just solved our problem with Shelly." Suddenly there seemed to be a heavy weight lifted off Jennifer's shoulders. If Shelly hadn't told anyone then she could be controlled. Even if she had, she could be made to refute what she had said. Jennifer relaxed back into her son's arms. "I'll come up with a plan to take care of 'little miss smarty pants'."
"Mom you are a genius, but don't be too hard on her. She did eat your pussy pretty good," Jimmy chuckled.
"I have to agree with you there," Jennifer said, her face flushing as she remembered. "So, are you excited about graduation?" she said to change the subject.
"Kinda, but it's sad too. I don't have that many friends, so I won't miss that when I leave for college." Jimmy didn't really want to talk about what happens after the summer was over. He didn't want to go away. Everything had changed now.
"By the way Jimmy, what do you want for your graduation present?"
"I have everything I want right here in my hands mom," Jimmy said, squeezing his mother's breasts."
"Come on Jimmy, you have to want something more than your mom's tits."
"Well, we haven't had anal sex yet," Jimmy joked.
"Is that what you want?" Jennifer said seriously, turning her head to face him.
Jimmy looked into her eyes but couldn't read her. "Are you kidding?"
"No, if you want my ass Jimmy...then...then I will give it to you. I will give you anything you want."
"My God mom, you're serious. I can't believe it. Have you...have you ever done it like that?"
"No, but there is a first time for everything. You can have my ass virginity."
"Wow," Jimmy muttered, his erect penis pressing against his mother's back.
"Then it's settled. You can fuck me in the ass Friday night," Jennifer said in a matter of fact tone. However, on the inside she was shivering. She wasn't as confident as she wanted to appear. She had tried anal sex when she was first married but they were both far too drunk and it was a debacle. Then there was the fact that Jimmy was far larger than his father.
Jennifer could feel her son's erect condition. She squirmed around, pressing her back against his groin. She heard him moan. "I think someone is excited," she giggled.
"What makes you think that," Jimmy laughed.
"This!" Jennifer said and reached around behind her and grasped his penis through his shorts. "I think it needs a little tender loving care." Jennifer turned around and started to get onto her knees.
"Wait a minute mom." Jimmy got up and went to his room. He was back in a minute with something in his hand. He opened his hand and showed his mother a rolled up cigarette.
"What's that?"
"Todd gave me two joints," Jimmy said.
"Jimmy! You know I don't want you fooling with drugs!" Jennifer said in a disapproving tone, acting like a mother for the first time. "You could go to jail!"
"Mom, they wouldn't even arrest you in this state for a couple of joints. Besides, you know that I would never do 'drugs'. I hardly even drink. However, I can't say that for the rest of the guys."
Immediately Jennifer realized that she had come on too strong. "You're right sweetie. Sometimes I let my motherly instincts come out."
"I know mom. That's why I love you so much," Jimmy smiled. "Come on, I only have two. Let's try one tonight and I'll save the other for Friday night, and that will be the last of it...deal?"
Jennifer hesitated. "All right, deal!"
Jimmy and his Jennifer sat on the sofa and smoked the joint. It took them a few drags to get the hang of it but soon they could hold it in without coughing. By the time the joint was gone, they were both giggling for no apparent reason.
"You know, I never noticed how loud the ticking of that clock on the mantle sounds," Jimmy said seriously. Just as he said that the chimes started to sound. He looked at his mom with his eyes wide.
She looked back at him in amazement then they both burst out laughing. Suddenly everything just seemed so funny.
"Let me get us some snacks, I starved," Jimmy said, still laughing as he went to the kitchen.
A little while later, Jennifer was lying in her son's arms again. They both felt so comfortable and mellow. There was a strong feeling of love and contentment between mother and son, like the world and all of its problems were locked outside where they couldn't hurt them. The drug made all doubt about their relationship suddenly disappear. It seemed so right now, so natural.
It wasn't long before Jimmy's mind went back to sex. He could feel his penis becoming erect against his mother's back again.
Jennifer felt it as well. "Oh yes, I think I was going to do something about this," she said and turned around and took hold of his penis again. "Stand up," she said as she moved to her knees at his feet.
Jimmy stood and let his mother pull his shorts down his legs. They both giggled when his penis sprung out, hitting her on the top of her head as she bent to pull his shorts off. However, as quickly as it started, the giggling stopped. Jimmy looked down at his mother and saw her eyes looking up at him, his erection bobbing between them. It was as if his penis wasn't even a part of his body, like it was some object floating between them. Jimmy sat down, his legs suddenly feeling weak.
As Jennifer moved between his legs, her eyes never left his pulsing erection. She gently laid her face on his thigh, looking at his long shaft, fascinated with its hardness. Almost in slow motion, her hand came up and she used her fingernail to trace the large vein that ran up and down the shaft. She had never really noticed that before. She watched in amazement as a large drop of clear liquid bubbled from the head and began a slow journey downward. She placed her finger on the hot skin of his shaft and let the juice trickle onto her finger. When she pulled her finger away, there was a long strand of clear liquid attached, like a spider's web in the morning dew. She used her finger to attach the string of juice to her tongue.
"Oh God mom," Jimmy moaned as she watched her slowly suck the juice into her mouth as she moved closer to his penis. However, Jimmy was frustrated when she didn't touch his penis. Instead, she moved back again.
Jennifer cupped Jimmy's large testicles in her hand. "I never knew how big these were," she said almost to herself as she gently lifted them, unable to contain them in one hand. She felt Jimmy's thigh's quiver and watched his penis pulse, almost like it might shoot off any minute.
Jimmy moaned when his mother leaned forward and blew hot air on the swollen head of his penis, then continuing down the shaft, to his balls. She used her tongue to tickle the hair on his balls, leaving saliva in her wake.
"Wait a minute," Jennifer said and stood up. "Wow," she said as she felt the power of the drug hit her, causing a rush to her head. When she got her balance again, she walked slowly from the room. She returned several minutes later with something in her hand.
"What's that?" Jimmy asked.
"I'll show you. Put your hands behind your back."
Jimmy didn't think twice as he put his hands behind his back. His mother tied them gently together with a silk scarf. She took another and wrapped it around his head, covering his eyes, and then she made him sit back on the couch.
"God mom, what are you doing to me?"
"I'm going to give you the best blow job you have ever hand. Even better than Ronda."
A little competition and jealousy can be sweet Jimmy thought.
Jennifer returned to her position between her son's knees. She pressed his thighs far apart so that she could get very close to his penis. When she was situated, she again began to blow on Jimmy's penis, watching it throb and pour a steady stream of juice from the slit in the swollen head. When her tongue finally touched his hot skin, his hips came off the sofa. She was sure he would have grabbed her head had she not tied his hands.
Jimmy was practically going mad with desire. He had never been so excited in his life. He could feel his mother's tongue licking his penis with little butterfly flicks. He was desperate to have her take him into her mouth. Yet, she kept delaying it.
Jennifer picked up a long feather she had brought down with the scarves. She watched Jimmy squirm as she began to tickle the head of his penis with the soft down of the feather. She ran it around the head and then under the crown, sliding it across the wet skin. Then she used one finger to push the head of his penis so that it was pointing at her face. The skin was stretched incredibly tight. Now she began to saw the feather across the sensitive skin, just below the head.
"Oh my God mom, oh God, oh God," Jimmy moaned incoherently as the marijuana in his system multiplied the sensation tenfold. He felt electric shocks running in waves down the shaft of his penis and straight through his balls. It was excruciating agony.

Up and down the shaft the feather moved, bringing goose bumps to his thighs. "Mom, I...I can't take...I can't take much more," Jimmy hissed through clenched teeth.
Jennifer held her son's penis down so that it was parallel to her mouth. She opened her mouth and took just the head inside, continuing to run the feather up and down the shaft.
The taste of her son's penis in her mouth was so incredible. His juice coated her tongue and ran down her throat. It tasted like honey. She could never remember it tasting so good before. She sucked hard on the head, pulling more into her mouth.
"Mommmmmm!!!" Jimmy moaned in warning as he felt his penis pulse. He could feel it. He could feel his sperm move through the tubes deep in his body and into his shaft. It seemed like it was moving in slow motion as the juice traveled up the shaft. Then an explosion went off in Jimmy's head at the same time his penis exploded.
Jennifer was so occupied with tasting his juice she hardly noticed her son screaming. Suddenly her mouth began to fill with juice. She moaned when she realized he was cumming. She quickly swallowed as another volley poured in to her mouth and across her tongue. She had tasted sperm before but nothing had ever tasted like this. It was thick and salty but not bitter. It was like her son's essence, his life, was pouring back into her body. She had created him and now he was giving it back. She had had his juice in her vagina, her throat, her stomach and soon, soon her ass.
Jennifer squeezed her thighs tightly together as her vagina throbbed in excitement. Suddenly and without warning, her body began to tremble. It was as if a climax had started in her groin without the knowledge of her brain. The excitement ran from her groin to her head and back again. Her hips bucked as she continued to swallow her son's sperm.
"Mom, mom!" Jimmy called out as his mother continued to suck on him long after all his juice was gone.
Finally, Jennifer pulled away and looked up at her son. His eyes were still covered and his head had fallen back onto the sofa. She could still taste his sperm in her mouth. When she saw a final drop come to the flaccid head of his penis, she stuck out her tongue and licked it off.
Jimmy and Jennifer slept in their own beds that night. It was as if they wanted to wait for that last step where they would sleep together all night. Neither one of them talked about it but they both knew that sharing a bed was a big step, one that they did not want to take lightly.
Chapter 4
Jennifer waited until about 4 P.M. before she picked up the telephone and dialed. She was very nervous.
"Hello."
"Hello, is this Shelly Belison?"
"Yes."
"Shelly, this is Jennifer from the party the other night."
"Oh yes, hi Mrs. Henson."
"It's Jennifer."
"Oh really! How is your son...I mean your boyfriend?"
"That's what I want to talk to you about."
"Sure."
"I'll be home from work at about 6 p.m., can you come over to my house?"
"No problem. Is your son...uh...boyfriend going to be there."
"No, he'll be out."
"Good, see you at 6."
Jennifer called home and talked to Jimmy. She told him that he was to make himself scarce while Shelly was there. She didn't want her to see him.
Jimmy was more than happy to comply with his mother's wishes. He was just as worried as her now about what might happen if Shelly blabbed her mouth around the school or neighborhood. However, he figured that he could be scarce but still stay near enough to hear or see what was happening. His mother's strength and determination surprised him. It didn't seem that she was angry, just on a mission to prevent Shelly from making trouble for them. He decided that he was glad that he wasn't going to be Shelly today.
When Jennifer arrived home, it was almost six. She had gotten caught up at work and then the traffic had been terrible. She wanted to change clothes but figured that she didn't have time. She was wearing her blue pinstriped business suit. It consisted of a sports jacked, under which she wore a white blouse, a tastefully short skirt, and blue high heels. She always wore thigh high nylons now and today she had chosen to wear panties.
A few minutes before six, the doorbell rang. Jennifer rushed Jimmy upstairs and hurried to the door. She looked at herself in the mirror one last time, straightened her hair, and smoothing her skirt. Suddenly she was surprised at herself for even caring what she looked like. This, after all, was only a young girl who really meant nothing to her. However, as she reached for the door handle, she had a flashback of Shelly on her knees between her legs. Her hand started to tremble as twisted the knob to open the door.
When Jennifer opened the door, she almost let out a gasp of surprise. It was Shelly, or at least she thought it was. What Jennifer saw standing on her steps was a "very" young looking girl. She had her hair braided into two short pigtails. She was wearing a blouse and the shortest skirt Jennifer had ever seen. It was blue with large pleats. It looked like a cheerleaders skirt. On her feet she was wearing a pair of black shoes with little white shocks with ruffles around the top.
"Shelly?" Jennifer asked, her mouth suddenly dry. She knew that her brain was fuzzy about the party but she couldn't believe this was the same girl. "You're the girl from...from Todd's party right?"
"Yes, Mrs. Henson. Well, are you going to invite me in?" she asked when Jennifer stood staring.
"Yes, come in please." Jennifer stood back and let the young girl sashay into her house.
"Would you like something to drink?" Jennifer asked as the followed her into the living room.
"A coke would be nice."
"Be back in a minute," Jennifer said and hurried into the kitchen. She had to stop and take a deep breath as she opened the refrigerator door. Jennifer knew that she had to get a hold on herself. Her mind was racing with questions. The biggest one was, is she eighteen or thirteen? If she was eighteen why was she dressed like that? What if she wasn't of legal age? All right, stop this she thought. She would find out soon.



Shelly was sitting on the sofa when Jennifer returned with her coke.
"Thank you," Shelly said sweetly.
Jennifer sat on the sofa a comfortable distance away from the young girl. "Are you all ready for graduation?" Jennifer asked, far more casually than she felt. She figured that would be a way to at least find out if she were seventeen. Then suddenly she remembered that she had said she was applying to State College. Even thought Shelly could have been lying, Jennifer almost sighed in relief.
"Yea, I'll be real happy to get out of there."
"Why?"
"I don't know...I don't fit in." Shelly said. She sat back on in the corner of the sofa and pulled her legs up and crossed them is yoga fashion. This made her tiny skirt slid up almost to her groin.
Jennifer couldn't help looking between her legs. At least she had panties on she thought.
"Shelly, I wanted to talk to you about...uh about the party and...uh what happened," Jennifer said, suddenly tongue tied and feeling very uncomfortable.
"You mean about what 'we' did or what you did with your son?" Shelly said, looking directly at Jennifer and rubbing her finger around the lip of her glass. She sat further back, her knees moving wider.
Jennifer knew she needed to get the upper hand in this conversation right away. Yet, for some reason this young girl was making her act like an inexperienced teenager herself.
"All right young lady, that's enough," Jennifer said with undisguised anger. "You know what I mean. You know that Jimmy is my son and that we were at the party together but that's all you know."
"Well, I heard you and Jimmy were having a lot of fun in the basement with the gang."
"You don't know what was going on down there. Its just hearsay."
"Maybe but I took a walk on the beach just about the time the sun was coming up," Shelly said smugly. "There was no question about what was happening there, was there?"
Again, Jennifer was shocked when she realized that Shelly must have seen them making love on the beach. "Have you told anyone about us?" Jennifer asked, realizing that denying what she and Jimmy had done would be senseless.
"Not yet, but I might," Shelly said with almost an evil smile. At least as evil as a girl that looked thirteen years old could look.
Jennifer tried desperately to control her anger. "All right Shelly, I didn't want to do this but you give me no choice," Jennifer said and picked up the remote. "Watch," she said and turned toward the TV.
The TV came on, then Jennifer pressed the play button, and the VCR started to play the movie. She looked over at Shelly for her reaction. She saw the girl's eyes open wide when she saw her mother, scantily dressed, sitting on the sofa.
"Uncle Paul!" Shelly said and placed her hand over her mouth in shock when she saw the two men walk into the picture and began to kiss her mother.
"Is that your father's brother?" Jennifer asked.
"No," Shelly whispered as she listened to her mother talk to the camera.
This was very interesting Jennifer thought...a mother and her brother.
"Oh my God," Shelly whispered as she saw the action on the screen heat up. Soon tears were streaming down her cheeks.
Jennifer let Shelly watch the entire first section of the movie before she paused it. "Now young lady, if you don't want this movie delivered to all of your family and friends, you had better keep quiet about what you think you know about me and my son."
Shelly looked at Jennifer with anger. She started to open her mouth but stopped when Jennifer pushed the play button. She turned back to the screen and watched in total shock as she saw her neighbor's head between her mother's legs.
"I guess you're not the only one in the family that likes women," Jennifer said, now clearly in control for the first time.
"Oh God," Shelly said, suddenly shaking with fear. "Mrs. Henson, I promise that I won't say anything, please don't let anyone see that. My dad and mom could lose their jobs. They're both teachers in the school system." Shelly sobbed, tears streaming down her checks.
Suddenly, Jennifer felt terrible. She wasn't this kind of person, and she certainly wasn't interested in destroying anyone's life. It was only her instincts to protect her family that had made her go this far. She didn't want to hurt this young girl or her family. Now she felt sorry for Shelly. Shelly now looked like the child she appeared to be.
Shelly put her hands over her face and sobbed uncontrollably.
With a pain in her heart, Jennifer got up, went over to her, and sat close. She reached out hesitantly and pulled the teenager to her, letting her sob into her shoulder. "I'm sorry sweetie, I shouldn't have shown you that but I didn't know what else to do."
Shelly pulled away and looked at Jennifer, her eyes still pouring tears, running her mascara down her cheeks. "I wouldn't have ever told anyone. I only wanted to be friends. I just...I just...I don't know, I've just been so lonely since...since Sharon left."
"Who is Sharon?" Jennifer asked as Shelly placed her head back on her shoulder.
"She...she was...sob...a friend...sob...a friend of my mothers," Shelly said, her sobs making it difficult to talk. "She taught me to...to...you know, do what I did to you."
"Oh!" Jennifer said with understanding.
"She was a lot older...older than my mother even," Shelly said, wiping her eyes with her sleeve. "I...I loved her and she went off with someone else."
"I'm so sorry," Jennifer said sincerely.
"My mom introduced us several years ago when I was sixteen. She was so good to me after, after I...I was raped."
"Oh my God, you were raped?"
"Yes, by Jerry Duncan, he was on the football team. Sharon...Sharon helped me through it, then one thing led to another, and we became lovers. I loved her with all my heart. But, she was...she was different."
"How?"
"She liked to be in charge. She liked to dominate me. I would dress up like I am today and she would make me do things. At first I didn't like it but then...then, I don't know, something changed and I didn't mind what she did to me. Now she is gone." Shelly broke into sobs again.
Jennifer felt terrible for Shelly, yet a little unwanted thrill went through her. What did this girl have in mind coming here dressed as she was today? What kind of things did this woman have her do to her? She held Shelly to her shoulder and looked down at her carelessly spread thighs. She could clearly see Shelly's panties now. A shiver ran through her. Calm down she told herself again.
"It's going to be okay. I'm not going to let anyone see this movie. It will be our secrete."
Shelly pulled away from Jennifer and looked at her face. She was trying to see if she mean what she was saying. There was a tenderness in Jennifer's eyes that wasn't there before. Suddenly, Shelly felt an overwhelming urge to kiss her. She moved her lips quickly toward Jennifer's.
Jennifer was surprised and shocked when Shelly's lips touched hers. She was so shocked that she didn't react right away. Her eyes opened wide when the young girls tongue pressed into her mouth. It spite of her shock, Jennifer felt excitement coursing through her. She could taste the teenager's sweet saliva as her lips pressed hard to hers and began to move around. Jennifer's eyes closed in pleasure as Shelly wrapped her arms around her and pulled her tight.
Shelly could feel her vagina begin to pulse with pleasure. Kissing a girl was so much different from a boy. It was softer, sweeter. She loved the softness and the sweetness of a woman's lips. When she felt pressure on her shoulders, she reluctantly pulled away.
Jennifer was breathing hard when she finally broke the kiss. Her eyes were closed and her head was down as she tried to catch her breath.
Up on the landing at the top of the stairs, Jimmy watched the two on the sofa. He had could see them but he couldn't really hear what they were saying. He was about to go back to his room when he saw Shelly kiss his mom. This was going to get real interesting he thought. He rushed back into his room and got a pair of his mother's panties. Now he sat, straining his ears and eyes, his hard penis wrapped in the panties in his hand.
"Shelly," Jennifer said breathlessly, afraid to look at the young girl. When she did she saw a pretty smile on her face. "Oh God," she moaned as her lips came back to hers again. This time, it was Jennifer's tongue that moved first, entering Shelly's open mouth. Now Jennifer's vagina was positively quivering. She could feel her panties becoming soaked. Jennifer couldn't believe what was happening to her. She had never had any desire to be with a woman, yet this young girl was making her crazy with lust. Jennifer wanted to put a stop to this to tell her to leave but she knew that it could hurt the emotional teenager. However, there was more to it than that. Feeling sympathy for someone had never made her vagina quiver and her panties wet.
This time when they pulled apart, Jennifer looked into Shelly's eyes; she saw a fire, a burning pool of lust. Jennifer was no longer in control of her emotions. Now she was reacting. "Stand up," she said. It wasn't intended to be a command but somehow it came out that way.
Whatever it was intended to be, Shelly didn't hesitate and stood up in front of Jennifer.
With a quivering voice Jennifer said, "Lift your skirt."
Shelly looked at her, her eyes wide with excitement as she reached for her little skirt. Slowly she pulled it up until her panties were visible. Her little panties were white with red hearts. She had chosen them carefully.
Even Jennifer couldn't believe what she was doing when she said, "Take them off." She watched, her heart pounding in her chest as Shelly pulled her panties down her thighs and then stepped out of them. Immediately she reached for her skirt and pulled it up again without being told to. She stood at attention, almost shivering.
Jennifer stared at Shelly's bare pussy. It was totally devoid of hair. The only part of her vagina she could see was the outer lips. The inner lips were totally enclosed. However, there was a glistening drop of juice hanging from the lips. Almost in slow motion, Jennifer's hand reached out until her finger touched the large drop of clear juice. As if in a trance, she began to smear the juice around the smooth lips. They were so smooth that it almost felt like she had never had any hair.
Reading her thoughts, Shelly said, "Sharon didn't want me to have any hair so she took me to a place and they did something called electrolysis. It hurt but now I never have to shave."
Jennifer didn't answer Shelly; she was too busy rubbing her smooth skin. When one finger slipped between the lips, Shelly moaned and moved her hips forward. Jennifer looked up and saw that her eyes were closed in pleasure. Slowly she slid a finger into the little opening. While she had felt her own vagina many times, she had never felt anyone else's. It was a unique experience. Her finger was squeezed by the young girls hole, as she pressed deeper and deeper. Finally, she could go no further as her finger was buried to the knuckle.
"Oh Mrs. Henson," Shelly moaned as Jennifer began to move her finger in and out of the teenager.
Jimmy was practically mad with desire as he watched his mother finger Shelly. This even surpassed the night he saw his mom having sex with her boyfriend. He moved his hand slowly up and down his throbbing shaft, wanting to be careful and not climax too soon.
"Take your clothes off." This time it was a command. Jennifer pulled her finger out of Shelly. She looked at her finger and saw that it was coated with the girl's juice. Unsure of what to do with her wet finger, she reached down for Shelly's panties. She picked them up and wiped her finger. Now she could smell the girl's excitement on her hand and the panties.
Shelly quickly unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off. Then she let her skirt drop to the floor, leaving her naked.
Jennifer looked at the teenager standing naked in front of her except for her little white socks and black shoes. Her breasts were rather small but the nipples were puffies; there was no nipple per se, just large pink puffy areolas. "Come closer," Jennifer said, her voice husky with excitement.
When Shelly stepped closer, she was standing between Jennifer's legs. She watched the older woman reach up and touch her breasts with shaking hands. A little moan escaped her lips as she watched Jennifer's fingers begin to squeeze her sensitive areolas. "Oh Mrs. Henson," Shelly whispered, her legs beginning to shake with excitement.
Jennifer pulled her hands away when she felt that the girl was going to climax. She wasn't ready to let her climax yet. Her own vagina needed some attention. She sat back and took off her blazer. "Get on your knees," she ordered, no longer caring if she was demanding or not. When Shelly was between her legs Jennifer told her to open her blouse.
It was excruciatingly slow for Shelly to open all the buttons of Jennifer's blouse because her fingers were shaking so much. When she had the last button undone she pulled her hands away, not daring to open the blouse; her former lover never let her do that with out permission.
Jennifer opened her blouse, baring her bra-covered breasts to the excited eyes of the kneeling girl. She reached between her heaving breasts and unclipped the clasp in the middle. She hesitated for just a moment, drawing out the suspense, and then she let the bra snap to the sides, exposing her large white breasts to the young girl's wide eyes. "Suck them," she said in an excited whisper.
Shelly practically fell between Jennifer's breasts, grabbing one large tit in her hand and bringing her lips to it. She began to suck like she expected to get milk out of the large nipple. The room was filled with loud sucking sounds as Shelly went from one nipple to the other, leaving her salvia dripping from the tips.
"Oh God, oh God," Jennifer moaned as her excitement increased rapidly. Soon, she had to have more. "Wait," she said and pushed a surprised Shelly back. Quickly she lifted her hips and pulled her skirt up to her waist.
Shelly's hands beat her to the panties and pulled them down her legs, throwing them over her shoulder carelessly, no longer concerned that Jennifer would scold her. She grabbed Jennifer's thighs and pushed them up in the air, letting her slide forward. Shelly was almost hyperventilating as she looked down at Jennifer's swollen sex lips. There was a steady stream of clear juice running from the hole. Slowly Shelly bent her head, breathing deeply before her mouth came into contact with Jennifer's vagina. There was no pretense now as Shelly's mouth engulfed the flesh of her groin.
"Ohhhhhhh!!!" Jennifer moaned as the teenager performed her magic on her pulsing hole. She sucked, licked, and even bit her flesh until Jennifer couldn't stand it anymore. Her hands reached out and grabbed her lover's head in a vise grip, finger intertwined in her hair, pulling it between her legs frantically. Her wet flesh practically smothered the girl. However, if Shelly minded, she didn't show it. Her mouth and tongue never stopped moving for a second.
"Shelly, Shelly, Shelly," Jennifer moaned. "Oh Lord, I'm going to...I'm going...ahhhhhhh!!!" Jennifer's body began to buck off the sofa into Shelly's face. Her vagina began to convulse and suddenly juice began to squirt into Shelly's open mouth. Jennifer didn't know what was happening to her. She could feel her juice squirting out like she was peeing. However, she was to far gone to worry about it.
When she finally let Shelly's head free from her thighs, she fell back on the sofa in exhaustion. She looked down and saw the girl between her legs smiling up at her. Her face was a literally swamp of juice. It was dripping from her lips and chin; even her eyebrows were wet with juice.
"I'm sorry," Jennifer whispered.
"Sorry for what? I loved it," Shelly said, licking her lips. However, it wasn't an obscene gesture, it was a gesture of love.
"Let me get you a towel," a red faced Jennifer said. She got up on wobbly legs and went to the kitchen. When she returned Shelly was sitting in the same position. Her training from her former lover was still strong in her mind. Jennifer sat back down in front of the teenager and gently wiped the juice from her face as best she could.
"That was incredible," Jennifer whispered and bent and kissed Shelly's lips gently.
"Are you hungry?" Jennifer asked.
"Starved," Shelly answered.
"Let me go change, then you and I can go out and have dinner if you want."
"I would love that."
"Okay, get your clothes on, I'll be back in a few minutes."
As Shelly began to dress, she saw Jennifer pick up her little panties with the hearts on them and walk away. She shrugged her shoulders and dressed without her panties.
Jennifer walked up the stairs carrying the panties in her hand. On impulse she brought them to her nose and inhaled. She felt a little flutter in her lower region at the sweet scent of her new teenaged lover.
Jimmy was lying on the bed pretending to read when his mother walked into the room.
"I see you have been busy," she said as she reached down and picked up a pair of her cum soaked panties from the floor, which had been half hidden under the bed.
Jimmy's face turned three shades of red.
"Here, these should help you while I'm gone," Jennifer said and threw Shelly's panties onto Jimmy's stomach. "They smell very sweet."
"I'll be home later. I want to take Shelly to dinner then I'll drop her off at home. Can you fix your own dinner?"
"Sure," Jimmy answered. "Is everything going to be all right with her?"
"I think so. I'll see you later tonight," Jennifer said to Jimmy and bent over and kissed his lips passionately then smiled at him as left the room.
Chapter 5
Jennifer and Shelly went to a quiet Italian restaurant and got a table in the back. They ordered salads, pasta, wine and bread, eating like they hadn't eaten in days. The two talked and laughed like two girlfriends. Jennifer learned that Shelly was a shy and sweet girl. She had had a few boyfriends and had experienced sex but was still a novice when it came to sex with boys. Her rape had forced her into the arms of her mother's friend. Sharon was there for her when she was at her weakest point. She had been a lifesaver for her but Jennifer wasn't certain of her motivation. Unfortunately, Sharon had met a woman closer to her own age and they had moved away, leaving Shelly crushed. That was six months ago.
Jennifer asked about her mother and father and their apparent sexual activity. Shelly told Jennifer that she had suspected that something was going on with her mother and father because they would make her go out quite often when their friends came over. She had never witnessed anything but the house sometimes smelled of sex when she got home. She was totally shocked that her Uncle Paul was involved. She knew that her mother and her brother were close but not 'that' close.
The time flew by and before they knew it, it was after nine. Jennifer had drunk most of the wine but she had let Shelly have a glass or two. They walked out of the restaurant with their arms wrapped around each other's waist. Most people probably thought they were mother and daughter.
As Jennifer came to the street that Shelly lived on she turned left instead of right.
"I live that way," Shelly said, assuming Jennifer had a little too much to drink.
"I know," she said and continued to drive about a half-mile until she came to a public park. She turned into the deserted parking lot and parked at the far end, behind some trees. She stopped the car and turned to Shelly.
Shelly looked surprised. "Why did we come here?"



"For this," Jennifer said and pulled Shelly's lips to hers for a kiss. Shelly moaned when Jennifer's tongue went into her mouth. At the same time Jennifer's hand reached up and unbuttoned a button on the girl's blouse. Her hand slipped inside to caress her orange sized breasts.
"Oh God Mrs. Henson."
"I think you can call me Jennifer now sweetie," Jennifer said as she began to unbutton the young girl's blouse. She pulled the blouse off Shelly's shoulders and pushed her back against the seat. Her lips went to Shelly's briefly, then kissed down her neck, sucking and biting her soft skin gently. She could feel the young girls body trembling as her lips neared her heaving breasts.
"Sharon never did...did that to me," she whispered breathlessly as Jennifer's mouth circled her puffy nipple. "Ohhhhh!" she moaned as her nipple was sucked hard. "Oh Jennifer, oh yes, oh God."
Jennifer's hand went between Shelly's legs and found her sopping vagina. Her finger began to play with her wet lips as her mouth worried her breasts. Shelly screamed as the older woman's finger slid into her body again. Her hands grabbed Jennifer's arms as her hips began to hump on the moving finger.
She was disappointed when Jennifer pulled her finger from her wet hole. She looked at her in a pleading manner. Then she was shocked when she saw her move the finger to her mouth. "Oh God," she moaned as she watched Jennifer push her finger into her mouth and suck it clean.
Jennifer stared into the young girls eyes. She could taste her sweet juice on her lips. She made a decision. "Let's get into the back."
The two of them jumped out of the car and crawled into the back seat. There was plenty of room in the back of the big Buck. As soon as they were in the back, they were in each other's arms again, tongues dueling. Shelly's small breasts pressed to the rough material of Jennifer's blouse.
Jennifer pulled away and took off Shelly's skirt, leaving her naked. "Lean back," she whispered to the surprised girl.
Shelly's eyes were wide with wonder as she lay back on the seat. She watched as Jennifer lifted her legs and placed them on her shoulders. "You're not going to...oh my God Jennifer," Shelly said as she watched Jennifer begin to kiss down her thighs.
Jennifer could smell Shelly's excitement as her lips neared her vagina. She had never even considered eating a woman before. However, her heart was beating so hard she could feel it pounding in her chest. When she reached the edge of Shelly's vagina, she stuck her tongue out and slid it up the middle between the large outer lips. Her tongue could feel the smaller swollen inner lips inside.
"Ahhhhhhh!!! Ohhhhhh, oh, oh, oh," Shelly moaned as she felt a mouth on her vagina for the first time in her young life. She had eaten Sharon hundreds of times but she had never returned the favor.
Jennifer had to hold Shelly's legs tight or risk being thrown out of her heaving crotch. Her tongue pressed deep between the lips of the young girl. She couldn't believe how sweet she tasted. She had tasted her own juice many times, but this was far better to her. Jennifer's mouth moved to the top of her pubic mound. She used her fingers to separate the lips, hunting for the clit. She peeled back the skin and saw the tiny pearl, almost pulsing with life in the dim light. Her mouth opened and her head moved down.
When Shelly felt Jennifer's lips suck her little clit into her mouth she couldn't take anymore. She grabbed Jennifer's hair and held her lips to her throbbing clit. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she screamed as an incredible climax roared through her. It was like an electric shock as wave after wave of pleasure ran through her body. "Eat me, eat me, oh yes. Oh God Jennifer," Shelly moaned when one climax ended and another began. Her head was spinning and her body shivered as her lover ate her until darkness overcame her. The excitement was too intense for the young girl. The next thing she remembered she awoke in Jennifer's arms; she had passed out from pleasure.
They lay in each other's arms for a long time. Jennifer would occasionally kiss Shelly's lips and she would sometimes kiss her lips. At one point, Shelly opened Jennifer's blouse again and found her braless breast. She gently stroked her as they snuggled together.
Jennifer looked at her watch. It was 10:30. "Wow, I had better get you home. I don't want you to get into trouble."
"Don't worry, my mom and dad are over at Uncle Paul's tonight. I know what they're doing now. They won't be home for some time," Shelly said, continuing to squeeze Jennifer's breast in her hand. She moaned in frustration when Jennifer pulled her hand from her blouse. "Can I...can I do you again?" she asked shyly.
"No sweetie, we'll save that for the next time. I have to go to work tomorrow," Jennifer said and kissed the young girls nose. "But thank you for the offer."
Shelly felt her heart soar. She repeated in her mind..."we'll save that for the next time." That meant there would be a next time. Shelly reluctantly dressed and got back into the front seat.
Jennifer straightened her clothes and got behind the wheel. Several minutes later they pulled up in front of Shelly's house. They sat there quietly looking at each other. Jennifer reached over, brushed a lock of hair from Shelly's cheek, and then caressed her cheek lovingly.
"Can I...can I do something?" Shelly asked.
"Sure sweetie, what is it?"
"This," Shelly said and leaned back against the door and spread her legs. Her little skirt came up to her waist and her bare vagina was spread wide.
Jennifer watched in surprise as Shelly began to play with herself.
"Sharon used to make me do this. She used to like to watch me. It makes me so excited," Shelly said as her fingers opened her slit and her other finger began to rub her swollen clit.
"Oh God Shelly, we are on your street," Jennifer said but made no move to stop the girl. She watched with increasing excitement as the teenager brought herself pleasure. Jennifer wanted to play with herself but knew that would be going too far.
"Yes Mistress, tell me what you want," Shelly pleaded, taking the role of submissive.
"Play with yourself," Jennifer said, unsure of herself. "Come on, play with that pussy. Finger fuck yourself now," Jennifer commanded, getting into the charade.
"Oh yes Mistress I will. I'll cum for you if you watch."
Jennifer's own hips began to move on the seat. "Come on you little bitch, fuck yourself. Use two fingers."
Shelly spread her vagina and pushed two fingers deep inside. "Oh God Mistress I'm going to cum. Can I cum Mistress? Can I cum?"
"Go ahead and cum bitch," Jennifer hissed. She watched as Shelly's body began to convulse in pleasure, her hips pushing up into her rapidly moving fingers as her legs squeezed tightly together.
"Oh God, oh yes, ohhhhhhh!!!" Shelly moaned as she climaxed, her eyes staring at Jennifer until the pleasure was too great. Finally Shelly's body stopped moving and her legs fell to the side.
Jennifer pulled Shelly to her again and hugged her. Then she picked up Shelly's wet hand. She stared into the girl's eyes and sucked her fingers clean.
Finally, Jennifer looked at the teenager's pretty face. She touched her cheek again.
Shelly's hand came up, pressed Jennifer's hand to her cheek, then turned, and kissed the palm. "Thank you for the most wonderful evening of my life," she whispered with tears in her eyes.
"Thank you sweetie, it was very special to me too."
"Can we get together again sometime?" Shelly asked hopefully.
"Wild horses couldn't keep us apart," Jennifer smiled.
"I love you," Shelly said suddenly, surprising Jennifer.
Jennifer looked at Shelly's tear streaked face, uncertain how to respond. Instead of saying anything she pulled the teenager to her and gently kissed her lips. She knew that they were on a public street in the girl's neighborhood but at that moment, she didn't care. The kiss was loving and gentle, yet passionate. She wasn't sure how she felt about the teenager. It was far too soon. However, she knew that she could develop strong feelings for her.
"I'll call you tomorrow from work," Jennifer said as Shelly opened the door and got out.
"Thank you," Shelly said looking into the car then closing the door.
Jennifer watched her walk up the sidewalk to her door. She saw Shelly turn around and smile at her, walking backward and waving. Jennifer took a deep breath and shivered, then drove away.
Chapter 6
Jennifer kept her promise and called Shelly at 4:30 the following day. She had not been able to get the pretty teenager out of her mind. While she knew this relationship was crazy, she couldn't seem to help herself. Shelly seemed to be a combination of a vamp, daughter, and girlfriend. All day she would have flashbacks of the young girl's sweet breasts and hairless little vagina. She could practically taste her on her lips.
"Hi sweetie," Jennifer said.
"Hi Jennifer," Shelly said, her heart beating rapidly in her chest. She was so excited that Jennifer had kept her promise and called. Unlike Jennifer, Shelly had no emotional dilemma; she was in love. She could even feel her palms sweating and her hands shaking as she held the telephone to her ear. Shelly never felt that she would find someone to replace Sharon.
"I was wondering if you wanted to come over to my house on Sunday afternoon? Jimmy will throw some hamburgers on the grill."
"Uh...Jimmy will be there?"
"Yes, but he doesn't bite, at least not hard," Jennifer joked.
Shelly hesitated. She was felt a little tinge of jealously. She knew that Jimmy was Jennifer's first love but she didn't want to share. However, she was also realistic; Jimmy was her son and lover and she would never come between that. "All right."
Jennifer knew exactly what Shelly was thinking. This was going to be a test of sorts. If Shelly couldn't get along with Jimmy and accept their relationship then any relationship they expected to have would be gone. "Great, about one o'clock then?"
"Thanks...and Jennifer...I do love you.
When Jennifer didn't answer right away, Shelly said, "I know you don't feel the same way about me, but you will."
When Jennifer arrived home that evening she felt like everything was going to work out. There were a still a lot of tricky issues that needed to be dealt with but things had a way of working out for the best. Jennifer felt as good about herself as she had in years. She felt desirable and loved. She no longer cared what other people thought.
She and Jimmy had dinner then went to the family room to watch TV. As was usual now, the two of them snuggled on the sofa. Jimmy had brought his mother a bottle of wine and a glass.
"I love that outfit," Jimmy said.
Jennifer had on a pair of sky blue silk lounging pajamas. "Thank you Jimmy. I love the feeling of silk."
"So how did your evening go with Shelly?" he asked.
"You know how it went. I know you were spying on us," Jennifer said with a smile.
"All right, I admit it, I'm guilty," Jimmy said holding his hands up in surrender. "I have to admit that that was the sexiest thing I have ever seen mom." Jimmy put his arm around his mother and pulled her close. That Shelly is a sexy little girl. What was with that outfit, she looked like a pre-teen?"
"Shelly has some issues. She was raped by some football player and just as bad, I think a female lover took advantage of her weakened state."
"So what happened when you two went out?"
"Well...uh...we had dinner and talked," Jennifer said, her face suddenly turning red.
"Come on mom, I can see that you are not telling me the whole story."
"Uh...we parked for a little while..."
"And?"
"Oh all right. I did...I did her, you know, like she did me," Jennifer said hesitantly.
Jimmy's mouth dropped open. "You ate her?" he said in shock, sitting up and looking at his mother with wide eyes.
"Yes," Jennifer whispered.
"Mom, you are the wildest mother a guy ever had. Tell me about it...come on, I want the details," Jimmy said in excitement.
"There's not much to tell. I made her get naked in the car and we got into the back seat. Then...then...you know, I ate her," Jennifer said looking down at her wineglass, afraid to meet Jimmy's eyes.
"Damn mom you had sex in the back of the car just like a hot teenager. I can't believe it. Jesus that is so hot," Jimmy said, his shorts tenting now with excitement. "You've made me so hot," Jimmy said and reached over and pulled his mother's hand to his erection.
"Jimmy, behave," Jennifer said as she finished her second glass of wine.
"Why? Let's have a little fun," he said.
"I want to wait until Friday night when...when we...you know I give you your present," Jennifer said, her face turning red again.
"God mom that's a long time," Jimmy said as he moved his mother's hand up and down his penis. "You can't sit here and tell your son how you ate another woman and then not give him relief. I think there are laws in 35 States about that."
"You're incorrigible," Jennifer said trying to act angry. However, she couldn't deny her son anything. "All right, stand up," she said and put her wine glass on the table.
Jimmy jumped up and stood in front of his mother. He watched as she unzipped his shorts and reached inside. He moaned when her warm hand wrapped around his penis and pulled it out.
Jennifer could feel her son's penis throb in her hand. She moved her hand up and down slowly, bringing another moan from his lips. She used one hand to cup his testicles as the other worked on his penis. It had been a long time since she had masturbated anyone...probably since she was in high school.
Jimmy watched as his mother masturbated him. He could see that she was breathing from her mouth now, indicating that she was getting excited. However, when he reached out and tried to pull her head to his swollen penis she resisted.
"Not tonight, I want to watch," Jennifer said as she continued to move her hand on his penis.
Jimmy's excitement began to grow as he watched his beautiful mother work on his penis. God he thought, she is going to masturbate me like some teenage girl would. He would have much rather had her mouth or better yet her vagina but he was a horny teenager and would take anything he could get.
Jennifer could see the head of Jimmy's penis expand and juice begin to pour from the tiny slit. She used the slick juice to coat the palm of her hand, and then she smeared it along the shaft. She used one hand on the shaft and took her thumb and middle finger and made them into an 'O' around the sensitive skin just below the crown. Squeezing her finger's she twisted them around in a circle.
Jimmy felt his penis throbbing as his mother teased him with her hands. He could see her eyes focused on the job, in deep concentration. "Mom, you had better watch out," Jimmy warned as his hips began to move back and forth, as his crisis neared. Instead of slowing down, Jennifer moved her fist faster and squeezed her fingers tighter. "Oh God, mom, I'm going to cum," Jimmy hissed.
Jennifer continued to move her hand up and down rapidly and then reached over and picked up her wineglass. She held the glass under the head of Jimmy's throbbing penis.
Jimmy's eyes opened wide in shock as his mother pointed his penis toward the glass. "Ohhhhhh!!!" he moaned as his penis began to squirt his pent up sperm into the glass. He watched as his mother milked him, filling the bottom of the glass with his thick juice. Jimmy's knees almost buckled as his balls emptied themselves into the glass. Each time he thought there was no more left, his mom would squeeze another spurt out.
Finally, when the last drop was squeezed out, Jimmy fell onto the sofa next to his mother. He closed his eyes and sighed. That was pretty good for a hand job he thought. When he opened his eyes he saw his mother swirling his juice around in the bottom of the glass.
Jennifer looked at the white juice filling the bottom of the glass. So many little sperm swimming around in there she thought. I wonder how many? Yet it only takes one...only one little sperm in the right place at the right time. A shiver when through her. Jennifer lifted the glass.
Jimmy almost passed out when he watched his mother turn the glass up to her lips and empty it into her mouth. "Oh my God mom," Jimmy moaned as he watched his mother swallow his sperm. "I can't believe that you just did that," Jimmy said in astonishment.
"Oh, I guess it's okay if I drink your sperm from your penis but not from a glass huh?" Jennifer said with a pout.
"Well...uh...well...I don't know. I've just never seen anybody do that before. I didn't mean to..." Jimmy started to say when his mother pulled his lips to hers. Jimmy moaned when his mother pushed her still coated tongue into his mouth.
When they pulled apart, Jennifer was breathing hard. "I think I had better get to bed before I rape you," she smiled. She stood up and began to walk away. After she took a couple of steps, she stopped and looked over her shoulder. Then she reached back and pulled her sexy silk pajamas down, baring her shapely ass. She pressed her ass back at Jimmy. "Are you still sure you want your mom's ass?" she said with a lust filled smile.
Jimmy started to get up off the sofa. Jennifer giggled and hurried out of the room and ran up the stairs. It was going to be a long couple of days of waiting for Jimmy.
It was going to be the wildest weekend any mother and son ever had.
End of Part 2
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Chapter 1
The auditorium was packed on Friday night. The graduating class included over 800 kids. Hundreds of parents streamed into the auditorium rushing for the front seats. Jennifer found a seat in the back near the entrance, trying to be an inconspicuous as possible. Since she really didn't know too many people, she felt that she was pretty safe. However, she was still uncomfortable being in such a crowd of people. It was unfortunate, but also good news, that Jimmy's father couldn't make the ceremonies. That might have been hard to explain or at least look very suspicious.
Finally the auditorium grew quiet and the program began with the National Anthem.
Why do graduation ceremonies have to be so boring Jennifer thought as she squirmed in the uncomfortable seat? Speaker after speaker came to the podium and droned on about the future and how all the kids were embarking on a journey. Then the principal had to give out 800 diplomas, with 800 kids coming up on stage to shake his hand. Normally the laborious process would not have bothered Jennifer so much but tonight she had other plans...plans that were much more exciting.
Jennifer had thought of nothing else for the past several days. She was both excited and scared. Her aborted attempt at anal sex with Jimmy's father had happened years ago but was still fresh in her mind. She kept telling herself to relax and everything would be okay, yet her nagging fears just wouldn't go away. Several times, she had broken out in a cold sweat thinking about it. How would it feel? Would her inexperienced son be gentle? Could she control the situation? She didn't have any of the answers.
Jennifer was startled by a voice as the students passed by.
"Hi Jennifer."
Jennifer looked over and saw Shelly smiling at her as she walked by. She smiled back and felt her heart flutter. A few minutes later, her son walked proudly by. He looked so handsome in his cap and gown. For a moment she wished that she could just jump up and say, "That's my son!" He was her son and lover now...but no one could ever know. Most of the people in the auditorium would never understand how a mother could love her son as a man...how she could let him have her body as well as her soul.
An hour later, Jennifer and Jimmy were riding home together. They sat quietly, deep in their own thoughts when Jimmy spoke.
"Mom, you know you don't have to do this don't you? I love you and if you say that you've changed your mind, that's perfectly all right with me." In truth, Jimmy was just as scared as his mother was. He had asked for anal sex as a joke. It wasn't because he didn't want to do it. He just didn't want to hurt her. Moreover, he didn't really know what he was doing either. Still he would be heart broken if she said no now.
Jennifer reached over and grasped Jimmy's hand. "I want to do this Jimmy. It is going to be very special for you and me. We just need to take it slow. I wouldn't miss taking this big thing up my ass for anything in the world," Jennifer said as she let her hand slide down to Jimmy's groin and squeeze his penis. Her sexy words belied her nervousness, but she felt that she couldn't let him see that.
Jimmy gasped and shivered. He saw a fire in her eyes that he had never seen before, a determination.
When they arrived home, Jennifer told Jimmy to give her an hour then come to her room. She wanted to take a bath and get ready for the big event.
That hour seemed like it would never end for Jimmy. He had paced the living room the entire time.
One hour later Jimmy tapped on his mother's bedroom door. When he heard his mother whisper to come in, he gently pushed the door open. He let out an audible gasp as he saw the room. The room was dimly lit by scented candles. The candles gave a warm glow to the room, casting shadows on the wall that flickered and danced with the light. Jimmy saw his mother lying on the bed. She was wearing a white corset, white garters, nylons, and a pair of white panties. She no longer looked like a young girl...she looked very much like a woman.
Jimmy had put on a short, silk robe with nothing underneath. He could already feel his penis begin to erect as he walked over to the bed. He looked down at his mother, his heart pounding in his chest. In his hand, he carried the last marijuana cigarette that Todd had given him. His hand was sweating and trembling slightly.
When Jimmy opened his hand, his mom sat up. He bent and tenderly kissed her lips then sat on the side of the bed and used one of the candles to light the joint. He had to hold the candle with both hands, or risk dropping it from his shaking hand. Jimmy took the first puff and handed the joint to his mom. Soon the room was filled with the pungent odor of pot. Neither one of them had a problem smoking the pot this time. In fact, the drug seemed to work even faster then before. Almost before the last puff was taken, both mother and son were feeling the effects. The shimmering light in the room took on a new fascination for them as their eyes glassed over from the effects of the drug.
Jimmy put the little butt of the cigarette in the ashtray and sat looking at the flickering candles. His mother knelt behind him on the bed, her arms draped over his shoulders.
Jennifer began to gently kiss Jimmy's neck as her hands slid down his chest and into his robe. She licked his skin, moving slowly to his ear. She took his ear lobe between her teeth and bit it gently then ran her tongue inside. Little goose bumps appeared all up and down Jimmy's neck and back.
"Do you like my outfit?" Jennifer whispered into his ear.
"God yes," he breathed.
"I wore this on my wedding night with your father. It was a little less tight then. I felt like a virgin that night but since your dad and I had sex before we were married it wasn't real. They say you never get a second chance but I don't believe that anymore. I'll be your virgin tonight." Jennifer reached around Jimmy, untied his robe, and let it fall away. She could see his erection pulsing between his thighs. Her hand grasped the shaft as she said, "God, I can't believe that this is going to fit in my tiny hole." Jennifer shivered as her hand caressed his warm shaft lovingly.
Jimmy turned his head to the side and met his mother's lips. Their tongues dueled as their lips pressed together in a passionate kiss. It seemed like they were moving in slow motion now. Jimmy turned around and spread out on the bed next to his mother, pulling her into his arms. They were both breathing heavy as their bodies pressed together.
The two lovers kissed for a long time, enjoying the warmth and closeness that true love brings.
Then Jimmy took the lead and said, "Lay on your stomach."
Jennifer silently complied. She laid her head on the pillow and closed her eyes, waiting tensely for the inevitable. However, she was surprised when Jimmy didn't get on top of her. Instead she felt him begin to kiss down her bare shoulders. Then he straddled her back and gently began to massage the tight muscles in her neck and shoulders. Jennifer began to relax, feeling that everything was going to work out fine. The drug was doing it's magic, making every move of her son's hands send tingles down her spine.
Soon Jennifer felt Jimmy moving further down her body, his strong hands caressing her all the way. She moaned softly when she felt his hands grasp her buttocks.
Jimmy gently massaged her panty covered ass cheeks, loving the feel of her warm silk covered flesh in his hands. He became fascinated with of his mother's beautiful panty covered ass cheeks. They were soft yet firm, without any hint of fat. He couldn't believe that he was actually going to put his penis between those cheeks and into her body. He felt his mother lift her hips and allow him to pull her panties down her body. Now he had to gasp as he stared at the smooth white cheeks. There wasn't a blemish on her ass, not even a freckle. His hands were shaking as they touched the soft skin. He heard his mother gasp as he spread the cheeks apart. There it was, that tiny hole. Jimmy's drug fogged brain spun as he stared at her little hole for a long time. He studied the pink, wrinkled hole; it looked like it was pulsing, almost beckoning him.
Jennifer was shaking with excitement as she felt her son's eyes on her anus. She had never had anyone look at her like this. It was embarrassing and exciting at the same time. She wondered briefly what he was looking at for so long. Then a moan escaped her lips as she felt his lips kiss one cheek then the other. She felt his tongue begin to lick her hot skin. As his tongue and lips left one spot, she felt like her skin was boiling, scorched by his touch. She gasped when she felt his tongue at the top of her crack. What was he doing she thought?
Jimmy knew what he was doing. His tongue slowly licked down between the spread cheeks. Ever so slowly he moved lower, leaving his saliva behind. When his tongue was an inch from his goal, he pulled back and looked again. This time he could see that the little hole was pulsing. He bent forward and blew his hot breath on the tiny star of her anus.
"Ohhhhhhhh Jimmy," Jennifer moaned. She wanted to tell him no...to stop, but her voice wouldn't work. Instead she grasped the sheet of the bed in both hands and moaned again.
There was nothing in the world that would prevent Jimmy from reaching his goal now. He spread his mother's ass cheeks even further apart; stretching the skin and making his mother's little hole pucker out at him. His head moved down and his tongue came out.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," Jennifer cried as she felt Jimmy's tongue press on her tiny back hole. Her hips pressed upward without her even realizing what she was doing. She almost climaxed when she felt his tongue break through her tight sphincter and enter her body. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. There were electric shocks coming from her little hole, pulsing through her vagina. It was so exciting, so nasty, so wrong but oh so good.
Jimmy's heart was pounding with excitement as his tongue entered his mother's ass. He could feel her warm hole grasp his tongue, trying to push it out. He wouldn't allow that to happen, as he pressed hard, forcing himself as deep into her as he could go. He held her ass cheeks wide apart as he pushed hard. When her hips began to move up and down, he stayed still, letting his tongue move in and out. He was fucking his mother's ass with his tongue he thought.
"Oh God Jimmy, what are you doing?" Jennifer moaned as she felt Jimmy pull his tongue out and begin to suck her hole, pulling it into his mouth.
He sucked the puckered little hole for a long time then pressed his tongue inside again. Jimmy had to work hard to keep his tongue in position as his mother's hips began to move up and down rapidly. Eventually he felt that she was sufficiently lubricated and he pulled back, his tongue reluctantly leaving her warm body. He watched his mother's hips keep moving up and down in excitement. "Turn over," Jimmy whispered, his voice hoarse with excitement. He almost didn't recognize his own voice; the marijuana made it seem as if it were someone else speaking. It couldn't be real; it couldn't be him getting ready to put his penis inside his mother's ass.
Jennifer rolled over and looked up at her son. He was kneeling between her thighs, his hard penis poking out at her. She watched as he grasped his penis and slowly moved his hand up and down, forcing a stream of his juice from the slit. He caught the juice and coated his penis with it, making it slick and shiny.
With shaking hands, Jimmy lifted his mother's legs and pushed her thighs up to her chest. He was now staring down at her dripping vagina and the pulsing anus just below. Slowly he moved forward on his knees until his penis was at the entrance to her swollen and wet vagina. He stared into his mother's loving eyes as he slowly slid inside. Both of them moaned as he slid his penis rapidly in and out several times. He watched her thick juice coat his penis, making it shine with their combined excitement.

"Ohhhhhh God!" Jennifer moaned, her eyes closing in pleasure.
When he felt that his penis was sufficiently coated, he sat back on his heels and looked again at his mother's lust filled face. "Hold your thighs up," he whispered as he reached for his hard and wet penis. He brought the swollen purple head to the little hole and paused.
The room was silent except for the heavy breathing of mother and son. Time seemed to be standing still for both them. The light of the candles danced on the walls. Suddenly there was a flash of light and a crash of thunder outside as an early summer storm drenched the side of the house with pouring rain. The lightning flashes added to the surreal atmosphere surrounding mother and son.
Slowly Jimmy began to push forward. The little hole resisted. Jimmy pushed harder. There was almost an audible pop as the head spread the tiny hole and slipped inside.
"Ohhhhhhh myyyyy Goddddd!!!" Jennifer gasped as she felt Jimmy's penis slid into her body. Her legs flew straight up in the air and landed on Jimmy's shoulders. Her hands reached for his thighs, gently holding him back. Jennifer's breathing was coming in rapid gasps now, her chest heaving. She felt her tiny hole stretch wide, but surprisingly there was little pain, only a feeling of fullness.
Jimmy held still, letting his mother get used to the swollen head. When he felt the pressure of her hands ease, he pressed gently forward. Inch by inch, his penis slid slowly into his mother. It was the most incredible feeling of his life. Her tight sphincter squeezed him, wrapping his shaft in a warm envelope.
"Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy," Jennifer moaned incoherently, her eyes tightly shut, her heart pounding in her chest.
"God mom," Jimmy moaned as he continued to move deeper. He looked at his mother's beautiful, lust contorted face. He watched for any sign of pain. When he thought he saw her grimace, he paused.
"No, no, please don't stop," Jennifer begged, her eyes opening to look at her son.
Jimmy smiled and pressed further, his penis sinking deeply into his mother's now willing anus. When he could go no further, he looked down and stared at their connection. His entire penis was now buried in is mother's anal canal. They were connected in a way he could never have imagined, even in his wildest dreams. He could feel her tight hole pulsing, squeezing him, almost pulling trying to pull him deeper.
"Oh my God Jimmy, I...I...God I never...never realized..." Jennifer struggled to talk, her chest heaving, gasping for breath.
"God mom, I've got to fuck you," Jimmy pleaded, holding still, waiting for permission to move.
"Yes...yes...yes, fuck my ass Jimmy. Please fuck my ass," Jennifer screamed as her hips moved up and down.
Jimmy gave out an animal moan and pulled his penis almost all the way out of his mother's ass. Quickly he pushed back inside, bringing a loud groan from both his lips and his mother's. Soon his hips were moving slowly in and out, still hesitant, afraid to hurt her. Gradually he saw great pleasure in her face and he began to move faster until he had established a rapid tempo.
Jennifer was delirious with pleasure. Her lower body began to press into Jimmy as he moved downward. She could feel the large head of his penis stretch her inner canal, deep inside her body. Maybe it was the marijuana but she had felt little pain. "Fuck me Jimmy, fuck me," she moaned as her head moved back and forth, her hands now gripping the pillow on either side of her head. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Now Jimmy's hips were slapping into his mother's thighs without restraint. He could feel her inner walls squeezing him like a glove. He reached down and ran his fingers through his mother's swollen vagina lips. He opened the lips and found the swollen clit. When he touched it he heard his mother scream in pleasure.
"Oh God Jimmy, I'm going to...oh yes...I'm cummmmmmmiiiiiinnnnnggg!!!" Jennifer screamed as her body began to tense. She felt an incredible pulsing in her anal canal. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. There was a rush of pleasure running deep inside her body. It didn't resonate in her vagina...it was deeper...somewhere from her soul.
"Oh God mom...I can't...hold...ohhhhhh!!!" Jimmy moaned as he felt his mother's anal contractions squeezing his penis with tremendous pressure. His balls tightened and began to push his stored sperm through his pulsing shaft.
There was another flash of light and crash of thunder. The raging storm outside couldn't come close to the storm in the bedroom. Mother and son knew nothing of the storm outside.
Jennifer's climax was gradually slowing when she felt Jimmy's cum begin to pour into her ass. She never realized that she would be able to feel it...to feel his sperm in her anal canal. However, she could feel it. She could actually feel his penis head expand and spit his warm juice into her. "Oh my God," she moaned as another climax hit her. She turned her head and screamed as loud as she could into the pillow.
Jimmy's penis pulsed and throbbed, pouring an incredible load of juice into his mother. When nothing more would come out, he collapsed onto her still shaking body, her legs wrapping around his waist.
"Oh my God Jimmy. I have never felt anything like that in my life," Jennifer whispered when she could talk again. She looked up at her son's smiling face and pulled his lips to hers.
The two of them kissed for a long time until Jimmy's penis slowly shrank and slipped out of her body. Jimmy rolled to the side and pulled his mother's warm body to him. "Mom, I love you."
"I love you too Jimmy. You are an incredible lover," Jennifer said and kissed her son again. Now they heard the storm and the rain as they snuggled into one another's body. Jennifer felt so safe and warm, so protected and loved. Nothing this good could be wrong she thought as tears streamed down her cheeks.
* * * * *
Jimmy and Jennifer fell asleep in each other's arms. It was an hour later when Jimmy awoke; his mother's head was on his chest. Her warm sexy body began to excite him again. He gently pushed his still sleeping mother away from him until she was on her side facing the other side of the bed. He reached down and grasped his now hard penis and pushed it between the cheeks of her buttocks. He heard her moan and push back at him when the head of his penis touched her wet anus. He knew his mother was awake now.
Jennifer moaned as she felt her son's penis press into her now stretched and still open anus. She relaxed her sphincter and allowed Jimmy to slip inside her already lubricated hole. Her own hips began to press back as Jimmy began to move in and out.
This time there was less urgency to their lovemaking. It was slow and gentle, lasting a long time. When Jimmy reached his peak, he pulled his mother's buttocks tightly to him as his juice poured into her body. He felt her shiver and moan as another climax rushed through her. The two lover's fell asleep again...this time before Jimmy's penis had shrunk and slipped from her body.
It was in the early morning hours when Jennifer awoke to the feeling of kisses moving down her back. "Jimmy," she whispered sleepily as her son kissed slowly down her back. "Jimmy, what are you doing?" she almost whimpered as she felt his lips and tongue reach the top of her buttocks. "Ohhhhh Goddddd Jimmy," Jennifer moaned as his tongue slid between her cheeks.
Chapter 2
The morning light coming through the window curtains woke Jimmy. He looked at the clock and saw that it was 10 am. His mother's head was back in he crook of his shoulder, her breathing soft and regular, so he hesitated to move. Then he felt her hand tickling down his stomach. He giggled and squirmed as her fingers tickled his side.



"Good morning sleepyhead," Jennifer said as she looked up at her son. She had been awake for a long time, waiting for him to awake.
"Good morning lover," Jimmy said. He suddenly realized that he had slept all night with his mother. They were truly lovers now. "Mom, last night was...was...God was so incredible."
"I know...it was for me as well. I would have never believed that having a penis up my...my...ass could feel so good," Jennifer said, her voice dropping to a whisper with the word "ass".
"I think we need a shower," Jennifer said as she pulled from his arms and stood up. She took his hand and pulled him from the bed.
Jimmy helped her take off her sexy clothes that she had slept in and walked into the bathroom with her.
When the shower was hot, the two stepped inside. The hot water felt good on their sore muscles.
Jimmy picked up the soap and began to lather up his mother's breasts, the hot water pouring onto his back. He saw an indulgent smile on her face as he played with her nipples, working the soap into a froth across her large breasts. He soaped her entire body, paying special attention to her vagina and anus. When he had her lathered he moved aside and let the warm water rinse her body. Then he surprised Jennifer when he pushed her back against the wall and slid to his knees. He lifted one leg and quickly brought his mouth to her vagina, warm water still dripping from the lips.
"God Jimmy, you're insatiable," Jennifer protested. However, her hands didn't push his head away. Instead, they pulled his mouth to her rapidly swelling vagina.
Jimmy pushed his tongue deep into his mother as the water poured onto his back. He held her leg high as he felt her hands grasped his shoulders for support. He could feel her hips begin to tremble as her excitement rose rapidly.
"You're driving me crazy," Jennifer complained without conviction. She pulled Jimmy's lips to her groin as her legs began to shake. Suddenly, almost in surprise, Jennifer began to climax. Her body shook and her fingers dug into Jimmy's shoulders as a very satisfying climax roared through her. She was amazed at how fast she had reached her peak. She smiled to herself when the thought occurred to her that if this kept up she would be climaxing from his kiss alone. It was a sweet thought.
When Jimmy pulled his wet lips from his mother, he saw her looking down at him. He smiled and stood up and kissed her lips.
Jennifer pushed Jimmy away from her. She took the soap and lathered his body. She knelt in front of him, staring at his hard penis in front of her face. Then as he had done, she took special care in washing his groin. Her hands gently caressed his penis, smearing the soap up and down the shaft and across his large testicles. She even soaped up her hand and washed the crack between his buttocks. She giggled as Jimmy tensed. She pressed her finger into his back passage while grasping his penis and moving it slowly up and down.
Jimmy tensed as his mother's finger probed his little back hole. "God mom," Jimmy moaned as he felt her finger probe him, his eyes closed tight. He wasn't sure he liked what she was doing; yet he couldn't deny that his penis was throbbing. He felt a funny feeling deep inside of him as the finger slid inside and massaged the tiny lump of his prostate. Jimmy's hips began to move back and forth in time with his mother's finger and the hand working on his penis, his excitement raising rapidly now.
Jennifer was breathing heavy again as she opened her mouth and took the head of his penis inside. She kept the finger in his tight little hole moving as she sucked on the swollen head. When she felt him tense and moan, she pulled back and opened her mouth, leaving the head of his penis lying on her tongue. She stopped the movement of the hand but kept her finger moving in his tight rear hole.
It was an entirely different experience for Jimmy. There was a perverse excitement along with embarrassment...yet he was enjoying what his mother was doing. He could feel something building deep inside him. He wasn't sure what is was or where it was coming from. Still the finger worked in and out of his tight hole relentlessly. Jimmy opened his eyes and saw his mother's eyes looking up at him. "Mom, I'm going to...oh God...I'm going to cum if you...if you keep that up," Jimmy said in warning. This was a unique experience for him; his penis was not being stimulated, just his anus.
Jennifer moved her finger faster, holding his penis on his tongue. It wasn't only Jimmy that was excited. Jennifer was also breathing heavy, her vagina throbbing at the naughtiness of what she was doing. She could feel his anal canal throbbing, squeezing her finger. She knew that he was about to cum without being told; she could feel it deep inside his ass.
"Oh God mom, here it comes," Jimmy said as his penis throbbed. He watched in amazement as his mother held her mouth open and let his sperm squirt into the back of her throat. He worked hard to hold his eyes open and watch his sperm fill his mother's mouth and pool on her tongue. He couldn't ever remember cumming so much or so hard.
Jennifer's hand remained still on Jimmy's penis, only her finger worked. She held Jimmy's sperm in her mouth until every drop left his balls and filled her mouth. Then she closed her mouth, gently pulled her finger from his still clinching hole and stood up. She stared into her son's eyes for a few seconds. Finally she closed her eyes and swallowed, moaning in excitement. She loved the taste of his sperm.
Jimmy moaned as well and pulled his mother's lips to his and kissed her.
They got out of the tub quietly and dried each other with a soft towel. It had been another unique experience for both of them. Even now, after their lust had been satisfied, there was an excitement between them. It was that special feeling that came from the heart; a feeling only true lovers know, a feeling that many people never get the opportunity to enjoy in their lifetime.
Chapter 3
"What do you want to do today?" Jennifer asked as they lay wrapped in each other's arms on the bed again.
"Can we play tennis?"
"Sure, we haven't done that in ages. How about we play then ride our bikes up to Ocean Drive and have a late lunch on the boardwalk?"
"Great, I'll find the tennis rackets and get dressed."
Twenty minutes later Jimmy was waiting at the car for his mom. When he saw her come out he let out a wolf whistle. She was wearing her white tennis outfit with the little white tennis skirt. She had her hair tied back in a pony tail and wore no makeup on her face. She looked like a young girl again with that fresh freckled face. "Wow mom, you look great," Jimmy said sincerely.
"Thank you. Unfortunately, I couldn't find my tennis shorts so I had to wear a pair of white panties," Jennifer lied. "I didn't think you would mind," she said and pulled her little skirt up to show him her panties. She spun around, letting him get a good look at her gorgeous ass tightly encased in the panties, seemingly careless if anyone saw her.
"Whew!" Jimmy said wondering how he was going to concentrate on tennis.
There were only two other couples playing tennis at the community courts that morning. One couple was older, in their 60's, and the other looked to be in their 20's.
As they started to play, Jimmy knew immediately that he was going to have a hard time winning. He knew that his mom had a very competitive nature and hated to lose.
It didn't take a genius to figure out that Jennifer was stacking the deck against her son.
Every time Jennifer bent over, she made sure he saw that she was wearing panties and not shorts. She figured she needed a little advantage. After all she was the weaker sex:)
The older couple didn't seem to notice but the young man didn't miss the display. Each time Jennifer bent over, the panties seemed to ride further between her buttocks. She would turn around and look at Jimmy with a little blush and discretely straighten them.
Jimmy lost the first set. He knew he had to concentrate or his mom would humiliate him. He barely won the second set. When they met at the net before the final set, Jennifer suggested that they place a little wager on the match.
"Okay, what do you want to bet?" Jimmy said hesitantly, knowing that she was up to something.
"What about the loser has to provide breakfast in bed for the winner for a week?"
"All right, it's a bet," Jimmy said with determination, his own competitive nature kicking in. He turned and walked back to the foul line, telling himself that he had to concentrate. He was surprised to see that his mom hadn't moved from the net.
Jennifer looked around and saw that the older couple had left. The young couple was still playing. She smiled naughtily at Jimmy and reached up under her skirt and pulled her panties down and took them off. Jimmy and the young man in the next court mouth's dropped open. They watched as Jennifer placed her panties on the pole holding up the net. Then she went to her position at the foul line and served.
The ball hit on Jimmy's side but he didn't even move to hit it back. Suddenly he realized that the game had started. He wanted to protest but Jennifer didn't give him a chance. She served the next volley and Jimmy returned it.
It was all Jimmy could do to remember to hit the ball. Every time his mom reached up to serve, her little skirt came up to reveal her naked groin. When she turned around to pick up a ball, she would bend over with her legs straight, letting the skirt pull up over her naked buttocks. Jimmy was at the net one time and had a close up view of her ass and her puffy vagina sandwiched between her legs; there was glistening juice on the swollen lips. Jimmy's already half hard erection went to full mast immediately. It was impossible to play with his penis tenting his shorts.
The young couple had stopped playing and was sitting outside the fence on a bench on Jennifer's side of the net. They were sitting with their arms wrapped around one another, watching the display Jennifer was putting on.
When Jennifer realized that they were watching, a tremor of excitement went through her. She made sure that when she retrieved any balls that went to the fence in front of them she would bend over and give them a great view. She didn't know what was getting into her. Just a few weeks ago she would have been mortified to even think of doing anything like that. Yet, here she was putting on quite a display, her vagina now dripping juice down her bare thighs.
It didn't take Jennifer long to beat Jimmy; he didn't have a chance.
When they met at the net and shook hands Jennifer said, "Boy am I going to love breakfast in bed all week."
"You cheated," Jimmy said with a pretend frown on his face.
"All's fair in love and war," Jennifer said and patted Jimmy's now smiling face.
As they started to leave Jimmy whispered, "Uh, mom...your panties."
"Leave them. Let someone have a little thrill," she giggled.
As they walked by the smiling couple on the bench, the young man said, "Great game. Thanks for the show." His girlfriend or wife smiled and blushed prettily.
Jennifer could see his erection tenting his pants. They are going to have fun later she thought.
Jimmy and Jennifer went home, showered separately and changed. Jennifer put on a stretch top and a pair of skintight pink short shorts. Jimmy just shook his head when he saw his mom. His erection had barely subsided.
As they rode the couple of miles to the boardwalk, Jimmy stayed behind his mom. He almost crashed several times as he stared at her ass as she peddled in front of him. He was almost relieved when they reached the boardwalk restaurant.
They took a table outside, facing the ocean. It was a gorgeous late May afternoon. There was a gentle ocean breeze, carrying the smell of the ocean across the assembled tables and chairs. Occasionally there was a whiff of suntan lotion and the sounds of people having fun on the beach.
As they sat enjoying the beautiful day, the waiter came over to take their order.
"I'll have a glass of red wine," Jennifer said.
The waiter hesitated and looked closely at Jennifer. "Uh...could I see some ID mam?" the young man asked.
Jennifer got a bright smile on her face. "I'm afraid that I don't have any ID on me."
"I'm sorry, then I can't serve you."
"All right, I'll have an iced tea."
"I'll have a coke," Jimmy said, his smile as wide as his mom's. "I guess you will just have to learn to carry your ID from now on."
"Unfortunately these shorts are too tight to put anything in the pockets," she said with a pout.
Mother and son fell silent again until the waiter had served their drinks. Jimmy lifted his glass to his mother and said, "To the most beautiful and sexiest woman in the world."
Jennifer touched his glass and quietly said, "To handsomest son and the best lover a woman ever had."
They ordered sandwiches for lunch and sat quietly eating, watching the sea gulls hover around the table, expecting a treat. Jimmy threw a piece of bread into the air and ten gulls dove for it.
"Don't feed them or they will never go away," Jennifer said with a smile.
"Mom...about tonight," Jimmy said as he continued to throw bread to the birds. "Do...do you still want to go?"
"Yes, why?"
"I just wanted to make sure. You know Todd is going to hit on you."
"Yes and I'm pretty sure Rhonda is going to hit on you," she said with a smile.
"What do we do?"
"Well, why don't we just play it by ear and see what happens." Jennifer looked concerned. "Listen, Jimmy if you don't want to go then that's fine with me." It wasn't fine but she didn't want to force him into an uncomfortable situation.
"No!" Jimmy said quickly. "I just don't want anything to happen that would cause...cause any problem between us."
"We won't let that happen. Jimmy you know I love you and I don't want anyone else as my true lover. However, we can still have fun. I tell you what, let's have a signal. If either one of us gets uncomfortable with anything we will tug on an ear lobe. That will say it is time to leave. Does that sound okay to you?"
"Yea," Jimmy said relieved. He smiled at his mother and held his glass up to her again. "To a wonderful evening."
They clinked classes again and sat back to enjoy the day. Now there was an excitement building in them again. Neither of them knew what the night would bring but they were both comfortable with their relationship and knew that at the end of the night they would go home together as mother, son and lovers.
Chapter 4 "I can't decide what to wear," Jennifer said to Jimmy as she walked into his bedroom. "What do you think of this outfit?" Jennifer had on a pair of tight green capri pants and a short sleeved V-neck sweater. The pants molded to her like a second skin and the top showed a good amount of cleavage. She also had on a pair of high-heeled sandals.
"You look great mom," Jimmy said honestly. "But I think you look great in anything or...nothing." Jimmy stood up and pulled his mother into his arms. He reached around behind her and grabbed her buttocks in his hands as his lips met hers.
Jennifer let her son kiss her for a while until she felt him start to get excited. "Down boy, we have to leave in a few minutes."
Jimmy groaned but backed away from his mother. "See what you do to me," he said, looking down at his tented slacks.
"Poor baby. I guess you will gust have to ask Rhonda to help you with that."
Jimmy started to say something smart but decided to keep quiet.
"All right, then I'll wear this outfit. I'll be ready in a few minutes."
* * * * *
Jimmy and Jennifer met Todd and Rhonda at the Pizza Hut. Todd and Rhonda already had a table when they arrived.
Jennifer thought that Todd looked very handsome with his floral print shirt, flashing green eyes and wide smile.
"Hi guys," Todd said and stood up to hug Jennifer then shake Jimmy's hand. "You remember Rhonda don't you?"
"Hi Rhonda," Jennifer said as she and Jimmy sat across from the two.
They ordered pizza and a pitcher of soda.
"Where are we going tonight?" Jimmy asked.
"There's a good flick over at the new cinema. We have about an hour to eat."
Almost immediately Todd and Jimmy started to talk about the up coming basketball playoffs.
"Jennifer, do you want to join me in the ladies room?" Rhonda said, rolling her eyes at the conversation.
"Sure, it's getting real boring here" Jennifer said in mock frustration and slid out of the booth and followed Rhonda to the ladies room.
"Why do women always need to go to the bathroom together?" Todd asked rhetorically as he watched the two sexy women walk away.
Jimmy shrugged and asked Todd who he thought the best player in the NBA was.
In the bathroom, Jennifer and Rhonda stood side by side at the mirror. Jennifer looked at Rhonda in the bright lights of the bathroom. She saw a very pretty young woman. She had shoulder length sandy blond hair, blue eyes and a creamy complexion. She had on a light sundress with a long sleeved sweater with several buttons left undone, exposing her more than ample chest.
"So, how long have you and Todd been dating?" Jennifer asked.
"About three years."
"He is a very handsome guy."
"Yea. He is really a pretty good guy too, very thoughtful and sensitive."
"You mean under all that bravado?"
"Yes. He can get obnoxious sometimes so I have to straighten him out," Rhonda laughed.
"You two are a very cute couple," Jennifer said.
"Thanks. You and Jimmy seem to go together so well, almost like you were meant for each other. There's just something so comfortable about your relationship."
"We have a lot in common," Jennifer said, thinking, "If you only knew."
"What are your plans for college?" Jennifer asked to change the subject.
"I have a full academic scholarship to USC."
"That's wonderful. Your grades must be pretty good."
"I don't tell many people this, but I got 1450 on my SAT's. Just made a stupid mistake or I would have had a 1500."
"Wow, that's incredible! But why don't you tell anyone?"
"Well, I have a lot more fun when people think I'm a big titted, dumb blonde," Rhonda laughed.
Jennifer laughed with her. "What are you going to major in?"
"Psychology. There are plenty of nuts in this world so I'll have job security."
"You're right about that," Jennifer smiled. "Where is Todd going to college?"
"Stanford."
"That's too bad. I guess you're sad that you'll be apart huh?"
"Yea, but at least we will be on the same side of the country. What about you two...with Jimmy going north for college?"
"I try not to think about that," Jennifer said, feeling a tear come to her eye. "We can have fun till he goes," she added with a casual air that she didn't feel. She saw Rhonda's face turn serious.
"Jennifer, I...I wanted to apologize about the other night. I know that Todd already apologized to Jimmy, but I would feel terrible if anything that we did came between you two."
"There's no need to apologize Rhonda. Jimmy and I have a very special relationship. Nothing we did caused a problem between Jimmy and I. We love each other too much for that."
"So you are okay with what happened...I mean with what Jimmy and I did and all?"
"Well, it was a little shocking, but Todd and I were not exactly idle," Jennifer smiled. "How about you...are you okay with what Todd and I did?"
"Yes. Todd and I are together but we have kind of an open relationship. Besides, I'm sure he couldn't find anyone else with tits like mine," Rhonda laughed, placing her hands under her large breasts and lifting them up for emphasis. "Todd is really a tit man. He loves to put his coc...uh...I'm sorry, I get carried away sometimes."
"I'm certain he likes to fuck your tits. However, I think Jimmy prefers asses. He certainly likes to fuck mine," Jennifer said, surprising even herself with her candor and language, acting like she had anal sex everyday.



"He fucks your ass?" Rhonda said, her mouth dropping open.
"Sure, doesn't Todd do you?" Jennifer said as if she had been doing it for years.
"No he wants to but I'm afraid."
"Well, you should let him do it. I think you would love it."
"Maybe I will." Rhonda looked at Jennifer for a couple of seconds and pursed her lips like she had made a decision. "You're all right Jennifer, I like you," Rhonda said with a bright smile.
"You're pretty cool yourself," Jennifer said and hugged Rhonda. She felt a little shiver run through her when Rhonda's large chest pressed to her. When she pulled back she looked into Rhonda's pretty blue eyes. She resisted a sudden urge to kiss her. It almost looked like she would have let her. Instead she brought her hand up to her cheek and caressed her gently. Suddenly there was a sexual tension in the room. "Let's have some fun tonight." Jennifer saw Rhonda close her eyes and take a deep breath.
"I think we had better get back out there or the boys will think we deserted them," Rhonda said as a little tremor ran through her body. Her head was spinning. She had never felt anything for a woman before. The only thing she had ever done with another woman was that time about a year ago when she let that girl Shelly suck on her tits. However, she had been smashed at the time and had convinced herself that she didn't know what she was doing.
Jennifer grabbed Rhonda's hand and led her back out to the boys who were still arguing over the best NBA player of all time.
Jimmy didn't miss the fact that the two women were holding hands. His mom amazed him more every day.
They arrived at the movie in plenty of time to get a seat in the very back. The theater was a modern one with the large backed comfortable chairs. The seat were tiered like a stadium with a long set of steps to the top. There was no one in the last three rows. Todd went in first then Rhonda then Jennifer. Jimmy sat on the other side of his mom. The three of them talked and joked quietly, sharing popcorn until the lights went down and the movie came on.
Jimmy put his arm around his mother. Jennifer noticed that Todd did the same to Rhonda. Then, Rhonda took her sweater off, leaving her large breasts practically exposed in her low cut summer dress.
It only took a few minutes for Todd's fingers to move over Rhonda's shoulder and began to rub across the soft exposed skin of her breast.
A few minutes later, Jennifer felt movement next to her and saw Todd pushing Rhonda's shoulder strap down her arm. She noticed that Rhonda didn't object as the top of her dress fell down, almost exposing one nipple. Jennifer could feel excitement begin to course through her. She looked back at the screen until she heard Rhonda moan, almost a little whine. When she looked to the side, she almost gasped. Todd had pushed Rhonda's top down until her entire breast was exposed. He had her hard nipple between his fingers and was squeezing it. As Jennifer watched, Todd moved back and pulled the other strap from Rhonda's shoulder, letting her dress drop off her breast, exposing both in the dark theater. Now Jennifer could feel her vagina begin to drip with excitement. She glanced over at Jimmy and saw that he hadn't noticed what was going on next to them.
Todd pulled Rhonda over to him and let her lean into his arm. She was turned slightly to the side, her bare breasts pointing at Jennifer. Todd could see Jennifer looking at them. He made a show of playing with Rhonda's large breasts for Jennifer. He leaned toward Rhonda's ear and whispered something.
"We can't," Rhonda whispered in weak protest.
"Come on baby," Todd said as he began to push her little dress down to her waist. He smiled when Rhonda lifted up and let him take her dress completely off.
Jennifer's heart was pounding so hard she thought someone would hear it. She could see that Rhonda was totally naked now. She obviously hadn't bothered with panties as she could see her naked groin in the dim light. It looked like she had just a little bit of pubic hair, shaped like a heart, right at the top of her slit. Then Jennifer was surprised when Rhonda pulled one leg up, spreading her legs wide. She watched in amazement as Todd began to play with Rhonda's breasts with one hand as the other moved toward her crotch.
Jimmy had been totally engrossed in the movie until he heard a moan. He looked over just in time to see Todd push a finger into Rhonda. He almost jumped out of his seat. Here they were in public theater and Todd had Rhonda totally naked. When he looked at his mother, he saw that she was watching Todd use his finger on Rhonda. Jimmy's penis began to harden immediately. He moved his hand over and cupped his mother's breast. She was so focused on what was happening next to her that jumped and almost screamed. He was relieved when she quickly relaxed and let him slip his hand under her top to cup her bare breast.
"Oh God," she whispered when she felt Jimmy begin to kiss her neck and pinch her nipple. She reached her hand over and grasped Jimmy's thigh, working her way up to his now throbbing penis. Almost in a trance now, her other hand moved over and touched Rhonda's thigh. She felt the young girl tense and saw her eyes open in surprise. However, she didn't make a move to stop Jennifer's hand as it moved slowly up her thigh.
Todd and Jimmy looked on with wide eyes as Jennifer's hand moved closer to Rhonda's pulsing sex. Todd pulled his hand away when Jennifer's fingers reached her vagina.
Rhonda moaned as she felt the other woman's fingers touch her swollen sex. She began to tremble as she watched Jennifer's finger's move closer to her dripping hole, gently spreading the lips. "Oh my God," she moaned as Jennifer slowly pushed a finger between her lips, sliding it into her clasping vagina. She couldn't believe that she was letting another woman touch her so intimately. However she couldn't deny that her vagina was dripping juice and her chest was heaving in excitement.
All four of them were breathing heavy as Jennifer's finger worked in and out of Rhonda's vagina.
Rhonda's hips began to move up and down as little whimpers came from her lips. She reached down and grasped Jennifer's hand, but instead of trying to stop her, she began to guide it in and out. Suddenly her legs clamped together, trapping Jennifer's hand between her thighs. Her eyes closed tight as her body began to shake with pleasure. She fought desperately to keep her moans down as her body betrayed her and she convulsed in climax.
When Rhonda stopped shaking, Todd looked over at Jennifer and Jimmy and said, "Maybe we should get out of here before we get arrested. Would you like to go to my dad's beach house?"
Jimmy looked at his mother. He saw that her eyes were wild with lust. When he saw her head nod up and down, he turned to Todd and said, "Okay."
Jimmy and Jennifer followed Todd's BMW to his beach house. They were silent as they drove, neither one of them wanting to break the sexual spell.
Todd directed them into the study. This was the same room where Shelly had seduced Jennifer. Todd walked over and put the gas fireplace on to take the night chill out of the room. Then he put some soft music on the CD player and asked if anyone wanted anything to drink. Jennifer asked for a glass of wine and Jimmy took a coke. When Todd returned he gave them their drinks and pulled a joint out of his pocket.
When he saw the look on Jennifer's face he said, "Do you mind if we have a little smoke?"
"That's fine but Jimmy and I won't have any," Jennifer said. Jennifer knew that she and Jimmy had gotten high from contact with the smoke the last time. However, she didn't want to say anything about that. As much as she didn't like drugs, she certainly had enjoyed the feeling that it had given her the last few times. Still there was that motherly instinct.
Todd sat in a love seat with Rhonda and Jimmy sat on the sofa with Jennifer. They all talked quietly as Todd and Rhonda finished their joint. Within a few minutes, Todd and Rhonda were giggling and acting like they were getting high. It didn't take long for Jimmy and Jennifer to feel the effects as well.
Jimmy and Jennifer watched Todd kiss Rhonda. Jimmy turned his mother's lips to his and kissed her passionately as well. When they turned back to the love seat, they saw Todd's hand sliding up Rhonda's dress. Mother and son watched as the two on the sofa began to moan in excitement. Then they watched as Todd pulled Rhonda to her feet and took her into his arms and began to dance to the slow music playing on the CD.
Todd held Rhonda tight, sliding his hands down to her buttocks. He slowly turned her back to the couple on the sofa and pulled her little dress up, baring her ass. His strong hands kneaded the soft cheeks of Rhonda's ass, lifting them and squeezing them gently. He could see Jennifer and Jimmy watching his hands.
Jennifer gasped as she watched the two dancing a few feet in front of them. She was so focused on the two that she barely noticed when Jimmy cupped her breast in his hand. Her breathing increased as she watched Todd push the shoulder straps of her dress down her arms. She gasped again when he moved back and let the dress fall to the floor between them, leaving Rhonda entirely naked in her lover's arms.
After a few minutes, Todd turned to Jimmy and said, "Do you want to cut in?"
Jimmy looked at Todd then his mother. When he saw her smile he said, "Sure." He stood up, feeling a rush from the marijuana contact and walked over and took Rhonda into his arms. He felt his erection throb as her large breasts pressed to his chest.
Todd moved back to his place on the love seat and watched his girlfriend and Jimmy dance. He wanted desperately to sit with Jennifer but knew that he had better take it slow.
Jimmy grew bold with Rhonda and slid his hand down her soft back until he reached her buttocks. He pulled her groin into his and heard her moan. Now it was his hands that were working on the sexy girls ass.
When the song ended, Jennifer stood up and said, "Can I cut in?"
Jimmy reluctantly moved away and turned to his mother. His mouth dropped open in surprise when his mom didn't step into his arms but rather turned toward Rhonda.
Rhonda was as surprised as Jimmy but she didn't resist as Jennifer pulled her into her arms.
"I want to feel you breasts on mine," Jennifer whispered and stepped back and pulled her sweater over her head, baring her naked breasts. She smiled at her surprised partner and pulled her back into her arms. She whispered into Rhonda's ear, "God, your nipples are so hot." Rhonda just moaned and pushed her large breasts harder into Jennifer.
Todd and Jimmy stared in excitement at the two sexy women dancing in the middle of the room. They could clearly see Rhonda's larger breasts pressing to Jennifer's smaller ones, flattening them both out, bulging out at the sides.
"Have you ever had a woman kiss you?" Jennifer asked quietly, her voice heavy with excitement.
"No," Rhonda choked out.
"Can I kiss you?"
"Uh...oh God," Rhonda moaned.
"Is that a yes?"
"Yes." Rhonda acted very shy, her head falling down to Jennifer's neck and her face turning red.
Jennifer moved her head back and put her hands on Rhonda's cheeks, lifting her face to her. She held her face in her hands and stared into her eyes. Almost in slow motion the two women's lips moved together, the touch of their lips almost causing sparks to fly. Jennifer pressed her tongue to Rhonda's closed lips. When her lips didn't open she used her tongue to lick back and forth across the already wet surface. Then she heard Rhonda moan and felt her open her mouth. Jennifer moved quickly and pressed her tongue into the younger girls mouth. Again she was amazed at how sweet a woman's mouth tasted and how soft their lips were. She felt her own vagina dripping her juice into the crotch of her pants. It wouldn't be long before her crotch was soaked.

Rhonda's own vagina was beginning to drip her juice down her thighs as their kiss went on and on. She was embarrassed when Jennifer reached her hand between her legs and felt how soaked she was. A little moan escaped her lips as Jennifer's fingers spread her vagina then slid back and forth.
"Have you ever been eaten by a woman," Jennifer whispered, her own excitement almost out of control as she fingered the young woman's swollen pussy lips.
"Nooooo!"
"Can I eat your pussy and suck your tits?" Jennifer asked.
"Oh God Jennifer no," Rhonda said but didn't stop her when she pushed her over to the sofa until she sat heavily next to Jimmy.
The room was filled with an incredible sexual tension. The two young men watched in excited silence as their two lovers got ready to put on a show for them. Both men were afraid to say anything for fear that it would break the spell. They watched as Jennifer knelt between Rhonda's legs and pulled her face to her again for another passionate kiss.
Jennifer was practically out of control with lust as she pushed her tongue into the girls now willing mouth. She moaned as she brought her hands up, lifted and squeezed Rhonda's large breasts. Then she pulled back and looked down at the large orbs in her hands. They were incredibly huge; she guessed a 38DD or maybe E. She lifted one to her mouth and sucked the nipple.
"Oh my God," Rhonda moaned.
Jennifer went wild, sucking one large nipple then the other. She sucked and kissed the entire breast, making loud sucking sounds. It took her a long time to cover the surface of both breasts with her kisses and her tongue. When she was done, the two large tits were heaving in her hands.
"Ohhhhh Jennifer...pleasssseee!" Rhonda pleaded in a gasping voice.
"Please what?" Jennifer teased, her fingers pinching her nipples.
"Oh God...please eat...ohhhh eat me!"
Jennifer smiled at the excited teen and began to kiss down her stomach. Suddenly she stopped and stood up. "My crotch is going to get soaked," she said and pulled her pants down her thighs and threw them to the side.
Rhonda gasped as she saw Jennifer's wet and baby smooth vagina appear before her eyes. The swollen lips that hung from the large outer lips fascinated her. There was a string of clear juice hanging to her thigh. Her mouth began to water. Maybe someday she thought.
Todd couldn't take the excitement anymore and unzipped his pants and brought his hard penis out. Jimmy saw what Todd had done and opened his pants as well. Both boys ran their hands up and down their hard shafts as they watched to two women make love, or more correctly, watched Jennifer make love to Rhonda.
Todd had a great view of Jennifer's swollen sex lips as she knelt, bent forward and began her journey down Rhonda's stomach again.
Jimmy had a close up view of his mother's tongue as it worked slowly lower.
Rhonda was beyond excitement now as she reached for Jennifer's head and pulled it forcefully toward her pulsing sex lips. "Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!" she screamed when she felt Jennifer's mouth suck her lips inside her mouth. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, suck me, suck me," Rhonda said as she slid her hips down the leather sofa, giving Jennifer a better angle of attack.
The room was quickly filled with the sloppy sucking sounds Jennifer's lips made as she devoured Rhonda's swollen and dripping sex lips. She used her teeth to nibble on the swollen lips then sucked them deep into her mouth, pulling them almost painfully away from her body. When she pushed her tongue into the hole, she felt Rhonda's legs fly up and wrap around her head.
"Ohhhhhhhh, Goddddddd," Rhonda screamed as her body began to convulse in pleasure for the second time that evening.
Todd and Jimmy had to control their hand movements or risk climaxing on their pants. They watched as Rhonda screamed over and over, her hands pulling Jennifer's hair, forcing her mouth to stay planted on her vagina.
Jennifer thought she might smother as the young girl squeezed her with her strong thighs and poured her juice down her throat. Jennifer now knew what Shelly saw in eating woman as she squeezed her own over excited vagina between her thighs. Suddenly she felt a little tremor run through her. It wasn't exactly a climax but it was still very pleasurable.
When Rhonda's thighs opened, Jennifer pulled back and looked up at the exhausted teen. She saw a weak smile on her face.
"Thank you," Rhonda said in a barely audible whisper.
"You're welcome," Jennifer said and stood up on shaking legs. Her thighs were positively drenched with her juice. She turned and looked at the two wide-eyed boys. "I need to get fucked!" she stated emphatically. She smiled at Jimmy but turned and walked over to Todd.
Todd's eyes were wide with excitement as he watched Jennifer straddle his thighs.
Jimmy watched in amazement as his mother prepared to take Todd's penis into her body. He thought about the signal; all he had to do was tug on his ear lobe. Yet, his hands wouldn't move. He was so engrossed at the site of his mom preparing to make love to someone else that he barely noticed when Rhonda got off the sofa and knelt between his legs.
Rhonda pushed Jimmy's hand away from his penis and wrapped her own around it. She heard him moan when she bent her head and took his hard penis into her mouth.
Jimmy knew that he couldn't stop what was about to happen now. The situation was beyond his control now. He grabbed Rhonda's head and began to buck his hips into her face.
Jennifer spread her legs wide over Todd's thighs. She let him place his large penis at the entrance to her sex. She turned and looked at her son. She smiled when she saw Rhonda's head bobbing up and down on his hard penis. Still, she waited for him to give her the signal, hoping that he wouldn't. She hesitated, giving Jimmy the chance to stop her. When he didn't move and closed his eyes in pleasure instead, she turned back to Todd and slowly began to sink onto his shaft.
"Oh God Jennifer," Todd moaned as he watched Jennifer take him into her body. This had been his fantasy since he had first met her that day in the Pizza Hut. Now, his penis was sliding into her. She was as warm and tight as he had imagined.
Jennifer moved further down, groaning in pleasure as she tried to get used to the fat shaft stretching her lips. Todd's penis was about the same length as Jimmy's but it was bigger around. It stretched her wide. When her body resisted she pressed down harder. Soon she had all of him inside her. She leaned forward and kissed his lips passionately, her breathing ragged, her chest heaving on his chest. Then as her tongue entered his mouth, her hips began to move up and down. She heard a moan from behind her, turned and saw that Rhonda was now straddling Jimmy's thighs, facing her. She watched in excitement as Rhonda sat on her son's penis. Behind Rhonda, Jennifer could see Jimmy's lust-crazed eyes looking at her. She made a kissing motion to him. He responded with the same kissing motion. Then she turned back to Todd and began to bounce up and down on his penis.
"Oh God fuck me, fuck me Todd, yes, yes, fuckkkkkkk meeeee!"
The room quickly filled with the lustful groans of the two capitulating couples.
Jennifer worked rapidly up and down on her lover as her new friend, Rhonda, did the same to Jimmy. She was amazed at how exciting it was to be making love to another boy while her son took his pleasure a few feet away. It was wanton and naughty but so exciting.
"Ohhhhhhh," Todd moaned. "Jennifer, I'm...I'm going to...to cummmmm." Todd could barely contain his excitement as Jennifer's tight vagina squeezed him.
"Cum baby, cum in me," Jennifer moaned, bouncing rapidly up and down on the young man's throbbing penis. As Jennifer felt Todd's cum begin to squirt into her she moaned, her own body reaching a peak. "Oh God yesssssss!!! I'm cummmmmminnnnggggg."



The screams of his mother brought on Jimmy's crisis. "Rhonda, I'm going to cum. Can I cum, can I cum in you?"
"Oh God yes, cum. Ahhhhhhhh!!!" Rhonda bounced up and down as she lay back on Jimmy's chest and watched her boyfriend and Jennifer climax, her own crisis upon her.
Soon the only sounds in the room were the satisfied groans of the four lovers and their heavy breathing.
Jennifer pulled away from Todd, letting his shrinking penis slip out of her. She watched Rhonda stand up and walk toward her. As the two women passed in the center of the room, they stopped and kissed tenderly. It was a sensuous and especially exciting with their vagina's dripping their lover's sperm. They parted and joined their lovers.
"I love you," Jennifer whispered to Jimmy as she snuggled next to him, burying her face timidly in his shoulder. All of a sudden she was very worried about how Jimmy would react to what had just happened.
"God, I love you mo...uh Jennifer," Jimmy said and turned her face up to his. He looked over to see if Todd or Rhonda had heard his almost slip of the tongue. They were too busy kissing to hear anything. He turned back to his mother and said, "I mean it. I love you more than anything in this world." Jimmy gently kissed his mother's lips. He heard her moan as her arms went around him. When he pulled away he saw tears streaming down her cheeks. "What's wrong?" he asked with concern.
"Nothing...nothing at all."
Todd stood up and pulled Rhonda to feet. "Do you guys mind if we go upstairs to a room?" You are welcome to use one yourself."
"No we don't mind. I think we will be going home in a few minutes," Jennifer said. Then she watched as Todd and Rhonda walked out of the room. She turned back to her son and kissed his lips tenderly.
Jimmy saw a strange look in her eyes when she pulled away.
"Jimmy...uh...would you...uh...would you fuck me again," Jennifer asked, her face turning red at her wantonness.
"I'll do anything you want mom," Jimmy said with a smile. He felt her hand reach for his still wet penis. It only took a few moments before he was hard again.
When Jimmy started to turn to his mother and get between her legs she said, "Wait a minute. You need a little cleaning this time." Jennifer bent her head and sucked Jimmy's wet cock into her mouth. She moaned as she again tasted Rhonda. When there was only saliva left on his penis she stood and pulled a pillow to the floor. She lay down with the pillow under her hips.
Jimmy stood above his mother and looked down at her wide-open legs. He moaned and got to his knees and slowly brought his penis to her swollen and sloppy hole. His penis slid into her warm body.
"Oh my God mom," Jimmy moaned as his hips began to move up and down. It was so perverse to feel his mom's hole filled with someone else's sperm. It was something he would never have thought of doing. Yet it was so intimate. Strangely at that moment he loved his mother more than he ever thought he could.
"Fuck me Jimmy, fuck your mother. Oh Jimmy you feel so good in me. Sooooo good."
At the door stood Rhonda, her mouth open in amazement. She had come back down to get her purse. Could she have heard correctly she thought? She stood and watched as Jimmy worked his penis in and out of Jennifer's wet hole. She watched for a long time, her drug fogged brain trying to process what she had heard.
Jimmy and Jennifer were oblivious to Rhonda. Jimmy was pounding into his mother like a mad man. Since he had already climaxed, he knew that he would last a long time. Jennifer climaxed three times before Jimmy bellowed that he was going to cum.
"Yes, cum in me lover, cum in you mother," Jennifer moaned as she felt Jimmy add his load of sperm to what was left of Todd's.
Rhonda shook her head to try and clear the fog. She couldn't believe what she had heard. Could it be true? Could Jimmy and Jennifer be mother and son? That would explain a lot of things she thought. She would have to find out more about this when her brain wasn't so confused.
Jimmy and Jennifer fell asleep for a little while. When they awoke they gathered up their clothes and drove home. Jennifer invited Jimmy into her bed again that night.
Chapter 5
Jennifer woke up when Jimmy placed a tray on her lap. She rubbed her eyes and looked at her son. "What's this?" she asked, forgetting the bet.
"You won the bet," Jimmy said.
"Oh the bet. You don't have to do this Jimmy," Jennifer said as she looked down at the tray of breakfast food Jimmy was serving her.
"A bet's a bet," he said. "The truth is mom, I would serve you breakfast in bed every morning for the rest of you life if you wanted me to."
"That's sweet Jimmy but if I ate like this every morning you wouldn't be able to get me out of bed," she laughed. "Thank you sweetie." Jennifer sat up and let the sheet fall below her naked breasts. She saw Jimmy staring at her already hard nipples.
Jimmy sat on the side of the bed and watched his mother eat. He had a wide grin on his face the entire time. "What are we doing today?"
"Well, I invited Shelly over for a little cookout today at one o'clock."
"Really," Jimmy said in surprise. "She agreed to come over here?"
"Yep."
"I thought she didn't like me?"
"I don't think that's true. I think she is just afraid of guys in general after her rape."
"I can understand that."
"Be nice to her, okay."
"Sure mom."
"Now, let me get up, I have a few errands to run. I'll be back before one o'clock. How about you mowing the lawn and cleaning up the garage."
"All right slave driver," Jimmy smiled.
Jimmy was out on the deck preparing to cook hamburgers when the doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Jennifer said.
Jimmy turned and saw his mother walk out of the kitchen. He watched her until he couldn't see her any longer. He loved the little white shorts she had on. They seemed to emphasis every curve of her sexy butt. This was going to be an interesting afternoon he thought.
"Hi sweetie," Jennifer said as she opened the door for Shelly.
"Hi Jennifer," Shelly said and went up on tiptoes to kiss Jennifer's mouth.
"You look nice," Jennifer said as she took the young girls hand and walked her into the living room.
Shelly was dressed a little more conservatively than the last time she had come over. She had on a wrap around jeans skirt and a blouse tied at the waist. She wasn't wearing a bra but with her small breasts it wasn't really apparent.
Jennifer sat on the sofa with Shelly.
Shelly looked confused until Jennifer said that she just wanted a moment with her before they went outside. Her face brightened.
"So how are you sweetie?" Jennifer asked.
"Fine. You know that I still love you," she said, surprising Jennifer with her candor.
"I know sweetheart," Jennifer said and touched her face with her hand.
Shelly kissed her hand then looked into her face. Like a magnet her lips came to Jennifer's. The kiss was tender and loving until Shelly's hand came up and cupped Jennifer's breast. In an instant the kiss became more passionate, their tongues fighting for possession of the other's mouth.
Jennifer pulled away, breathing heavy. "You're being bad," she said as she looked down at Shelly's hand playing with her nipple through her stretch top.
"I know. Can I kiss one?" Shelly asked, her eyes looking so sad.
Jennifer turned and looked at the kitchen door then turned back and lifted her top, exposing her breast.
Shelly wasted no time and brought her lips to the already hard nipple. She smiled when she heard Jennifer moan. Her hand pushed the top over her other breast and began to squeeze the nipple.
"You said kiss," Jennifer breathed as the young girl worked on both nipples, one with her fingers and the other her lips. Finally Jennifer pulled away, her face flushed with excitement. "We had better go out to Jimmy or he will be looking for us."
Shelly followed Jennifer into the kitchen. She saw Jimmy outside with his back to them, cooking cheeseburgers. When she saw that he wasn't looking inside she caught up with Jennifer and reached her hands around her and grasped both breasts.
Jennifer stopped and leaned back into Shelly, turning her head toward her. "You're being a bad girl again. If you keep this up I might have to punish you," Jennifer said and felt Shelly shiver behind her. Shelly dropped her hands quickly when she saw Jimmy begin to turn around.
"Go ahead outside and help Jimmy while I get the silverware and plates."
Shelly hesitated until she saw Jimmy waving her outside.
"Hi Shelly, glad you could make it," Jimmy said in a friendly tone.
"Hi Jimmy," Shelly said and stepped out onto the deck. "Can I help?"
"I think I have everything under control but you can keep me company."
"All right," she said and sat down on the bench next to Jimmy.
Jimmy didn't miss the flash of thigh as Shelly's short skirt pulled up her thighs. He saw her looking at him and felt his face redden at being caught. "Uh...so what's your plans for college?" he asked as he quickly turned back to his work.
"I don't know. I have tentatively agreed to go to the Art Institute, but I'm not sure anymore. I love art but I don't know if I can make a living at it."
"You're good."
"How do you know?"
"I've seen your work in the art department."
"Really?" Shelly said with surprise.
"Sure, I like your African animal display best."
"Wow, I didn't think you even knew who I was."
"I know who you are. But, I always thought you didn't like me."
"I like you," Shelly said quickly.
"Well, we were both wrong weren't we?" Jimmy laughed.
"I guess so," Shelly said, sharing Jimmy's laugh.
Jimmy noticed when she laughed that her thighs opened carelessly. He was trying hard not to be a lecher. However, after what he saw in the living room with his mother, it was very difficult.
Shelly leaned back on the picnic table, her elbows supporting her. She casually let her legs slip a little further open. She felt a little thrill go through her when she saw Jimmy's eyes scan her legs. "I have a lot of drawings at home. Maybe sometime you would like to see them?"
"I'd love to," Jimmy said, trying to focus his attention on the grill. He dropped the grill fork and bent to pick it up. He felt his heart beat quicken when he looked up and saw directly between Shelly's legs. When his eyes looked up, he saw with relief that she was looking out at the back yard. He felt safe in looking a little longer. The sunlight was just right for him to see all the way up her skirt. If he hadn't already known that she was shaved he would have known now.
Shelly felt a quiver go through her vagina as she pretended to be fascinated with the view off the back of their deck. However, she was very much aware of Jimmy's eyes. She could feel herself becoming wet as she let him stare for a long time. When she turned back to him he quickly stood up and began to work on the grill again. "I'll get you a new fork," she said and went back into the kitchen.
"It looks like you and Jimmy were getting along well," Jennifer said as she bent over to get some paper plates from the lower cabinet.
"Yes, he is pretty cool, but I like your butt better," Shelly said and quickly stepped over and cupped Jennifer's butt.
Jennifer sighed and let Shelly run her hands under the legs of her shorts and caress her cheeks. However, when Shelly's fingers slid under the crotch piece, she quickly stood up. "Young lady," Jennifer said, trying to sound stern but failing, her increased breathing giving her away.
"The burgers are ready, and I need that fork," Jimmy called from outside.
The three of them sat at the picnic table and ate their lunch, talking and laughing. After the table was cleared, Jennifer suggested that they go to the clubroom and play some pool. Jimmy wasn't too excited about that but figured his mother had something planned.
Jennifer needed a plan. She supposed that she could just strip off her clothes and get started. However, she wanted to be a little subtler than that. Her competitive nature took over and she suggested pool. It would be a way to break the ice.
A short while later, the three of them were in the clubroom, Jimmy setting up the pool table. As they began to play pool, Jimmy decided that this wasn't such a bad idea. He got the chance to sit and watch his mother bend over the table, her sexy butt making him excited. He also watched as Shelly would bend over the table, letting her skirt pull up the back of her thighs. One time when his mother was bending over the table, he walked by and caressed her ass. She looked back and smiled at him.
"How about we play for something," Jennifer said after Jimmy had won all the games.
"Uh oh," Jimmy said.
"Come on, are you chicken, afraid I'll beat you in pool like I did in tennis?"
"All right," Jimmy said. "What's the stakes?"
"The winner gets to have the two losers do what he or she wants."
Suddenly the sexual tension in the room rose like a rocket. Jimmy and Shelly stood with their mouth's open.
"What's the matter, 'cat got your tongues'?"
"Uh...no...sure," Jimmy said.
"What about you Shelly?"
"I guess," she said hesitantly.
It was a simple game of clear off the table and sink the eight ball. As soon as the bet was made, Jennifer proceeded to win the first game, barely giving anyone else a shot.
"Now since I won, let me see what I want. Hmmm. Jimmy and Shelly, take off your tops."
Jimmy smiled broadly and quickly stripped off his tee shirt. Shelly stood frozen.
"Come on Shelly," Jennifer said, almost sternly.
Slowly Shelly started to unbutton her blouse, turning her back to Jennifer and Jimmy. Her face was red as she slowly slipped it from her shoulder and let it drop to the floor. Her body began to tremble with excitement.
"Rack um up Jimmy," Jennifer said.
Jimmy quickly racked up the pool balls, trying to get a glimpse of Shelly. He watched as she turned around, her face red and her hands covering her small breasts. Jimmy's hard penis was obvious in his shorts.
Jennifer broke the balls and made a couple of shots. Then it was Jimmy's turn. He missed his shot on purpose. He wanted to see Shelly take her shot.
Shelly had to take her hands from her breasts as she picked up the cue stick. She could feel both Jennifer and Jimmy's eyes on her as she tried to take a shot. She didn't even come close to making it and quickly put the stick down and covered her breasts again.
Jennifer quickly won the second game. She saw Jimmy's wide smile, almost gloating. "Okay Jimmy, take your shorts off."
Jimmy's eyes opened wide. Shelly giggled nervously. He thought for sure his mom would have Shelly take off her clothes. He hesitated until his mother stood with her hands on her hips. Slowly he unsnapped his shorts and pulled the zipper down. This was going to be embarrassing since he hadn't worn underwear. Slowly he let his shorts drop, exposing his throbbing erection to the two women.
"Rack them," Jennifer said to Jimmy.
Jimmy was very uncomfortable walking around the room with his erection bouncing in front of him. He could see and feel both women's eyes on his penis.
Again, Jennifer won easily as no one but her was interested in pool anymore. "Now, I think it's Shelly's turn," Jennifer said as she looked at the excited teenager. "Shelly has been a bad girl today. She has been trying to get me excited since she arrived. I think she needs a little punishment."
Jimmy looked at Shelly's surprised face and smiled.
"Come here!" Jennifer said sternly.
Shelly meekly walked over to Jennifer, her head bowed, still covering her breasts with her hands.
Jennifer whispered into her ear, "Lay on the floor."
Shelly didn't protest and slowly laid on her back on the floor. Jimmy walked over and sat on the sofa, his penis throbbing almost painfully.
Jennifer stood over Shelly and opened her shorts. She peeled them down her ass cheeks and off of her feet. She tossed them to Jimmy. Then she stepped over Shelly, straddling her head.
Shelly looked up with excited eyes, directly into Jennifer's dripping vagina. She no longer felt embarrassed, only excited. She watched as Jennifer slowly squatted, bringing her sex closer to her face.
"Shelly likes eating pussy, don't you?" Jennifer said as she held her vagina just inches from the teenager's face.
"Yes," Shelly whispered, her mouth suddenly dry.
"Look at it. Look at my sweet pussy. Can you see how excited it is for your mouth?"
"Yes," Shelly hissed.
"Open your mouth," Jennifer ordered.
Jimmy watched almost shaking with excitement as Shelly complied. He watched as his mother held her position over the young girls face. Suddenly he saw what her intention was as her juice began to drip from her excited and swollen lips. It dripped down in a long silvery strand, directly into Shelly's mouth.
Shelly groaned as she tasted her lover's juice.
Jimmy reached for his penis and began to stroke himself.
Jennifer watched her son as she let her juice pour into Shelly's mouth. When she could take the excitement no longer, she sat her crotch directly onto Shelly's face. Jennifer groaned loud as she felt Shelly's mouth on her swollen vagina. Shelly's moans were muffled by the wet lips on her face.
Shelly was in heaven as she sucked on Jennifer's swollen lips. Her eyes closed as her tongue pressed deep into her lover's body. She had to swallow rapidly or risk drowning.
Jimmy got up from the sofa and brought his penis to his mother's mouth.
She smiled at him, opened her mouth and took him inside.
The room was filled with the moans of three people as the pool game was long forgotten.
"Oh God," Jennifer moaned around her son's penis as Shelly sucked hard on her hole. She began to move back and forth, smearing her juice across the young girls mouth and nose. Jennifer was rapidly reaching the point of no return. She heard Jimmy moaning and felt him begin to move his penis in and out of her mouth rapidly.
"Ohhhhhh mom," Jimmy moaned and grabbed his mother's head. Suddenly his penis throbbed and began to squirt his sperm into her mouth.
When Jennifer felt Jimmy begin to climax, she pressed her groin hard into Shelly's mouth. Suddenly she began to climax as well. For the second time in her life she felt her vagina quiver and begin to squirt her own juice into Shelly's open mouth. It had embarrassed her the first time but now she didn't care. She let the excitement run through her as her body convulsed in pleasure. Her pleasure was so great she almost forgot to swallow, allowing Jimmy's juice to drip out of her mouth and onto Shelly's forehead.
Jimmy fell away from his mother and struggled to the sofa.
When Jennifer's shuddering stopped she pulled herself from Shelly's wet face. She looked down and felt slightly embarrassed. The young girls face was a mess with her juice and some of Jimmy's cum. However, she had a smile on her face. Jennifer helped Shelly to her feet and pulled her to her for a very wet kiss. "Thank you," she whispered. Then Jennifer pushed Shelly backward to the pool table. She helped her to get on the table and then pushed her back onto her back.
Shelly wasn't sure what was happening until Jennifer leaned over her and whispered, "It's your turn."
Jennifer pushed Shelly's little skirt up and spread her legs. Shelly screamed as Jennifer's mouth found her vagina.
Jimmy watched in amazement as his mother bent her head between Shelly's legs. Within seconds his penis was starting to show signs of life.
"Oh God Jennifer eat meeee!" Shelly moaned as she grabbed Jennifer's head and wrapped her legs around her neck.
Jennifer sucked the sweet juice from the young girl into her mouth. She licked the tiny swollen lips then forced her tongue deep into her body. Her hands reached up to squeeze her tiny nipples.



"Oh yes, oh yes, oh my Goddddddd!!!" Shelly screamed as she began to shake with pleasure. Her hips pushed up into her older lover's mouth as her body shook. When she felt Jennifer's lips circle her swollen clit she went over the top and began an incredible climax. Her hips bucked up and down and her hands pulled Jennifer's hair as her body exploded in pleasure.
Jennifer continued to kiss Shelly's vagina as her tremors began to die. Finally she pulled back when Shelly's thighs fell from her neck. She looked at Shelly's face and said, "Jimmy and I are going up our bedroom to make love. You can join us if you want."
Jennifer turned to Jimmy and held her hand out to him. He stood up and took his mother's hand, his penis throbbing again. She turned back to Shelly and held her hand out. Shelly sat up and reached her shaking hand out to Jennifer. She led her two lovers' up the stairs to the bedroom.
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Chapter 1
All day Sunday, Rhonda fretted over what she had heard the night before when she reentered the study. She was not normally a nosy person yet she couldn't get the words that she had heard out of her head. Could Jennifer and Jimmy truly be mother and son? Jennifer looked so young yet she could have been much older. Was she really old enough to be Jimmy's mother? Maybe they had just been having a sexual fantasy. It would be an incredibly sexy situation if they were really mother and son. She shivered at the thought. She had to know the truth.
If Rhonda had been a fly on the wall in the Henson bedroom that afternoon, she would have known the answer. She would have also been incredibly shocked.
Jennifer led her two young lovers into the bedroom. The bed had already been made with fresh silk sheets and turned down in preparation. "Why don't you sit over here and relax for a few minutes," Jennifer said, leading Shelly over to a comfortable chair.
Shelly was relieved. She had no idea what to expect. Everything was moving so fast and she needed to slow it down, she needed time to think. She was pretty sure that she knew what Jennifer had in mind. She also knew that she could leave, just walk out. Yet the taste and smell of her lover on her lips and the throbbing between her legs made her stay.
Jennifer took her son into her arms and kissed his lips as they stood by the bed. She could feel Shelly's eyes on Jimmy and her. It was time to put on a little show for her sexy little lover. Gradually, she began to kiss down Jimmy's chest until she knelt at his feet. Her hand wrapped around his penis and held it up as her tongue began to lick up and down the hard shaft. When she looked over at Shelly she saw that her eyes were wide with excitement. "Have you ever seen two people fuck?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with lust.
"No," Shelly whispered almost too softly to hear.
"Well, now you will. I'm going to suck Jimmy until he can't stand it then I'm going to fuck him. I want you to watch that long cock fuck into me. I want you to see all the pleasure I get from a wonderful lover fucking me hard," she said as her own excitement mounted. Then she held Jimmy's cock out proudly for her to see. She ran her fist up the shaft, forcing a clear drop of his juice from the swollen head. A little moan escaped her lips as she licked it off, tasting her son's sweet juice. "Jimmy has a wonderful cock," she said then bent her head to take him into her mouth again. She moaned deep in her throat at the feel of his pulsing head in her mouth.
Jennifer wanted Shelly to get over her traumatic experience, but knew that she needed to be very careful. The last thing she wanted was to make the young girl's situation worse. She wanted her to know how wonderful sex with a caring man could be. However, she couldn't fault Shelly for her love of women. Shelly had taught her that a loving relationship with a woman could be very rewarding and incredibly exciting. She wanted to repay her for opening her world to Sapphic love, by making her feel comfortable with men again.
Shelly began to squirm in her seat as she watched. Her hands covered her breasts again but now she was gently playing with her nipples. She couldn't believe how exciting it was to watch two people make love. It was apparent that Jennifer and Jimmy loved each other deeply and that made all the difference. Shelly could see that Jennifer wasn't just sucking her son's penis but rather making love to him. She watched closely as Jennifer sucked Jimmy, her saliva making his penis wet and shiny. It was fascinating to see how it stretched her lips and how her cheeks bulged. Her mouth watered as she remembered the taste of a man's penis.
Jimmy moaned as he watched his mother's beautiful face at his crotch. Her lips and tongue were working magic on his penis. She would suck the head inside then pull away and lick up then down the shaft, all the way to his balls. His penis was literally dripping with her saliva. He gently held his mother's head in his hands, not directing her, just letting her do what she wanted. His heart was pounding in his chest.
Jennifer moaned as she tried to take her son's entire penis into her throat. It was an impossible task for her. When she had it as deep as she could take it, she gagged slightly and pulled her mouth away to take a deep breath. She tried again but she could only get about two thirds of the shaft into her mouth. Someday, she thought, I'll take it all. Then, Jennifer pulled back, breathing heavily. She looked over at Shelly and smiled when she saw that her hand was under her skirt.
"Turn around," Jennifer said to her surprised son.
Jimmy turned around and faced the bed. He sucked in his breath when he felt his mother grasp his strong buttocks. He could feel her eyes on his ass and felt his face color with embarrassment. What is she doing? he thought.
"Bend over the bed," Jennifer said in a hoarse whisper.
Jimmy knelt and bent over the bed, his chest on the cool sheets. Suddenly he felt his mother's hands on his buttocks again. His breath sucked in as she opened his cheeks, exposing his tiny rear hole. She isn't! he thought, as he felt her hot breath on his buttocks.
Jennifer's hands were shaking as she held her son's cheeks open. Slowly she bent forward, and as her son had done to her, blew warm air on the puckered hole. Now she felt Jimmy shiver and heard him moan. She watched the hole contract and open again. Her tongue came out and gently licked his anus, bringing another moan from his lips. Then she stiffened her tongue and pressed forward, sinking deep into his dark little hole.
Jimmy couldn't believe what his mother was doing to him. His penis was throbbing against the side of the bed as her tongue entered his body. He began to shiver with pleasure as her soft tongue worked deep into his rear hole. Her tongue was twisting and turning inside him. His hips began to move up and down in time with her tongue; even he didn't know if he was trying to take it deeper or get away from it. He knew that if she kept that up he would climax all over the sheets.
"Mom!" Jimmy moaned in a panic as he felt his penis throb.
Jennifer knew that Jimmy was very close to losing it and she pulled away, not wanting him to waste his precious sperm on the sheets; she had a much better place for it. Then she pulled her son to his feet and they fell onto the bed in each other's arms. "Fuck me," Jennifer said loud enough for Shelly to hear. She opened her legs wide and let her son get in between. Seconds later she moaned in pleasure as his penis slid into her body. Her legs wrapped around Jimmy's waist and her ankles locked together, her heels pressing on his buttocks.
An animal moan escaped Jimmy's lips as his penis slid into his mother's welcoming vagina. It still amazed him how incredibly tight she was; it felt like a warm glove grasping him, squeezing every inch of his shaft. He could feel her muscles rippling up and down his penis, caressing and massaging him inside her warm body. Could he have possibly come out of that tight hole eighteen years ago? He thought that a women's vagina would become loose after having a baby, yet his mom was as tight as any young girl that he had experienced, including Rhonda.
It was no longer possible for Shelly to sit in her seat. She got up, her legs shaking as she moved to the end of the bed. From there she could plainly see the connection between mother and son. She watched as Jimmy's penis moved in and out of Jennifer's very wet vagina. There was a wet sucking sound, like the little hole didn't want to give up its possession, and she could see Jimmy's slick penis stretching the hole. Shelly's own fingers were working between her own swollen lips as Jennifer's excited moans sent chills coursing through her body. She had never seen anything so exciting.
Jimmy's hips were pumping up and down rapidly now as his penis worked in and out of his mother warm tunnel. The room was quickly filled with the sloppy slapping sounds of sex, the moans of the two lovers and Shelly's heavy breathing.
"Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum!" Jimmy cried.
"Yes, yes, cum in me, fill me with your sweet juice," Jennifer answered as her own body rushed toward a climax.
"Ohhhh!!!" Jimmy screamed as his penis throbbed and began to pour his warm sperm deep into his mother's body. His hips pushed into her until the head was as deep as he could get, his toes lifting his body, pressing her back onto her shoulders, almost doubling her over. He could actually feel his juice splatter against her womb, bouncing back to coat the head of his swollen penis.
"Oh God, cum for me baby. Yes, yes, yes, ohhhhh I'm cummiiiinnnngggg!!!" Jennifer's legs held her son tight as her vagina convulsed around his spurting penis. The intensity of her climax was multiplied by the knowledge that Shelly was watching closely from the foot of the bed. She knew that Shelly could see her vagina wrapped around Jimmy's penis. She would also have a perfect view of his clenching buttocks as he shot his potent seed into her body. If that didn't turn her on, nothing would.
Finally, Jimmy fell exhausted from his mother, groaning in satisfaction.
Jennifer was breathing heavily as her legs fell apart. She looked down at the foot of the bed and saw Shelly's eyes staring between her legs. She knew that her hole was stretched wide, giving the wide-eyed teenager a perfect view into her sperm filled opening. Without saying a word, she crooked her finger at her, indicating that she wanted her on the bed.
Shelly crawled up and snuggled into Jennifer's arm. Jennifer took the young girl in her arms and kissed her tenderly. Then she whispered into her ear, "Shelly, I want you to eat my pussy now. I want you to suck Jimmy's cum from my hole. Will you do that for me? Will you eat my pussy?"
Jennifer could feel Shelly tense and heard her gasp. She could actually feel Shelly's heart pounding in her chest. This was a very critical moment. If she said no, she would lose her. Jennifer held her breath as she waited for an answer.
Shelly was silent for a long while. Finally, there was a barely audible "Yes," from her parched lips. She was shaking when Jennifer began to push her toward her saturated vagina.
Jennifer could feel her own excitement rising rapidly as Shelly's lips began to kiss down her body, stopping briefly at her breasts to suck each hard nipple inside. Jennifer's body began to tremble with excitement again. She began to squirm as she watched Shelly kiss down her stomach.
When the young girl was between her legs, she spread them wide, almost obscenely. Jennifer could see the hesitation in the teenager's face. "Shelly, eat me!" Jennifer said sternly. She immediately regretted her outburst until she saw her move closer.
Shelly went to her elbows, her face only inches from Jennifer's cum filled hole. Obviously, she had never done anything like this before. Her previous lover had had no interest in men and while she made her do some very wild things, this was not one of them. She could see Jimmy's sperm running out of her open hole. There was a pungent smell from the combination of the two lover's juices. However, it didn't repulse her. Her senses were filled with the sight and the smell Jennifer's exciting crotch. Still she hesitated. Suddenly she felt Jennifer's hands on her head, gently pulling her closer and closer until finally, she gave in and moaned, letting her mouth be pulled to the dripping hole. Her fingers touched the swollen lips, prying them apart, giving her better access to the creamy hole.
"Oh yes, eat me," Jennifer moaned as she felt Shelly's tongue push into her, forcing Jimmy's cum to gush out, splattering on her cheeks.
Shelly was no stranger to male sperm. Before her rape, she loved to suck off her lovers. It fact, she loved to swallow their juice. Yet, after her tragic experience, it had become a symbol of violence, of male domination. It had been so long since she had tasted semen. However, now her lips and mouth quickly filled with the taste of sex. Within seconds, she realized that sucking sperm from a vagina was just as good as from a penis, maybe better. In this case it had the added taste of her female lover. She quickly remembered why she liked oral sex so much. She moaned and pushed Jennifer's thighs wide apart, licking and sucking the swollen lips like she was trying to get all the ice cream from a rapidly melting cone. When she opened her mouth and began to suck from the hole, she felt Jennifer tense and begin to climax. She held on tight, letting the pleasure course through her wonderful lover.
It was some time before Jennifer released Shelly's head from between her legs. She saw the young girl smile up at her, her face covered in her and Jimmy's combined juice. She held her arms open to Shelly and she hurried up, lying in her warm arms again. Then she opened her other arm and allowed Jimmy to snuggle to her other side. Jennifer felt very much loved at that moment.
The three lovers on the bed rested for a long while, talking quietly. Eventually, when Jimmy got up to go to the bathroom, Jennifer turned to Shelly.
"Are you okay, sweetie?" she asked feeling the teenager squirm beside her. She knew that young girl was incredibly excited. It had been Jennifer's intention to deny her pleasure, to make her so excited that she couldn't stand it anymore. When that happened, she had plans for the young woman.
"Yes," Shelly answered, her face buried in Jennifer's arm.
"Shelly, I want you to do something for me, but you don't have to."
Shelly looked up at Jennifer, pretty sure what was coming.
"I want you to have sex with Jimmy." Jennifer was a little surprised when Shelly didn't react. "Will you do that for me? I know that you had a bad experience but you need to get over that."
"I know," Shelly whispered, "but I'm afraid."
"Don't be, Jimmy is a wonderful lover and I will be here with you. You trust me don't you?"
"Yes. But I don't want it to hurt," Shelly said, looking up into Jennifer's face, tears streaming down her cheeks.
"I promise that it won't hurt. I'll get you ready," Jennifer said and slowly moved down the young girl's body. She stopped at her breasts to kiss and play with her already hard nipples before kissing further down her body. When she moved between Shelly's legs, she was pleased to see her open them wide for her without encouragement. Suddenly she gasped. The teenager's entire groin area was literally a swamp of juice. There were strings of clear fluid running from her vagina and her thighs were slick, almost halfway to her knees. There was no doubt about how turned on she was. "Oh my," Jennifer said as she bent her head. Now it was her senses that were filled with the sweet smell of her young lover. It was the pure smell of a very excited woman. Jennifer thought she might climax from the smell alone.
"Oh God, Jennifer," Shelly moaned as she felt the older woman's tongue begin to lick up her thigh.
Jennifer's tongue was inundated in the sweet juice coating the girl's thighs. She licked one thigh then the other, getting ever closer to her goal. Her hands lifted Shelly's legs and pressed them back to her chest, opening her for her mouth. Still she teased, flicking little butterfly licks on the swollen outer lips. She used her fingers to open the lips, finding the swollen inner lips swimming in juice. Slowly her tongue started at the very bottom of her hole and began to move upward.
"Ohhhhhhh!!!" Shelly screamed.
That brought Jimmy out of the bathroom quickly. He smiled broadly when he saw his mother's head buried between Shelly's thighs. He walked over, sat on the side of the bed, and watched his mother work her magic on his new friend.
Jennifer opened her mouth and placed it over the hole. She sucked hard.
"Oh my God, Jenniffffeeeerrrrrr!!!" she screamed again and grabbed her head. Shelly's face was contorted in pleasure as she pulled Jennifer's lips to her pulsing hole. When she opened her eyes, she saw Jimmy watching. A little shiver ran through her body. Her eyes met his as she pulled his mother tight to her crotch and bucked her hips upward. She was very close to a climax when Jennifer pulled away.
Jennifer turned her glistening face to her son and said, "Shelly wants you to make love to her!"
"What?" Jimmy said in disbelief. He figured that maybe he would get to have oral sex with her but not intercourse, at least not today. His penis, which was half-hard already, sprang to erection.
"Here, you take over for me," Jennifer said, relinquishing her place between Shelly's quivering thighs. She moved up and took the young girl into her arms as her son moved between her thighs and brought his mouth to her swollen flesh.
"Ohhhh!!!" Shelly moaned as Jimmy's mouth took over where his mother's had left off. Her hips began to move up and down in need, as she felt Jimmy's tongue pierce her more-than-ready hole.
Jimmy was careful to take his time, knowing Shelly's state of mind. He gently licked her outer lips, like his mother had done, before opening her flesh to work on the delicate skin between. He used all the skill that his mother had taught him to pleasure Shelly. However, he was being careful not to go too far and bring her off. The fact that he had climaxed twice already gave him the ability to take his time. At one point he looked up and saw his mother and Shelly kissing tenderly, her fingers working on the young girls nipples. Whenever he felt that Shelly was close to going over the top, he would move away and work on another area. Eventually he lost himself in the pleasurable task. He loved her wonderful and fresh taste and would have gone on longer had he not felt a tap on his shoulder.
Jennifer smiled down at her son, proud of the skill and restraint that he was showing. When she got his attention, she smiled and whispered, "It's time." She felt a little tremor run through her as she watched her son pull his face from Shelly's saturated crotch. His face was shining with her juice. It was even dripping from his chin. He looked somewhat dazed, lost in his own world of pleasure.
When Jimmy realized what his mother wanted, he quickly moved up, first bending to kiss his mother's lips, sharing Shelly's taste before crawling between her legs. He saw that Shelly's eyes were closed tightly. He couldn't be sure if it were pleasure or dread. He hoped pleasure.
As Jimmy got into position over Shelly, Jennifer reached between his legs and grasped his throbbing penis. She shivered at the feel of his hot flesh in her hand. She guided her son's penis to the young girl's vagina and fitted the swollen head between her lips.
A little whimper came from Shelly as she felt Jimmy's penis head touch her hole. She tensed in spite of her resolve; the violence of her experience was still too fresh in her mind. All her worry dissolved into a moan of pleasure as she felt the long shaft slide slowly into her. She readily opened her mouth when she felt Jimmy's lips on hers and his tongue thrust forward. She quickly realized that her fears had been unfounded. "Oh God, Jimmy," she moaned as her arms and legs wrapped around him. Within seconds, her hips were moving up and down, demanding that Jimmy begin to move with her.
Jennifer watched the two teenagers for a few minutes then quietly left the room. She smiled in satisfaction when she heard their cries of pleasure as she closed the door.
Shelly was a changed young woman when she left the Henson's that evening. She now knew what she had been missing for the past several years--a hard penis. However, it was more than that, her heart was bursting with joy...she was in love with two wonderful people. Even more importantly, she felt like she was a part of a loving family... a very special loving family.



Chapter 2
The following Wednesday night, Todd called Jimmy and asked if he wanted to go to the basketball game. Jimmy asked his mom if it was okay and she said fine because she was going to invite Shelly over anyway. When Jimmy heard that, he almost said that he would rather stay home. However, it appeared that his mom wanted an evening alone and besides, Michael Jordan was back on the court.
Within minutes of Jimmy leaving, Shelly and Jennifer were naked on her bed and in each other's arms. They exhausted each other before they fell to the bed. When they were both satisfied, Shelly went to take a shower and Jennifer put on a bathrobe and went down to the living room. She was sitting on the sofa with a glass of wine and the evening paper when the doorbell rang. Startled, she went to the door, wondering who could be outside at this hour. She was shocked when she looked out the window next to the door and saw Rhonda standing on the porch. Oh my God! she thought, what am I going to do now? If she opened the door, Rhonda would find her there and know something was suspicious. If she didn't, it would look just as suspicious; her car was in the driveway. She opened the door.
"Uh... hi Rhonda," Jennifer said with nervousness in her voice.
"Hi, Jennifer, or should I call you Mrs. Henson?"
Jennifer gasped and her face turned red. That was almost the same thing Shelly had said that first day. She knew that it was no use in denying the obvious. "How did you know?" she asked.
"If you let me in, I'll tell you."
Jennifer stood aside and let Rhonda walk in, then followed her into the living room.
When Jennifer stood staring at her, Rhonda said, "May I sit down?"
"Uh yeah, sure," Jennifer answered and sat on the far end of the sofa. Rhonda sat at the other end. Jennifer's head was spinning. She knew that she couldn't keep her secret from everyone but she didn't expect this. Her voice was shaking as she said, "Can I... can I get you something to drink?"
"No thank you. Listen, Jennifer, I didn't come here to confront you," Rhonda said softly, very much aware of Jennifer's nervousness.
"Then why are you here?" she asked suspiciously.
"I'll get to that. The truth is that I heard you and Jimmy at Todd's house after we went upstairs. I came back down to get my purse and I heard...heard you moaning for Jimmy to fuck his mother. I had to know... I had to know if it were true. It is true isn't it?"
Jennifer moaned at her stupidity; she should have known better. "What do you want?" she asked, anger creeping into her voice, ignoring her question.
"Nothing! Well, that's not exactly true," Rhonda said and moved over closer and reached for Jennifer's hand.
Jennifer tensed, her lips pursed, ready to lash out.
"I'm not here to judge you Jennifer. The truth is...the truth is that I envy you. I have admired your relationship with Jimmy since I first met the two of you. I could tell that there was something special about your relationship, something more than boyfriend and girlfriend."
"What's your point?" Jennifer said, still suspicious of Rhonda's motives.
Rhonda turned her face away from Jennifer and hesitated. When she turned back, there were tears in her eyes. "Oh God, Jennifer, I have felt so guilty for the past year," she sobbed.
"What do you mean?" Jennifer asked, now very curious about what Rhonda was trying to say.
"Something happened... something happened about six months ago and I have regretted it ever since," Rhonda said though her tears. "My father...my father and I did something."
"Oh," Jennifer said with some understanding now. "Did he do something to you?" Suddenly Jennifer was worried that she might have been abused. She could feel anger begin to well up in her chest.
"No...no...I did it to him," Rhonda said and broke into sobs again.
Now Jennifer moved closer to Rhonda and her squeezed her hand. She almost sighed with relief. Suddenly her heart was breaking for the sobbing young woman. "You can tell me about it if you want. You know that I won't judge you."
Rhonda showed a little smile through her tears. "I know. That's why I had to know for sure if you and Jimmy were really mother and son." Rhonda wiped her eyes with shaking fingers, looking down at her hand in Jennifer's. "It...it all started about a year ago. My mom died two years ago and I watched my dad go into a deep depression. He was still a young, handsome guy but he seemed to age so quickly. Sometime during that second year, my dad and I began to show an attraction to each other. I don't know if it was just the closeness that comes with tragedy or a real sexual attraction. Well, one thing led to another and we began to tease each other. I guess that I kept it going because I saw my dad come out of his depression for the first time. I thought it was just innocent teasing until that afternoon." Rhonda stopped as the tears started again.
Jennifer got up and got a box of tissues and sat back down, holding the box out to her. "Go on," she said.
"I got pretty bold over time, letting him peek up my skirt. I even stopped wearing panties at times. I would sit on the sofa and spread my legs as if I didn't know what I was doing. However, I knew that he was looking. I would bend over in front of him and let him look down my blouse. Sometimes I would sit on his lap and kiss his cheek, rubbing my buttocks into his hard-on. It felt huge. At some point, I started to get very turned on by my father. I knew that he was being affected. I even saw him holding my panties in the bathroom one day. He acted like he had picked them up from the floor but I knew that I had put them in the hamper."
This was getting very interesting, Jennifer thought.
"Then about six months ago, I accidentally walked into the bathroom when he was in the shower. The shower door was open and he... he...oh God Jennifer, he had his penis in his hand and... and, he was masturbating."
"Oh goodness," Jennifer said, a smile coming to her lips at the vision.
"That's not all. In his hand was the largest penis I have ever seen. I know you know that Todd is big, but Jennifer, his penis was much longer and thicker. Not only that but he is uncircumcised. I had never seen an uncircumcised penis before. There was this large sheath of skin that he was moving across the incredible head. God it was gorgeous, so swollen and purple with juice running out."
Jennifer had never seen an uncircumcised penis either but she could imagine what Rhonda had seen. In spite of her concern for the girl, she felt her heart beat quicken.
"I was mesmerized. It was like I was in a trance. I looked up and saw my dad looking at me, his eyes wide in shock. I walked over and knelt at the side of the tub without a word. It was like I didn't have control of my own body. My dad stood there paralyzed in shock, and maybe fear. He didn't stop me though when I reached over and pushed his hand from his penis. I began to move my hand up and down the shaft like he had been doing. Jennifer, I swear, my fingers couldn't touch. I could feel his penis pulsing and throbbing in my hand."
Now Jennifer could feel her vagina begin to throb in excitement. She squirmed unconsciously on the sofa, trying to remain focused on the young girl's dilemma.
"I'm not even sure when it happened but the next thing I knew, my mouth was open and I was forcing the incredibly large head between my lips. God, it was a tight fit. I heard my dad moan and looked up and saw that his eyes were closed in pleasure. That gave me the courage to begin to suck him as my hand moved up and down his shaft. It didn't take long for his hips to begin to move back and forth. Then I heard him moan... almost whimper. I could feel it... I could feel his cum running up the shaft, expanding his penis even more. Suddenly my mouth was filled with the sweetest juice I have ever tasted. It was so thick and there was so much of it. Jennifer, I climaxed right there on the bathroom floor and I swallowed every drop."
If you keep this up I'm going to climax right here on the living room sofa, Jennifer thought.
"I kept sucking for a long time before I suddenly realized what had happened. When I looked up I saw the mortification on my father's face. I jumped up and ran out of the bathroom in tears. That was six months ago and our relationship has been strained ever since." When Rhonda had finished her story, her head dropped and she sobbed into her hands.
Jennifer reached over and pulled Rhonda to her, hugging the sobbing teen.
"I felt so terrible, so guilty. I thought it was so wrong, so abnormal. That I was a terrible person." Then... then I heard you and Jimmy making love and thought maybe I wasn't the only one in the world that... that... you know, loved someone that I shouldn't."
"You are certainly not the only one in the world," Jennifer said firmly. "Truthfully Rhonda, I don't know if family love is wrong or right but frankly I don't care anymore. I only know that I love Jimmy and that can't be wrong. That's not to say that I don't have my doubts at times. I wonder how we are going to keep it a secret and what the future holds. I worry all the time that someone is going to find out."
"Really! Do you still feel guilty?"
"I did at first but you know we really don't control who we fall in love with, it just happens. When I see Jimmy, my heart flutters, my palms begin to sweat and I feel like I have butterflies in my stomach. As far as I know that's love."
"God Jennifer, that's exactly the same way I feel about my dad. But what...what do I do?"
"Well, I know what I would do," Jennifer said and hesitated, worried about advising the teenager to go down the same path she was taking. Then she sighed and said, "I would go for it."
"What do you mean?"
"If I were you, I would explore the relationship. Find out if it's more than just teenage fascination with a father figure."
"But... but what if he doesn't want it?"
"My guess is that he will. However, the only way to find out is to try. All that can happen is that he tells you no. What have you got to lose? You have everything to gain."
"But what about Todd? I know we have an open relationship, but I care for him."
"There is no rule that says we have to love one person. I love several people."
"Sexually?"
"Yes!"
It was at that moment that Shelly walked down the stairs. She had a towel wrapped around her and was drying her hair. She didn't see their guest sitting on the sofa until she was right next to Jennifer.
You could have heard a pin drop in the room. It was almost comical as all three women sat with their eyes wide and their mouths open.
"Uh... uh... Rhonda, you know Shelly Belison don't you?"
"Uh yea... uh sure but what...?" Rhonda stuttered, looking at Jennifer for an answer..
"It's a long story," Jennifer said. "Let me go get a bottle of wine."
A couple of hours later, Rhonda left Jennifer's house. Her head was spinning with all that she had learned. However, there was great relief in her heart. She went home that night with a plan, schemed up with her two new friends over several bottles of wine. Her father was going to be in for a big surprise this weekend.
Chapter 3
Jennifer and Jimmy left the house at seven pm for the four-hour drive. They were headed to a cabin in the mountains. Jennifer had an old friend that owned a remote fishing cabin on a lake several hundred miles away. The cabin was rustic with one large room, a bathroom, large fireplace and wood stove. It did have running water but was pretty crude beyond that. A small gas generator generated the well pump electricity. The generator produced enough electricity for the pump and maybe one light bulb. Wood was the only source of energy for heat and cooking, and kerosene was used for the lamps.
Jimmy's father had taken them there when Jimmy was very young but he didn't remember it. It was a perfect place for Jennifer to talk with Jimmy about where their relationship was going.
They stopped at a local general store and picked up food and other supplies then drove into the mountains and through the woods on an unpaved road. It was dark, bumpy, and scary but they made it in one piece, having to put the SUV into four-wheel drive to negotiate some of the rough terrain.
It was late by the time they got settled in, so they put a fire in the fireplace and went to bed. Even if Jimmy had wanted to get frisky with his mom that night, he was far too tired from the trip. They fell asleep almost immediately and slept like satisfied lovers wrapped in each other's arms.
Jimmy awoke the following morning to the sizzling of bacon and the wonderful smell of eggs, coffee, and bacon. He looked over to the stove and saw his mom standing there, a thin tee shirt covering her sexy body. The morning light shining through the window showed her naked silhouette under her tee shirt. He felt his heart swell with love. If Jimmy hadn't already been hard, that would have done the trick. He got out of bed and walked quietly over to his mom and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her neck.
"Morning, Mom," he said, pressing his erection to her buttocks.
"Morning, lover," Jennifer said, pushing herself back into his groin.
"Ouch!" Jimmy said as he felt the urgent need to relieve himself. "Excuse me. I have to go."
"Well, you had better go outside since we haven't started the generator and there won't be any water for the toilet."
Jimmy groaned at the thought of going out into the cool mountain air to pee. However, there was nothing he could do about it and he needed to go. "Be back in a second."
Jennifer saw Jimmy through the window as he walked out onto the porch. She smiled as she watched him stand on the edge of the porch and fish his still half hard penis out of his underwear. Suddenly she was fascinated as she watched through the window. Her husband had always been very secretive about going to the bathroom-maybe it was a "man" thing. He had never let her watch. A little thrill ran through her when she saw Jimmy's penis lurch and a stream of yellow liquid come gushing out. She watched as it arched in a long stream, disappearing over the side of the porch. It was surprising how far it shot out and how long it lasted, seeming to go on and on. When the stream finally diminished to just a trickle she watched her son shake it off and push it back inside his shorts. Now there was a definite pulsing between her legs.
When Jimmy turned to walk back into the house, he saw his mother looking out the window at him. As their eyes met, he blushed, realizing that she had watched him.
They sat at the table and enjoyed breakfast, talking quietly. There was no TV, no radio, and no newspaper, just two lovers enjoying an intimate morning.
"What's on the agenda for today?" Jimmy asked.
"I though we would take a picnic lunch and go out on the lake and fish for our dinner."
"Great! It's been ages since I've been fishing."
"Could you cut some wood? I think we're pretty low."
"Sure, Mom. I need some exercise anyway."
Jennifer worked around the house for several hours, cleaning up and making the place a little more like home. She put some fresh wild flowers on the table that she had picked from a field at the edge of the woods. It was so refreshing to breathe in the fresh mountain air and hear the animals and birds in the forest. The area hadn't changed in years, she thought wistfully, remembering the better times with Jimmy's father.
Jimmy came in after cutting a large pile of wood, his shirt off, his strong chest dripping sweat. "I'm going to run down to the lake and take a dip," he said, grabbing a towel.
"I've got everything almost ready. You need to get something as bait," Jennifer said, clueless about what was used for fishing. She had never been the outdoorsy type so she didn't have any idea what was needed to catch fish.
"You mean worms, Mom?" Jimmy said with a smile.
"Yuck...yeah, whatever."
Jimmy laughed as he ran out of the house and toward the lake.
A short time later, Jennifer and Jimmy walked down to the pier where a small boat was moored. It looked sea worthy enough, with paddles and a small outboard that Jimmy had found in the shed out back. They put the picnic basket and fishing rods into the boat and took off for the center of the lake. The sun was now shining brightly, warming the air quickly.
Jennifer had worn a pair of sweat pants and shirt, as it was still a bit cool. Underneath her sweats, she had a surprise for Jimmy.
Jimmy wore a bathing suit and a tee shirt.
They found a nice spot to throw over the anchor and Jimmy baited two hooks. He threw the lines into the water and sat back, his mom getting between his legs and into his arms, leaning back. They held the rods as the boat gently swayed with the ripples of the lake.
Mother and son enjoyed the warm sun and the fresh breeze as they talked quietly. Jimmy leaned over and kissed his mother's neck, whispering, "I love you."
Jennifer turned her face up to her son and let him kiss her lips tenderly. When she felt his hand reach around and grasp one of her breasts, she moaned and pressed herself back into his rapidly hardening penis.
"It's getting awfully hot out here," Jennifer said. She pulled away and sat up. When she pulled her sweat top over her head, she heard her son gasp. Under her top, she had the tiniest bathing suit top allowable by law. In fact, she probably would have been arrested on most beaches. It was no more than two triangle patches of material, covering her nipples. It had tiny straps around her back and across her shoulders, doing little to hold up her ample breasts. Both breasts hung out from all sides.
"God, Mom!" Jimmy exclaimed.
"Don't you like it?" she asked with a pretty pout.
"'Like' isn't the word I had in mind. I would use the word incredible!"
"Good," she said with a satisfied smile and turned back around and leaned back between her son's legs.
This time, Jimmy's hand found her almost bare breast to play with. Just as things were getting very hot, there was a tug on the line. Jennifer screamed in excitement and sat up. "I've got something," she sang out.
They reeled in the line and pulled a large, striped bass into the boat. Within seconds, there was a tug at the other line. Soon they had two, then three, then four. It seemed like every time they threw the line in there was another bite.
"That's it, I don't think we can eat any more," Jimmy said and pulled the lines into the boat.
"Speaking of eating, are you getting hungry?" Jennifer asked.
"Sure, let's find a place to spread out our blanket."
Jimmy directed the boat to an old pier that looked sturdy enough to climb onto. He tied the boat up and helped his mom out. They stood on the pier and looked around for a place in the sun to put their blanket down, but saw only forest.
"What about right here?" Jennifer said. "We can spread out here, eat, and get a little sun."
"Great," Jimmy said and spread the blanket onto the wooden pier, using the life preservers underneath as pillows. He stripped off his shirt and turned around in time to see his mom taking off her sweat pants. He had to gasp again. The bottom of her tiny bikini was even smaller than the top. It had another triangle patch barely covering her vagina, with tiny strings around the waist.
"I can see you like this too," Jennifer said with a smile when she saw the growing tent in her son's trunks.
"God," he whispered, as all thought of food evaporated instantly.
She turned around until her back was toward him and heard him suck in his breath. The rear only had a thin string running between her cheeks. The suit was definitely having the affect she wanted.
"God, Mom!" Jimmy breathed.
"Your vocabulary is very limited today, Jimmy," she teased. "Here, put some of this coconut oil on my back for me," she said, throwing him the bottle then laying down on her stomach on the blanket.



Jimmy stood there gazing down at his incredibly sexy mom. The sun, the lake, and the intimacy were making his head spin.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" Jennifer asked, looking back at Jimmy. She smiled when she saw him strip off his swim trunks and shirt, his hard penis throbbing in front of him.
Jimmy knelt across his mother's back and began to spread the sweet smelling oil onto her back. He rubbed it across her shoulders and down her soft skin to her waist. He heard his mom moan in pleasure as his strong fingers massaged her smooth back. When he got to her buttocks he hesitated then moved to her legs. He poured the oil onto her legs and worked the oil in until everything but her buttocks was shining. He was saving the best for last.
Jennifer was enjoying the massage immensely. The slick oil felt good on her as the sun began to warm her exposed skin. She waited patiently for Jimmy to finish her, anticipating his strong hands on her buttocks.
Jimmy pulled the little piece of material that was supposed to be her swimsuit down her legs and off. Then he held the bottle of coconut oil up and squirted the oil across her ass cheeks. He used both hands to massage her cheeks, loving the spongy feel of her soft ass flesh under his hands. When her buttocks were covered, Jimmy stood over his mother, his penis throbbing with excitement. Then he knelt and placed his chest on her back, feeling the now warm oil squish between their bodies. His lips went to his mother's ear and his tongue licked. He felt his mother shiver as his warm breath brought goose bumps to her body. Now Jimmy's entire body was lying on his mother, squirming around. His penis slipped between her thighs, rubbing against her excited and swollen lips.
"Oh God, Jimmy," Jennifer moaned. "Jimmy... Jimmy... fuck my... my... ass, please fuck my ass again." Jennifer squirmed her buttocks into Jimmy, excited at the thought of having her son inside her little hole again.
"Oh, Mom," Jimmy moaned as he kissed his mother's neck repeatedly, excited by her order to "fuck" her ass. He pulled back and looked at his mother's body. He took the bottle of oil and squirted it onto the crack at the top of her buttocks. Then he watched as the slick oil ran down and between her cheeks. He opened her buttocks and saw the oil run like a little river toward her tiny star. When it reached the little hole, Jimmy used his finger to stop it, letting it pool on his fingertip.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Jennifer moaned when she felt Jimmy's finger push into her anus. She relaxed and let his finger work into her, taking the warm oil deep into her body. His finger felt hot as it moved deeper and deeper until it could go no further. An involuntary groan escaped her lips when Jimmy began to move his finger slowly in and out, stretching her, preparing her for something far bigger.
Jimmy smiled when his mother groaned as he pulled the finger from her saturated hole. He watched the hole close up then pulse with excitement. Then he knelt between her thighs, pushing them apart in the process. He poured the oil into his hand and rubbed it up and down his shaft, making it slick and shiny. When it was dripping with the fragrant oil, he moved over his mother's back, his weight on his arms.
"Fuck me, Jimmy, fuck my ass now!" Jennifer said impatiently, her hips lifting up and her legs spreading.
Jimmy grabbed a life preserver and put it under her mother's hips. Then he moved forward and brought his hard shaft to her tight rosebud. Slowly he pushed down, feeling the resistance. When he pushed a little harder, her heard his mom moan and watched as the little hole opened, letting the head slowly slip inside. It felt like a vise was gripping the swollen head as the sphincter snapped around the crown like a rubber band. "Oh my God," Jimmy moaned as he felt the inside of an anus for the third time in his young life. He pushed hard. The oil made it easy to slide in deep on the first plunge.
"Oh yes, oh yes, ohhhhh!" Jennifer screamed and pushed her hips back up toward the swollen shaft.
The scream startled a flock of birds from their perch in the trees and they flew to the sky in fright, the sound of their flapping wing's and their cries echoing on the quiet lake.
Her son was stretching her again, opening her like before. However, this time there was no discomfort, only pleasure. She felt so full, yet so contented to have her son's long penis in her back passage again. It was so intimate, so special. This time there was no drug to fog her brain. This time she felt every ripple and pulse of her son's long shaft as it moved deep into her dark passage. It was all so nasty, so forbidden, but so good.
The squeezing of his mother's anal walls felt incredible on Jimmy's pulsing shaft, and like the first time, each throb of his penis brought a responding throb from his mother's hole. He knew that he could hold his penis like this and climax without ever moving, but he also knew that his mom wanted to be "fucked"... not made love to.
Jimmy pulled his penis almost all the way out and plunged back inside hard. He heard his mother moan in pleasure and felt her reach back to grab his hips, letting him know it was okay to "fuck" her hard. His hips began to move up and down faster, then faster still. Soon, he was moving rapidly in and out, the oil squishing around his plunging penis.
"Yes, yes, yes, ohhhhh!" Jennifer moaned as her hips came up off the blanket, matching her son's movement. Soon there was a loud slapping sound echoing around the quiet lake. It was mixed with the moans of two lovers.
Jimmy reached down and pulled his mother to her knees. He lifted himself until he was over his mother's buttocks, squatting and pressing himself down and into her body, his balls slapping on her dripping vagina. He pounded into her, sweat dripping from his brow and chest.
"Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum soon," Jimmy warned.
"Cum baby, cum baby, oh yes I'm going to... oh yesssss fuck my ass!!!" Jennifer's stomach fell back to the life preserver under her hips. Her legs tried to close, however, her son's thighs prevented it. Then her hole began to convulse around Jimmy's rapidly moving penis as a climax rushed through her. As happened the first time, the climax started somewhere deep inside. It came from a different place than her normal climaxes, somewhere deep in her bowels. The throbbing of her anal walls sent an electric charge through her body, exploding in her head. She began to shake and whimper as her hands gripped the blanket tight, pulling it close to her face, muffling her cries.
Jimmy groaned as his body hunched up, his penis buried as deep as it would go into his mother's body. His balls pulled up tight to his body and his penis expanded then began to pour his sperm into the tight hole. He could feel his mother's climaxing anal canal squeezing him, milking every drop of his seed into her warm body. "Mom, mom, mom," Jimmy moaned over and over as his testicles gave up every drop of cum that they owned.
Suddenly it was quiet again on the lake. Only the birds and the insects were active now. Jimmy lay heavily on top of his mother, his penis still throbbing minutes after his climax. Neither of them moved for a long time.
When Jennifer realized that Jimmy's penis was not shrinking, she pushed her hips up at him again. He got the message quickly and began to move slowly in and out. With their first climax over, their coupling this time was more relaxed, lasting for a long, long time.
Jimmy turned onto his side and pulled his mother's hips to his, working in and out. He enjoyed the warm feeling of her body, still slick with oil, rubbing against his chest, hips, and thighs. His arms went around her and grasped her breasts, pushing the tiny strips of material aside in the process.
Jennifer's anus was loose and open, lubricated by the oil and Jimmy's sperm. It felt so natural to have him inside her ass now, almost like his penis was meant to be there. She grabbed one of Jimmy's hands and brought it to her lips for a kiss, whispering, "I love you."
"I love you, too," he responded and pulled her even tighter to him.
"Let me sit on you," Jennifer hissed breathlessly. Jennifer moved slowly, careful to keep Jimmy's penis inside of her as she straddled his thighs, facing away from him. When she was situated, she squatted on her feet and began to slowly work her hips up and down.
Jimmy couldn't believe the view he had now. He couldn't imagine anything more beautiful or exciting. His mother's hips would move up, leaving just the head inside her. She would squeeze her sphincter, massaging the area just below the head with her tight muscles. Then she would slowly move down, taking him all the way into her body until she was sitting on his stomach, bent forward at the waist, her hands on his thighs. He watched his mother bring herself to a climax this way, her body tensing, and shivering in pleasure. It seemed to ripple through her slowly, moving up her body, making her shake all over.
This time when Jimmy climaxed, his penis did shrink. When it shriveled and fell out, Jennifer pulled away and turned onto her stomach beside him; her breathing was still labored as her head rested in his arm. Jimmy lay panting on his back, looking up at the bright blue sky, his heart almost bursting with love.
Jennifer's legs were spread. It felt like she could still feel him inside her as the cum starting to run from her still open and stretched hole.
Chapter 4
While Jennifer and Jimmy were driving toward the mountains, Rhonda was preparing for the seduction of her dad. She was extremely nervous as she cooked dinner for her father and her. She made dinner most nights but tonight was different. Tonight she cooked a pot roast with potatoes, broccoli and home made bread. She searched the liquor cabinet and found his special bottle of wine. The table was set with their finest china and crystal. In the center of the table, she placed a large candelabra. She wore a sexy evening dress that was cut very low in front and short on her thighs. Normally she would have worn a bra because of the size of her breasts, but tonight she wanted her father to have the full effect of her large chest. She hadn't bothered with panties either.
When Robert arrived home from work, he was surprised to see his daughter dressed up and the table set. He was late as usual and thought she would have gotten her own dinner. Suddenly he worried that he had forgotten some special occasion. It wouldn't have been the first time.
"Hi, Daddy, go get changed. I've fixed a special dinner for us," Rhonda said as casually as she could, kissing her father's lips briefly and rubbing her chest on his. Inside, her heart was beating a mile a minute. God, he is so handsome! she thought. She loved his dark mustache and the hint of gray at his temples. He was so distinguished-looking in his business suit.
"Uh... what... did I miss something?" he stammered, the feeling of her soft lips lingering on his.
"No, I just thought it would be nice to have a quiet dinner together. Now go get showered and changed," Rhonda said, pushing her dad out of the room.
Robert walked up the stairs confused but relieved. At least he hadn't disappointed his daughter again. It had been so difficult for him since Beth died. Beth had been the one to raise their daughter while he worked long hours. He regretted that many times, realizing that he missed her growing up. How many soccer matches, school plays and birthdays had he missed...? Far too many to count.
After Rhonda's mom died, Robert tried to get close to his daughter. She was all that he really had left of that wonderful relationship. It helped that she looked so much like her mother. Even her mannerisms made him think of her. The way she threw her hair back, the way she scrunched up her nose when she was confused by something and her body, yes her body...
Then, there was the incident six months ago when everything changed. He had blamed himself for what happened. That wasn't logical since Rhonda had instigated it. However, he wasn't thinking clearly anymore. He reasoned that he could have prevented it but instead he stood there and moaned in pleasure as his teenaged daughter sucked his penis. It had embarrassed and mortified him. What was even worse, he had masturbated a hundred times thinking of that night.
When Robert came back downstairs, Rhonda made him sit in the living room and brought him a strong drink. She let him relax while she finished dinner. Then she ushered him into the dining room and gave him the bottle of wine to open. She could see that he was pleased that she had chosen his favorite wine.
"I don't think you are old enough to drink any of this, young lady," Robert said, but there was a smile on his lips as he looked at his gorgeous daughter. She looked thirty years old and not eighteen in that sexy dress with her make- up on. A little shiver ran through him as he watched her scurry around, bending over to put things on the table. He was feeling very comfortable now as the alcohol soothed his frazzled nerves.
"I think I'm grown up enough now, don't you, Daddy?" Rhonda said as she bent over to put a bowl of potatoes on the table. She saw her father's eyes grow wide as her breasts practically fell out of her dress. In fact, she was certain that he could see a nipple peeking above the dress top.
"Uh... yeah... I... uh... guess you are," he stammered, already feeling excitement in his groin. Stop it! he thought.
They ate dinner, chatting lightly about the day's events. Before Robert knew it, one bottle of wine was gone and he was opening another.
When dinner was done, Robert stood up to help with the dishes. He felt the alcohol coursing through his veins. He didn't normally drink this much.
"Leave them. I'll clean up later. Let's go into the living room and talk for a while." As they walked out of the dining room, Rhonda grabbed the bottle of wine and two glasses.
"Thank you, sweetheart," Robert said as he sat on the sofa next to his daughter. "Dinner was wonderful. You're so good to me," he added almost sadly.
"That's because I love you, Daddy. To us," she said and held her wineglass up for a toast.
"To us. I love you too, sweetheart."
Rhonda sipped her drink, being careful not to drink too much. She wanted to be clear- headed tonight. "Daddy, can we talk about something?"
Uh oh, here it comes, he thought. "Sure, anything sweetheart."
Rhonda's heart was pounding in her chest as she put her glass down and looked at her father. "You know that we haven't been the same since... since...w ell you know what happened. I've felt so bad about what I did."
"What you did?" Robert said, his voice sounding so loud in the quiet room. "Honey, you didn't do anything. It was all my fault."
"It wasn't your fault at all, Daddy. I had been trying to seduce you for months. Then when I saw you in the bathroom... you know... masturbating, I couldn't help myself."
"Seduce me?" Robert said, the revelation shocking him. It had been his fault. He had been thinking of her at the moment that she walked in and saw him with his penis in his hand. Yet, what she said made perfect sense now. Suddenly his eyes opened wide at the knowledge that she had wanted it to happen.
"Daddy, I know it was wrong but I... I couldn't help myself," Rhonda said and brought her hand to her father's very warm face.
"God Rhonda, I... I don't know what to say," Robert said, his mind reeling from the conversation and the wine he had consumed.
"Say you love me, Daddy," Rhonda replied and moved quickly, before he could answer, and placed her lips on his. Her heart was pounding so loud that she was sure he could hear it. She felt her father's hands come up and grasp her shoulders. She expected him to push her away. When he didn't, she pushed her tongue into his mouth.
Robert moaned as he felt his daughter's tongue press into his mouth. In spite of himself, he opened his mouth and sucked her tongue inside. Inside his pants, his penis was totally erect and pulsing.
"Oh God, baby, this is wrong," Robert said as he pulled away, gasping for breath.
"No it's not, Daddy. I need you and you need me." Rhonda brought her lips to his again, pressing her chest to him. She moaned when his arms wrapped around her and pulled her tight. Suddenly the room was filled with sexual electricity. They didn't even hear the clock on the mantle chiming as their bodies molded together. They kissed for a long time, like two randy teenagers, their lips becoming swollen and red from the passionate friction.
"Oh God, Rhonda," Robert moaned when their lips parted. He saw a fire in his daughter's eyes. God, it looked like the night that he had taken her mother's virginity, he thought.
"Stand up," Rhonda said breathlessly to her father, her chest heaving up and down in excitement. Her voice was strained, filled with emotion.
Almost in a trance, Robert stood in front of his daughter. Suddenly, he jumped when he felt his daughter's hands on his belt buckle. "Oh God, honey, what are you doing?" However, his hands remained at this side, his fist clenching nervously, a part of him screaming to stop her.
"Shhhhh!" Rhonda said as she opened his belt and let his pants drop to the floor. She reached up and slowly pulled his shorts down. "Oh my God," she said in shock. His penis was even bigger than she remembered. It stood like a steel rod in front of her face. The large head was half uncovered from the sheath of skin. The shaft was like an oak tree standing proud, swaying in the breeze. There was a large drop of clear liquid bubbling from the slit. Rhonda's hand reached up and grasped the shaft, feeling the heat immediately. Then she put her other hand on the shaft, leaving more than enough room for a third hand. She pushed both hands downward, stripping the skin from the gigantic purple head, her eyes hooding in pleasure.
Robert moaned and closed his eyes. He feared that if he watched he would cum in his daughter's face. However, when he felt something wet on the head of his penis, his eyes flew open. He moaned as he watched his daughter lick his penis, then open her mouth, and try to take it inside.
Rhonda struggled to get the large head into her mouth. It stretched her lips, causing saliva to drip from the corners. Her lips were stretched until there was pain in the corners. Yet, she didn't give up, determined to have it in her mouth like that first night. Finally, she got the head inside and sucked it until she heard her father moan in excitement. When she pulled away, letting the small, apple sized head pop out of her mouth, she moved back and looked up at her father's lust- filled face. Slowly she pulled one shoulder strap of her dress off her shoulder, then the other. She watched her father's eyes as she exposed her breasts to him.
"Oh my God, baby!" Robert exclaimed as her huge breasts fell free. Robert thought that he might cum right there as his penis pulsed, dripping juice in a steady stream. He couldn't believe how beautiful her breasts were. They were huge but had very little sag. The nipples were large like her breasts, sticking out in testament to her own excitement.
Rhonda moved back toward her father. She opened her breasts and held them up, taking his penis in between.
"Oh Jesus," Robert said as he watched his daughter wrap his penis with her soft, warm flesh. His huge penis practically disappeared in her even larger breasts, with only the swollen head appearing between the cleavage.
"Fuck my titties, Daddy," Rhonda said as she began to move her breasts up and down, coating them with his slick juice.
"Oh yes, oh Rhonda," Robert moaned, his hips beginning to move up and down between the soft white skin. "Rhonda... uh... oh my... I'm..." It had been only seconds but already he was ready to cum.



"It's okay daddy, you can cum on my tits. I want you too. Go ahead, squirt your juice," Rhonda said as she moved her breasts rapidly up and down her father's shaft. She looked up at his tightly closed eyes. His chest was heaving, his body tense.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Robert bellowed as a large stream of sperm flew from the swollen head. It arched up and splattered across Rhonda's face, startling her. She giggled in excitement as another squirt hit her chin and fell to her chest, then another, and another. Each pulse sent an even larger gob of sperm into the air. It seemed like it would never stop. Soon her breasts were covered in his thick discharge as pulse after pulse forced an incredible load of cum from his churning balls.
Rhonda moved her father's penis around her breast, smearing the juice across her heaving chest. When she finally looked up at his face, she saw him looking back, his eyes alive with love. She stood up and brought her lips to his. "Oops," she said and quickly pulled back, wiping a large gob of cum from her upper lip. Then she kissed her father. She moaned as his tongue entered her mouth. When Rhonda pulled away, she looked into her father's eyes and said, "Daddy, will you make love to me?"
"Oh God, baby, it's so wrong."
"I know, but will you?"
"Yes," he whispered.
Rhonda let her dress fall to her feet. She bent and pulled his pants and shorts off then took his arm and walked him up the stairs. The master bedroom had already been prepared. There were fresh sheets on the bed and the covers were turned down. When they walked into the room, Rhonda pulled away from her father.
"Let me go clean up," she said. However, before she could walk away she felt her father's hand on her arm.
"No," he said and led her over to the bed then made her lay on her back. He quickly stripped his remaining clothes off then stood over the bed and looked at his gorgeous daughter. Already, his penis was beginning to pulse with life again. It had been a long time since he had become erect so quickly after a climax, especially such an intense one.
Robert crawled onto the bed and knelt next to her. First, he looked at her face, noticing that his cum was still running down her cheek and chin. Next, he saw her huge breasts, rising and falling with her excitement; his cum literally covered every inch of her tit flesh. His eyes wondered down to her groin. He smiled when he saw her little heart shaped pubic hair. His smile faded to lust when he saw the swollen lips of her sex, shining with her juice.
"Oh, Daddy," Rhonda moaned, his gaze exciting her all by itself. She could see the wonder and the love in his eyes. He wasn't ogling her like many men look at women. It felt like he was looking at her with passion and respect; like she was a woman, a very sexy and important woman in his life.
Before he bent to kiss her lips, Robert used his thumb to clean his juice from her chin, pooled just below her lips. As his lips met hers, his hand covered one wet breast. Then his tongue moved into her mouth and at the same time, his hand began smearing his cream over the surface of her soft flesh. He pulled away and began to kiss down her neck.
"Ohhhh!" Rhonda moaned when her father's tongue ran down her neck and across her breast. She screamed in pleasure when he sucked one cum covered nipple into his mouth. Then he switched to the other nipple, his tongue sliding down the valley and up the other side. Soon his face and lips were covered in his own juice.
"Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" Rhonda moaned, her hands guiding her father's head now. She gently directed his mouth and tongue from one nipple to the other then pressed her soft flesh to his face, feeling his whiskers tickling her sensitive skin.
Robert lifted his head and looked at his daughter's face. "I want... oh God... I want to eat you now," he said in a soft whisper.
"Oh yes," Rhonda hissed, her legs falling apart in surrender.
Robert crawled between his daughter's thighs, looking down at her smooth shaven vagina. His mouth watered at the thought of taking those swollen lips in his mouth. He bent his head and kissed her stomach, tickling her navel before licking his tongue through the little heart shaped forest.
Rhonda moaned as she felt her father's tongue move through the tuft of hair and stop at the top of her slit. She groaned in frustration when his tongue moved to the side and ran down the crease of her thigh, barely touching her outer lips. The saliva he left behind almost burned her, making her hips grind in need. "Please, Daddy," she begged.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," she screamed when her father gave up the teasing and brought his mouth to her pulsing vagina. She felt like her soul was being sucked into his mouth. Her hip bucked up and her hands grabbed his hair, pulling him into her wet flesh. Suddenly, without warning, Rhonda started to climax. It surprised her as much as it surprised her father. A river of juice squirted out of her as she shuddered and shook with pleasure.
Robert held on, his mouth never leaving her until her hips stopped moving and her screams turned to whimpers. He kissed her swollen flesh repeatedly, waiting patiently for her to calm down. When he looked up, he saw her satisfied smile and her arms open to him. He moved to his knees, wiping his lips with the back of his hand. "Are you ready?" he asked, his mouth suddenly dry in spite of the liquid he had so recently consumed. This is it, he thought. There would be no turning back if she said yes.
"Oh God yes, Daddy, fuck meeee!" Rhonda could see her father's giant penis in his hand. For just a moment, she worried about how she would get that large thing into her. Her lips pursed in determination and her legs opened wide in invitation. She watched her father lean over her, placing the swollen head at the entrance to her body. Her hands reached down and tried to circle his shaft, wanting to guide him. She pulled the skin from the head and placed it at the entrance to her vagina.
"Ohhhh!!!" she groaned as the head stretched her like never before. Fortunately, she was very wet with her own juice and her father's saliva. Her little hole resisted but finally let the head slip inside. "Ahhhhhh... oh Jesus, Daddy!"
Robert stopped; worried that he had hurt her.
"No... no... no... fuck me!" Rhonda screamed and pulled her father's hips into her. The shaft began to slide into her hole, stretching her wide. Her legs were stretched open like a wishbone. This must be what it's like to have a baby she thought briefly. However, she knew that she could take him. Her hands reached for his ass cheeks and pulled him down.
Both father and daughter were gasping for breath when his penis was all the way inside her vagina. Robert remained motionless letting his daughter become used to his large tool, waiting for her to adjust to his large size. He knew from experience that most women would have a difficult time with his size. Patience had always worked.
Soon Rhonda's hips started little movements. At first, they were very subtle, almost undetectable. Then they became more animated until she was sliding back and forth gently, letting his penis slide about halfway out.
Robert began to move his hips backward, pulling slowly out. When he felt his daughter's fingers digging into his hips, he moved back into her. He could hear her gasps of pleasure. His lips met hers and his tongue pushed into her mouth as his penis began to pump up and down. Soon the bedsprings were squealing under the strain as the two lovers went into a frenzy of sex.
"Yes baby, yes, fuck me," Robert moaned as their hips slapped together.
"Daddy, Daddy, I'm going to cum! Ohhhh yesssss!" Rhonda wrapped her arms and legs around her father and held him tight as her vagina spasmed around his penis.
It was too much for Robert to take. "I'm going to cum too. Can I cum too? Can I cum in... in you?" he hissed.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes!" Rhonda screamed.
Robert's penis lurched and began to pump his semen deep into his daughter's willing body. This time his load was even greater than the first. Within seconds, he could feel sperm squishing between his penis and her lips, pouring onto the bed because there was just no room in her penis filled hole to contain him.
"Oh Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," Rhonda moaned as little shivers of pleasure rolled through her. Even after her father was soft, his large tool kept her stretched. It was still a tight fit. Her vagina was pulsing around his shaft as she continued to throb below. Amazingly, she felt her father begin to harden within her again. Her hips began to move in tempo with his.
It was early that morning when Robert cried uncle. He did his best but his insatiable daughter finally exhausted his supply of sperm.
Chapter 5
Jimmy cleaned the fish that they had caught as Jennifer prepared the dinner table. Then they shared a wonderful meal of fresh fish, salad, and potatoes. When dinner was over and the dishes cleaned up, Jimmy put a fire in the fireplace and pulled a bearskin rug to the floor. He was enjoying the warmth of the fire when his mom came over with a glass of wine for both of them.
"Penny for your thoughts?" Jennifer said when she saw Jimmy's pensive stare into the fire. She knelt next to her son, sitting on her calves.
Jimmy smiled up at his mom. "I was just thinking how wonderful life is and how much I love you."
Jennifer lay down on the rug and snuggled up to her son. "Life is good isn't it? It takes some strange twists sometimes though. Who would have ever thought that you and I would become lovers?"
"Do you regret it?" Jimmy asked, almost afraid of the answer.
"Never!" Jennifer answered immediately. "Jimmy, I love you with all my heart. I never thought I could love anyone so much. I will never regret our love," Jennifer said with tears in her eyes. She pulled Jimmy to her and kissed his lips tenderly.
"What are we going to do, Mom?" Jimmy asked, worried about their future.
"I've been thinking a lot about that, Jimmy. I have an idea but I don't know how you will like it."
"What is it?" Jimmy asked excitedly.
"Well, last week, a job at my company opened on the West Coast. I was told that I could have that job if I wanted it. The problem is that we would have to move again. However, the good news is that no one would know us there. Then there is still your college to consider."
"Where's the job?"
"It's a similar position in our San Diego office. I figured you could look at colleges out there unless you are set on going north."
"Wow, Mom, that's an incredible idea," Jimmy said excitedly. "I love it. When would we move? How soon?"
"Settle down, honey," Jennifer said with a smile. Her son's enthusiasm was suddenly contagious. "There are still a lot of things to work out. The job isn't available until September, so we have time to check out colleges and find a place to live, if that is what we decide to do."
Suddenly Jimmy looked concerned. "What about Shelly? It will crush her."
"I've thought of that, too. I'm sure there are colleges out there that would meet her needs."
"You mean she could go with us?" Jimmy's eyes were as big as saucers.
"Well, at least while she was in college. She would have a place to stay, if that's okay with you?" Jennifer was smiling broadly now. She knew that Jimmy would love that part of the idea. "However, you realize that will be up to her."
"Wow... that would be incredible. Mom, you're a genius," Jimmy said, kissing his mother all over her face. Then Jimmy pulled his mother into his arms and hugged her to his body. They lay quietly for a long time, enjoying the crackling fire.
"Mom... uh... can I... uh... can I ask you something?" Jimmy stammered, suddenly, very shy.
"Sure, sweetie, what is it?" Jennifer answered with concern in her voice.
"Uh... have you uh... have you thought of having any more children?"
Jennifer didn't answer right away. She had thought about that question often in the last few weeks. It was on her mind frequently, sometimes at the most inopportune times. It was obvious where Jimmy was heading with the question. The truth was that she had always wanted more children but Jimmy's father was set against it. At 35 years old, she knew that her biological clock was ticking. She turned to Jimmy and laid her head on his chest, looking up at him. "What would you say if I said yes?" she whispered.
"I would ask who the father would be?" Jimmy answered timidly, his heart suddenly pounding in his chest and his palms beginning to sweat with nervousness.
Jennifer's could feel Jimmy's heart beating on her cheek. Her own heart was beating rapidly now. She hesitated because she knew the impact her answer would have on her life. She took a deep breath. "You," she whispered, her face strangely flushing with embarrassment.
"Oh my God, Mom," Jimmy said and tried to pull his mom to his lips. However, she had other ideas. She began to slowly slide down Jimmy's body, her hand reaching out to caress his rapidly swelling penis. Jimmy let his mom open the zipper of his pants and pull his penis into the warm air of the cabin. He could see her holding his penis up, staring at it. "Penny for your thoughts?" Jimmy said, mimicking his mother's earlier question.
"I was thinking how wonderful this penis is and how much pleasure it has brought me." Jennifer held Jimmy's penis in one hand and cupped his testicles in the other. "I was also thinking of all that baby- making sperm in these," she said seriously, gently caressing his large balls. "God, they are so big, I'll bet they could make a million babies," she said to herself. Then she moaned and pulled his penis to her mouth and took him inside.
"Oh, Mom," Jimmy cried as she began to suck his penis deep into her throat. He watched his beautiful mother as she sucked the head of his penis; he could see her eyes looking up at him, her cheeks bulging. Then she held his penis up and licked up and down the shaft until it gleamed with her saliva. Juice was running out of the little slit in a steady stream. Again, his mom took his penis into her mouth, forcing it deep into her throat. He heard her gag, then felt her throat muscles open. Then there was another strong push as his penis slid past the opening until his balls touched her chin. Oh my God! he thought, she has my entire cock in her throat. He could feel her throat muscles working on him, squeezing and massaging his shaft. Suddenly when he was within seconds of climax, she pulled her mouth from his dripping rod.
"I want this in me," she said, gasping for breath. Then she stood up and stripped her clothes off, leaving his wet and swaying penis pointing at the ceiling. Jennifer stood over Jimmy and slowly squatted. When the tip of his penis was at her vagina, she hesitated, bending forward to whisper into his ear. "I want that wonderful cock in me again. I can't get enough of your sweet juice. Do you have some juice left in those big balls for me?" Jennifer teased her son by moving her vagina around on the tip of his penis, just the head inside her lips.
"Oh God, Mom, please," Jimmy pleaded.
"Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to squirt all of that baby- making sperm into my pussy? Do you want to make your own mother's belly swell with your baby?"
"Oh yes, oh yes, Mom." Jimmy was shaking with excitement now.
"Ohhhh!" Jennifer moaned as she let her weight force her slick hole down on her son's hard shaft. She grunted in pleasure when the swollen head hit bottom.
Jimmy's moans merged with his mother's, as she started moving up and down on him. "Oh yes, Mom, fuck me, fuck me!" Jimmy moaned incoherently. The excitement of their conversation about babies had made Jimmy so excited he could barely stand it.
Jennifer was now moving rapidly up and down, taking her son deep into her body with each thrust. "Oh sweetie, I'm going to cum," Jennifer said. "Yes, yes ohhhhh!" she screamed as her climax started in her pulsing vagina and ran up her body.
"I'm going to cum too, Mom. Ohhhhhh!" Jimmy moaned as his penis began to squirt his potent seed deep into his mother's body.
When their shuddering stopped, mother and son lay breathing heavily, wrapped in each other's arms. It had been an intense coupling. Probably made more intense by their talk of baby making.
After a while, Jennifer looked at her son with a naughty smile. She lifted up, letting his penis slip out of her. Slowly she moved up his chest, her vagina rubbing on his skin, leaving a wet trail behind.
"Mom, what are you doing?" Jimmy asked, already knowing the answer. He knew that she liked her son to be tidy. :)
When Jennifer's legs were straddling her son's head she sat down, bringing her dripping lips to his mouth.
The following morning, Jennifer and Jimmy had breakfast then did some work around the house to clean up a bit. They would be leaving later in the afternoon for home.
When their chores were done, they dressed for a hike in the mountains. Jennifer put on an old, long sleeve white blouse which she tied around her stomach. She had on a pair of kaki shorts that molded her sexy butt. They were far too tight for her to wear panties underneath. On her feet, she wore a pair of light brown, ankle high hiking boots.
Jimmy had on a pair of shorts, a flannel shirt and hiking boots. He wore a backpack with a tee shirt inside for when it warmed up some. It was supposed to be a very warm day but the morning air was a bit chilly and there was a hazy fog hanging low in the trees. Jimmy had also put a couple of bottles of water and some energy bars into the bag. He went into the bathroom and got a large towel in case they wanted to sit down somewhere.
It was quickly becoming a beautiful warm day in the mountains as they ventured out on their hike. The fog was burning off, letting the sun shine through, giving the forest an eerie glow. They walked for miles up and down little- used trails, finding it an exciting adventure with all the wildlife in the area. As they walked along a trail on the side of a mountain, they could see the crystal waters of the lake below. The sun on the lake gave the water a silvery sheen.
After a couple of hours, they took a break. Jimmy took off his flannel shirt and put on a short-sleeved tee shirt. Then he put the towel down and they sat side-by-side, eating the energy bars and drinking their water. From their perch on the side of the hill, they could see the entire lake and watch the birds soar over the trees. However, in the distance they could see storm clouds rolling in. It had become very warm and humid as a front moved toward the mountains.
"We had better head back, Mom, it looks like rain," Jimmy said pointing to the ominous sky.
They had walked several miles when the sprinkles started. Within seconds the clouds opened and torrential rain began to pound them.
"Come on Mom," he yelled. He grabbed his mother's hand as they hurried up the now muddy trail. "I thought I saw a rock overhang where we can get some shelter," Jimmy yelled to his mom through the pouring rain. Within minutes, their clothes were soaked through.
Just on the other side of the hill, there was a large rock formation near the trail. In the rock wall was an alcove with an overhang. It was just big enough for several people to stand but it would protect them from the driving rain. It appeared that someone had camped there some time ago. There was an area on the ground where rocks had been placed around in a circle for a fire. It was a perfect spot for camping, flat and protected, yet with a beautiful view of the lake. However, at this moment, it was impossible to see the lake in the pouring rain.
Jimmy and Jennifer were breathing hard by the time they reached the rocks. They stepped under the rock overhand, shaking the water off, glad to have some shelter.



"Wow, what a storm!" Jimmy said, wiping his dripping face. He turned and looked at his mother. His felt his heart flutter and a little twinge of excitement run through him. The rain had soaked through her white blouse, making it all but transparent. Jimmy could plainly see her hard nipples and the flesh of her breasts as the now transparent material was plastered to her skin.
Jennifer saw where Jimmy was looking and said in fake exasperation, "Are you always horny?" In truth, she pressed her chest out just a little, making her hard nipples and brown areolas show clearly through the material. Strangely, her wet shirt was having the same affect on her as Jimmy.
"Only when I have a sexy women like you with me," he smiled lecherously and reached out to tweak one nipple.
"Yeah, right! I feel real sexy right now," Jennifer said wiping her wet hair out of her face. "Now behave and give me the towel, lecher," she said smiling.
"You are sexy, Mom! The sexiest woman I have ever seen," Jimmy said sincerely, pulling his mom into his arms and wrapping the towel around her shoulders.
"Well, as long as I'm sexy to you, nothing else matters." Jennifer wiped her face with the towel then put her head on her son's chest, looking pensively at the pouring rain.
Jimmy noticed her concern and asked what was wrong.
"Well, if you must know... I have to pee!"
"Oh!" Jimmy laughed. "Well, I guess you have two choices; you can pee here or go out there in the rain. But if you pee here, watch my feet, please," he teased.
"Very funny!" Jennifer scoffed, looking out at the downpour.
"Well, what's your decision?" Jimmy asked. He knew that she didn't have much of a choice. Then he remembered his mom looking out the window at him yesterday morning and said, "Paybacks are hell!" Still he figured that since she was already wet she would go out in the rain and find some tree to go behind.
Again, Jennifer looked at the pouring rain as she stood squirming in Jimmy's arms. She squeezed her legs together and shifted from one foot to the other. The water pouring from the rock overhand made her situation dire. "It seems that I have no choice," she finally said and began to unsnap her shorts.
Jimmy's eyes grew wide. He had only been teasing. He hadn't really expected her to do it here. Then he watched in amazement as his mother pulled her shorts down and squatted right next to him.
Jennifer felt her face flush as she squatted. Her position in the crowded alcove put her face just inches from Jimmy's crotch. She tried to avoid looking up at him. Suddenly, as her stream started and she relieved herself onto the ground, she saw movement in her son's shorts. She looked up and was surprised to see her son looking excitedly between her legs.
Jimmy couldn't believe what was happening to him. However, he couldn't deny the fact that he was getting an erection. Suddenly, almost without his control, Jimmy's hands went to the zipper on his shorts. He pulled the zipper down and reached inside, pulling his now fully erect penis out. When he looked into his mother's face he saw her shock. Yet, her eyes had a strange look. Then before his mom had even finished relieving herself, he stepped forward, his penis touching her lips. His hands went out and grabbed her head, curling his fingers in her wet hair as he pressed his penis into her mouth.
"Jimmy, mmmmhhh," Jennifer tried to say in protest as her mouth was filled with his penis. However, she didn't try to stop Jimmy as he began to pull her head back and forth on his thrusting tool. It was very difficult for her to concentrate on two things at once. As strange as it seemed, Jennifer was becoming excited as well. Within seconds she could feel her own vaginal lips begin to throb and become wet with a different kind of fluid.
Jennifer was barely finished when she was pulled to her feet, her shorts falling around her ankles. She saw a wild expression on Jimmy's face. Still in shock, she let him pull her lips to his and kiss her passionately. Then she felt his hands on her shirt top, near her neck.
"Ripppppppp..."
"Jimmy!" Jennifer cried when she felt him give a violent pull to her shirt. The buttons flew off, as the shirt was pulled open. Then he pushed the shirt over her shoulders and part way down her arms. Jennifer felt her arms pulled behind her until they were tangled in her shirt, leaving her breasts exposed, thrusting forward into his chest.
Jimmy continued to kiss his mother passionately, his own passion almost out of control.
It seemed that Jennifer was powerless to stop her son... she was totally in his control. It was a strange feeling, almost a submissiveness... something she had never allowed in her marriage or, especially on the job.
"I'm going to fuck you," Jimmy said in a strained but commanding voice. He turned his mother around and pushed her against the smooth rock wall of the alcove, her breasts pressing against the cold stone.
Jennifer moaned in excitement. She had never seen Jimmy like this. He was like a different person, even his voice sounded different. "Ohhhh!" she whimpered as Jimmy pushed his hard shaft into her now very wet vagina. "Oh God, Jimmy."
Jimmy began to move his penis in and out of his mother, sliding his hands between her chest and the rock to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples hard as he moved his hips rapidly, thrusting deep into her body. "Jesus, that pussy feels so good on my hard cock," he said crudely. He bent to his mother's neck and his mouth bit her soft skin. Then he began to suck her neck, right in the sensitive little crook.
"Jimmy! Jimmy! Jimmy!" Jennifer moaned as she felt him pull the skin of her neck into his mouth. She knew he was leaving a passion mark on her now. It was going to be embarrassing at work tomorrow. However, instead of pulling away, she turned her head so he could get at her neck. Then she thrust her hips back at him, forcing him deeper into her. Little goose bumps appeared all over her body and she shook with excitement.
Again, Jimmy surprised Jennifer when he pulled his penis from her swollen hole, leaving it empty and pulsing. Like a wild man, he grabbed her arm and pulled her out into the pouring rain, making her stumble over the shorts at her feet. He threw the towel onto the grown then pressed his mother to her knees. Then he moved behind her and released the snap on his shorts with one hand while holding her arms, imprisoned in the shirt with the other.
Jimmy was wild with passion now, totally out of control with lust. The rain continued pouring on both of them as he knelt behind his mother, bending her forward. He grabbed the shirt between her arms again and pushed her forward, holding her so she wouldn't fall, her elbows touching behind her back. It was as if her arms were tied together, rendering her helpless.
"Ohhhhhhh Godddddd!" Jennifer screamed as Jimmy slid his penis into her again. She didn't resist as he began to pull her roughly back and then push his own hips forward hard. Jennifer had never felt him reach so deep insider her or stretch her so much. The swollen head of his penis was touching her womb with each thrust. She was going mad with desire now, unable, and unwilling to stop him. It was pure animal sex like she had never known. Suddenly, without warning, a shuddering climax overwhelmed her. Her body began to convulse in pleasure and she would have collapsed if Jimmy had not been holding her arms. The intensity of her pleasure was such that she couldn't even moan. Her body twitched as if she were having a seizure.
If Jimmy realized that she was climaxing, he gave no indication. Instead, he kept pounding his shaft in and out, rapidly building to his own crisis. His eyes were closed tight, his face a mask of passion as the rain poured over him. The ground squished beneath their knees as their hips slapped into each other, their bodies drenched with water and sweat.
Jennifer was moaning continuously now. As soon as one climax ended, another started. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth gasped for breath, causing her to near a state of hyperventilation. Her head was spinning so much that she thought she would lose consciousness soon.
Jimmy practically ripped his mother's shirt off, pushing her forward and onto her hands. He grabbed her hips and pounded into her body, his animal moans echoing off the hills around them. Suddenly Jimmy froze, his penis as deep inside his mother as it could go. Then he bellowed like a love-starved bull as his balls tightened and his penis throbbed, forcing a huge load of his cum into her waiting body. His body bucked and shook as pulse after pulse of juice filled his mother's still contracting hole.
When Jimmy let go of Jennifer's hips she collapsed to the soggy ground, rolling to her side and curling into a fetal position as she gasped for breath. Jimmy fell to the ground as well, splashing in the mud. The only sound in the forest was their heavy breathing and the pounding rain on the leaves and earth. Jimmy's half-hard penis lay twitching on his thigh, like a fish out of water, cum still drooling from the tip. The incredible load of sperm he had deposited into his mother was slowly running from her body, being washed away by the rain.
It was a few minutes before Jimmy came to his senses. Suddenly, he realized that he had lost control. He looked at his mother and saw that her eyes were closed and there was a strange expression on her face. He couldn't read it; it could have been pain, exhaustion, or satisfaction. Quickly he got up and reached for her, pulling her to her feet. She stood momentarily then collapsed into his arms, shaking all over. "Mom, are you all right?" Jimmy said very worried now, trying to get her to stand on her wobbly legs.
"Yes," Jennifer whispered with little conviction in her voice. She may have said that she was all right but she looked frazzled. Her hair was a total mess, there was mud on one side of her body where she had rolled off the towel, and her knees were red and raw. Between her legs, her sex lips were still pulsing and sperm was running out of her like a river.
Jimmy practically dragged his mother back into the alcove; her shorts still around one leg, dragging in the mud. He rifled through his pack and brought out his flannel shirt, putting it around her. He pulled up her soggy shorts, still helping her to stand. Then he leaned her against the wall so that he could quickly get his shorts back up. "I know a short cut home," he said hurrying to dress.
The rain had let up a bit as Jimmy practically carried his mother back to the cabin. He opened the door and took her directly to the shower. When he had cleaned her up and washed himself, he dried her with a warm towel. Then he wrapped a blanket around her and took her to the sofa. He quickly put a fire in the fireplace and rushed to get her a cup of hot chocolate. Finally, he sat next to her on the sofa, a worried look on his face.
"God, Mom, I'm sorry," Jimmy said, chastising himself repeatedly for losing control. "Are you okay?"
"Yes," she said. Her head was back and her eyes were closed.
"I don't know what happened. I guess I lost it... I'm so sorry," Jimmy repeated, tears streaming down his cheeks.
Jennifer opened her eyes and looked at her son in surprise. "No, Jimmy, don't be sorry," she said, her hand reaching up to touch his cheek gently. "It was... it was... God, it was incredible. I've never felt anything like that. I'm still shaking inside."
"You're not mad at me then?" Jimmy asked in shock.
"Heavens no!" Jennifer said. "I've never had a man take me like that. It was so wild and uncontrolled."
"Really?" Jimmy said, his face brightening.
"Really. However, I'm not saying that I want to be fucked like that every day. My heart couldn't take it," Jennifer said with a weak smile then kissed Jimmy's lips quickly. "You were such an animal, like a caveman. Maybe it was the fact that we were kind of in a cave," she giggled. Jennifer thought for a minute and added, "Maybe I just have to be careful not to pee in front of you." Then she laughed.
Jimmy opened his mouth to say something then stopped. Maybe she was right he thought.
"I think we are going to need to get going home soon," Jennifer said.
They dressed and packed and were on the road in an hour. As they drove toward home Jimmy asked his mom about the plan again. He was so excited that maybe there was a solution to their problems. He was bubbling over with questions.
Jennifer told him that they would need a little time to think about what it all meant. She told him that they would have to fly out to California and look at the housing available and investigate colleges. She said that for now they needed to think about the coming week.
"What's going on this week?" he asked.
She told him that Shelly's birthday was coming up next Friday and that she had promised her a special party on Saturday.
When Jimmy asked what that meant, she said he would find out soon enough but for now, he was going to have to help her prepare. She also said that she was going to check on Rhonda's situation and that she might be inviting her and her father over for a get together during the week.
Jimmy was curious and surprised at their conversation. He had a million questions. What was in store for Shelly on Saturday? Why was his mom going to invite Rhonda and her father over for dinner? When he tried to ask more questions, Jennifer told him to hush and that he would find out soon enough. Jimmy knew enough to know when to keep his mouth shut.
End of Part 4
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Chapter 1
It wasn't long after Jimmy and Jennifer arrived home that the telephone rang. Jennifer was already in bed, waiting for Jimmy to join her.
"Hello," Jennifer answered.
"Jennifer, this is Rhonda," Rhonda said, whispering into the telephone.
"Is everything okay?" Jennifer asked, concerned when she heard Rhonda whispering.
"Everything is wonderful," Rhonda exclaimed, clearly excited but restrained.
"Why are you whispering then?"
"Because my daddy is in the bathroom and I don't want him to hear me."
"Oh. How did it go?" Jennifer asked, finding that she was whispering as well.
"God Jennifer, it was wonderful. I'll tell you the details when I can talk. Let's just say that I'm laying here with my daddy's cum running in buckets from my stretched hole. My pussy is so sore I don't know if I'll be able to walk tomorrow."
"It sounds like you had a good time," Jennifer said with a little laugh.
"Jennifer, my daddy's penis is even bigger than I remembered," she continued, whispering in a dreamy tone of voice. "I never thought that "big" made a difference, but, oh God. You should see it, it's incredible."
"Is that an offer," Jennifer laughed.
There was silence on the line for a few seconds. "Well... I guess. I've seen your lover's, so it's only fair."
"Be careful. I may take you up on that and who knows what can happen," Jennifer said, trying to keep her voice light while a little tremor ran through her.
"The shower just shut off so he will be out in a minute. We haven't even gotten out of bed except to eat and go to the bathroom the entire weekend. Thank you so much for your help."
"I didn't do anything."
"You gave me the courage to recognize and go after what I really wanted."
"Well, I'm glad you're happy. Why don't we plan on you and your dad coming over Wednesday night for a drink? I'd love to meet him."
"Okay, I'll ask him. He's coming back... Bye." Rhonda hung up quickly before her dad could see that she was on the telephone.
Jennifer heard the telephone go dead in her hand. There was a satisfied smile on her face. As she put the telephone back in the cradle, Jimmy came into the room.
"Who was that?" he asked.
"That was Rhonda. She was just telling me what a wonderful weekend she had with her father."
"So they... so they... you know... uh," Jimmy stammered.
"Yep, they fucked... and fucked and fucked," Jennifer said with a big smile.
"Speaking of fucking," Jimmy said, his penis showing signs of life.
"Come over here and I'll take care of that thing," Jennifer said, motioning to Jimmy.
Jimmy crawled onto the bed, kneeling at his mother's head. He watched her hand reach up and grasp his penis. It throbbed and a little drip of clear juice bubbled from the head. He saw his mother's tongue come out as she pulled on his shaft, forcing more of his juice to stream out. A silvery liquid ran from the slit and hung in a strand, sparkling in the dim light, before dropping onto his mother's tongue. A little moan escaped Jimmy's lips as he watched his mother milk the juice onto her outstretched tongue, then pull her coated tongue back into her mouth and swallow.
"Did I ever tell you how good you taste?" Jennifer asked rhetorically.
Jimmy let his mother suck on him until he was shivering with need. Then he placed his body over top of her, supporting himself on his hands. He kissed her lips, tasting his own sweet juice, then ran his tongue down her neck to her waiting breasts. He sucked her nipples briefly then lifted her legs, opening her for him. As he looked down, he realized that he would never get tired of the sight of her excited vagina. The skin on the large outer lips was smooth, like a baby's butt. The inner lips puffed out, red, wrinkled, and swollen. He knew that it was corny but it looked like a rose with morning dew clinging to the petals. Just above was her swollen clit, peeking from the flaps of skin like a miniature penis. An inch below, between the lips, lay the opening to heaven for him, a special place from which he had emerged eighteen years ago. How could that opening have stretched so wide to give him birth and look so small today? he thought. He watched as the hole pulsed, opening and closing with her excitement, forcing a stream of her own sweet juice to trickle down between the cheeks of her buttocks.
"Well, are you going to look at it or eat me?" Jennifer moaned impatiently.
Jennifer's voice shook Jimmy out of his reverie and he moved his head between her legs. Immediately he was enveloped in the intoxicating smell of her excited sexual parts. He breathed deeply, taking in her aroma before his tongue found her hole and gently pushed inside. He vaguely heard his mother scream somewhere in the background as his head spun with the thrill of his first taste. Her sweet womanly taste rushed into his mouth, making his penis throb with excitement. Then Jimmy opened his mouth, covering her entire opening, and began to suck the juice from deep inside her. It surprised him how much liquid she was producing.
"Fuck me, Jimmy! Fuck me, please," Jennifer moaned, pulling on his shoulders, wanting to feel him inside her now.
Jimmy quickly moved to his knees between his mother's spread legs. His rock- hard penis throbbed in anticipation as he stared between her legs. He moved his hips lower until the swollen head parted her equally swollen lips. His penis stretched her vagina, sliding in effortlessly. "Wow, that talk with Rhonda must have gotten you excited," Jimmy teased, his lips and chin still dripping with her juice.
"Fuck me," Jennifer said breathlessly as Jimmy began to slowly move in and out. "Rhonda... uh Rhonda says... oh God... Rhonda says that her dad's penis is huge." Jennifer was finding it very difficult to talk with her son's penis moving inside her.
"Bigger than mine, huh?" Jimmy said, forcing his penis into his mother for emphasis.
"Oh God, Jimmy, I don't know but he couldn't possibly be as good as you."
"Well, the thought sure made you wet. I'll... mmmm... ohhhh you feel so good... I'll bet you would love to try it out," Jimmy said, enjoying the warm wetness of his mother's hole.
"No... uh oh God, fuck me Jimmy." Jennifer grabbed her son's hips and tried to pull him into her. The talk about Rhonda's dad was exciting her beyond reason.
"Come on Mom... come on, I'm sure you would like to have that big cock stretch you. Tell me Mom, tell me you want that big cock," Jimmy said, holding his penis at the opening of her vagina, refusing to move until she answered.
"Oh Jimmy, please!"
"Tell me, Mom," Jimmy persisted. "Tell me the truth."
"All right, damn it, yes, I want it. Now fuck me, please," Jennifer screamed in a frenzy of excitement. Her head was spinning at the thought of Rhonda's dad's large penis stretching her. She could see it in her mind. She could see the big head with the sheath of skin opening her like nothing ever had. It embarrassed her that the thought excited her so much. She loved Jimmy and didn't want anyone else as her soul mate. Yet, she couldn't deny her feelings. The thought that she might be becoming a slut crossed her mind but she pushed it aside as pleasure overcame her concern.
Jimmy was very excited at the thought of watching his mother take a large penis. He had watched Todd take his mom and found it incredibly arousing. God, what would it be like to see a huge tool moving in and out of her, stretching her until she screamed in pleasure? he thought. Suddenly, he forced his hips violently down into his mother's willing hole, hitting bottom.
"Ohhhhhhh Goddddddd Jimmy," Jennifer said, her legs flying up to wrap around his back. She pushed her hips up; taking her son deep into her body, feeling him hit her cervix with the swollen head. She grunted as his violent thrusts brought pleasure with a little pain. That's probably what Rhonda's dad's big cock would do she imagined. "Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy, I'm... I'm going to... oh yes, ohhhhhhhhhh!!!" Jennifer screamed and began to climax as her vagina convulsed around her son's shaft.
"Here it comes, Mom," Jimmy moaned. He pushed in as deeply as he could go and froze. An animal scream escaped his lips. The swollen head of his penis grew even larger as his balls forced his pent -up sperm deep into his mother's welcoming body.
The two lovers shook with pleasure; each lost in their own world of perverse thoughts.
Sometime later Jimmy and Jennifer lay relaxing on the bed, still naked, basking in the sweet afterglow of sex. Jimmy was snuggled into his mother's arm, his hand gently caressing her breast.
"Mom, you know that it's okay with me."
"What's okay with you?" Jennifer asked, momentarily confused by his comment.
"It's okay if you want to... to do something with Rhonda's dad," Jimmy said, feeling a little twitch in his satisfied penis. "I can't complain. You've let me have sex with two gorgeous women, not including the most gorgeous one, you. I don't mind, really," he said, trying to hide his own desires.
Jennifer was silent for a long time. She wasn't sure how to answer Jimmy. The thought of doing something with Rhonda's father still brought a thrill to her. Yet, she didn't want to do anything that would harm their relationship or hurt Rhonda for that matter. "Are you sure?" Jennifer asked. "I don't want to do anything that would hurt us."
"I love you, Mom, and I know you love me. There is no one else in this world that could take your place and I hope you feel the same way."
"I do, Jimmy. God, I love you," Jennifer said and brought Jimmy's lips to hers for an emotional kiss. She could feel her body respond again, a vision of someone besides her loving son making love to her.
When Jimmy pulled away, he had a naughty look on his face. "Now, the question is... Can I watch?" Jimmy said, squeezing his mother's nipple hard between his fingers and pulling it upward.
"Ouch. You're incorrigible," Jennifer laughed and grabbed Jimmy's hand.
Jimmy used his other hand to tickle his mother's armpit. She squealed and tried to get away from him. Jimmy rolled over on her and sat on her stomach, tickling her sides.
"Stop, stop, stop," Jennifer laughed, squirming under her son.
Jimmy persisted until his mother grabbed his hands and held them away. "Stop Jimmy, or I'll pee myself," Jennifer warned, laughing.
"Oh really?" Jimmy said. "That could be real dangerous."
"I know, so stop," she said firmly but with a smile.
Jimmy pushed his mother's hands above her head, holding them there. Suddenly his face lost his smile. He bent his head and kissed his mother tenderly. When he pulled back he looked into her eyes and said, "Mom, about what we talked about this weekend... You know, babies... uh... When can we do it?
Jennifer's face became serious as well. "Well, let's see what happens with the new job and moving. I certainly don't want to be taking a new job and walk in pregnant. Just be patient. There are a lot of things to consider first."
Jimmy sat back, releasing his mother's arms.
Jennifer was surprised to see that his penis was hard and pulsing again. "Do you ever lose that erection?" Jennifer joked, a little pride creeping into her voice, knowing that she was the reason for his excitement.
"Not when you're around me."
"Well, as long as you have an erection meant just for me, I guess we can practice making babies," Jennifer said, letting her son move between her open legs again. His penis slid easily into her sperm filled vagina.
An hour later, Jimmy and Jennifer fell into an exhausted sleep.
Jennifer dreamed of giant penises. She was in a large house and there were naked men all over the place; each man had a larger penis than the next. She ran from room to room, excited but frightened as they chased her. Then the dream changed to her lying on a soft bed with Rhonda next to her. Rhonda was telling her to relax and let her father put his giant instrument into her. She was moaning, throwing her head back and forth in excitement. Jennifer glanced between her legs and saw Rhonda's father's penis. It was huge, maybe 12 inches long and as big around as her arm. She tried to get up but someone was holding her shoulders onto the bed. When she looked up she saw Jimmy smiling down at her with an evil grin. She looked to Rhonda but saw no sympathy in her eyes.
Finally, she gave in and opened her legs, ready to take the giant penis into her. Then, when she looked at the face, she was shocked to see that it wasn't Rhonda's father; it was Jimmy. She moaned in surrender, letting the huge penis open her. Strangely, there was no pain, only pleasure.
Jimmy was having weird dreams as well. He dreamed that he had fathered hundreds of babies with his mother. He was standing in the hospital nursery, when a nurse rolled a large nursery cart up to him with ten babies lying side by side, all crying, and screaming, "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy."
"Here is the first group Mr. Henson," the nurse said. "There are lots more to come."
"Oh my God no," Jimmy screamed in shock as he saw nursery carts, filled with babies, lining the hallway.
The nurse smiled evilly and said, "That's what you get for having babies with your own mother."
Jimmy awoke in a cold sweat, his skin soaked and clammy. He sat up in bed. Suddenly the realization of the responsibility he could be taking on dawned on him. He heard his mother making little whimpers of pleasure and saw a smile on her beautiful sleeping face. Somehow, he knew that everything would work out. He snuggled next to his mother and went back to sleep, this time to dream of a beautiful rose speckled with dew that turned into his mother's sweet vagina before his eyes.
Chapter 2
The following day, Jennifer called Rhonda at home. She could tell immediately that the young woman was still excited about her weekend with her father. Rhonda told her that she and her father had had sex in almost every room of the house. They had gone to dinner Saturday night and then had sex in the car, right in the driveway. She whined that she was walking bow legged because she was still sore.
Their conversation further stirred Jennifer's libido as a vision of a giant penis entered her mind. Then they talked about what they had in common now and forbidden love. They whispered about their shared secret and how it was going to be very difficult to keep the world from knowing because they were both bubbling over with love. Still, they agreed that the excitement and love made it well worth the risk. They knew that their relationships were not normal by society's standards but concluded that it was no one's business but theirs.
When Jennifer suggested that Rhonda bring her father over Wednesday evening, she readily agreed. The two of them hatched up a plan to let Rhonda's father, Robert, "accidentally" discover that Rhonda's good friend Jimmy had a taboo relationship with his mother. Hopefully, that would make Robert more comfortable with what had happened. Besides, it would be great fun.
By the time Jennifer hung up the telephone, she needed to go to the bathroom and take care of her problem.
"Jimmy, did you put the wine on ice?" Jennifer called from the bedroom.
"Yes, Mother," Jimmy answered, rolling his eyes at her nervous nagging.
Jennifer was running late. She rushed around the bedroom dressing. It had taken her forever to find something to wear. She didn't want to look too sluttish, just sexy. For some reason, she was very nervous. It was almost like she was about to meet a blind date, not Rhonda's dad. After trying on five outfits, she decided on a form fitting blue summer dress that had a modest bodice yet showed plenty of skin, and was a little too short on her thighs. She chose thigh- high nylons but left her panties off, as there would definitely be a panty line under the tight material. Around her neck, she wore a gold necklace with matching earrings. She put the little bracelet that Jimmy had given her around her ankle. The gold tag with Jimmy's name sparkled. She felt so naughty, like she would be allowing Jimmy to look up her dress all night. Finally, she put on a pair of four-inch high heels.
After putting an extra dab of perfume on her neck then she looked in the mirror and spun around. She pulled the dress up her thigh and bent over to straightened the elastic of her nylon top. She looked at her reflection in the mirror and saw her well-shaped legs covered in the silvery material. The white of the flesh above the material bulged sexily. Yes, that should do the trick, she thought.
Just as Jimmy walked into the bedroom, the front doorbell rang. "Wow, Mom, you look great," he said sincerely.
"Thanks, sweetie. Would you get the door? I want to check my makeup one last time."
"Settle down, Dad," Rhonda said as she stood at the door with her father. "They're not going to bite you, you know."
"I don't understand why we're here," Robert said fidgeting next to his daughter.
"Because we need to get out, they're nice people, and my friends. Now stop whining or I'll have to make you go stand in the corner," Rhonda joked. "Besides, I'm sure you'll like them. Wait till you see Jimmy's mom."
Rhonda had dressed in a black skirt and a yellow sleeveless summer sweater. The combination of her large chest and narrow waist made her look like a Playboy model. Every time her father's eyes landed on her breasts, she could feel her nipples harden. She was glad she had worn panties or her thighs would already be wet. She had kissed her dad in the car before they got out and the shock waves had made her vagina quiver and leak into her panties. Suddenly, she had the urge to attack him right on the porch.
Robert looked handsome in his black, mock turtleneck pullover, gray blazer, and slacks. He had gotten a haircut that day in hopes that the gray hair along the sides would not be as visible. He didn't like the gray hair but everybody else did, especially the women. Even his mustache had begun to show gray but he hadn't decided to use a dye yet. Rhonda had rebelled at any suggestion that he cover up because she thought he looked so sophisticated.
When Rhonda turned and looked at her handsome father she couldn't resist the urge to kiss him. She went up on tiptoes and kissed his lips briefly, her fingers curling lovingly in the hair on the back of his head. Just as the door began to open, Rhonda whispered, "Jimmy and Jennifer have a special relationship."
"What?" he said, his mouth opening in surprise. Before Robert could ask another question, he turned and saw a tall young man standing in the door.
"Hi, Rhonda," Jimmy said.
"Jimmy, this is my dad, Robert," Rhonda said.
Jimmy reached out his hand and shook Robert's. "Nice to meet you. Come on in. Mom will be down in a minute."
Robert followed his daughter into the living room behind Jimmy. He was still curious at what he thought his daughter had said. What did she mean by a "special relationship?" he thought. The thought suddenly left his mind as he glanced down and watched his daughter's rear as she swayed in front of him. He felt a little movement in his groin and had to look away. God, this girl is driving me crazy, he thought.



"Can I get you two a drink?" Jimmy asked.
"Wine would be fine with me," Rhonda said smiling at her father as they sat side by side on the sofa.
"Uh... same for me," Robert said.
When Jimmy left the room, Robert turned to his daughter and said, "What did you mean about Jimmy and his mom?"
"You'll see," Rhonda said and placed her hand lovingly on her father's thigh.
"Hi, Rhonda," Jennifer said, walking into the room.
Rhonda jumped up and hugged Jennifer, kissing her lips a little too long to be socially acceptable.
Robert didn't miss the warmth of the kiss as he stood behind his daughter waiting to be introduced. He watched the two women hug and noticed that they looked into each other's eyes far too long. That seemed a little strange but he knew that women were a lot more comfortable with one another on an emotional level than men are. "Umm... umm," Robert said, clearing his throat, wanting to get a better look at Jennifer.
Rhonda moved aside and turned to her father, her arm around Jennifer's waist. "Daddy, this is Jennifer. Jennifer, this is my dad."
Robert's eyes opened wide as he looked at Jennifer. He hadn't realized that she was so young. She didn't look old enough to be Jimmy's mom. She was gorgeous. "Uh... pleased to... uh... meet you," Robert said, suddenly tongue-tied.
"The pleasure's mine," Jennifer said taking Robert's hand. Jennifer felt electricity course through her as her hand met Roberts. A little chill ran down her spine when she looked into his deep blue eyes. "My, you were right, he is handsome, Rhonda," Jennifer said, still holding his hand. She smiled when she saw Robert blush.
"Sit back down, please. Rhonda tells me you two had a father/daughter weekend," she said as innocently as possible, holding back a smile. She saw both Robert and Rhonda blush this time. "Jimmy and I did almost the same thing up at Cascade Lakes." If he only knew how similar! she thought, wanting to giggle.
"So you work for Radcliff Enterprises," Robert said, trying to change the subject. He watched as Jennifer sat back on the loveseat and crossed her legs. Even if he had wanted to, he couldn't prevent his eyes from going to her exposed thigh. His eyes moved up her leg until he could see the lacy top to her nylons, then the soft white skin above.
"Yes, I do. We just moved here several months ago from Ohio."
"That's a pretty ankle bracelet," Rhonda said leaning forward.
Jennifer lifted her leg, spreading her thighs slightly. She ignored the intake of breath from Robert at the exposure she was providing him.
Rhonda reached over and turned the little gold nametag over. "That's sweet! It's Jimmy's name."
"Yes, Jimmy is so thoughtful. He's the love of my life."
"Drinks everyone," Jimmy said carrying a tray with wineglasses and a bottle of wine.
Everyone took a glass. Robert practically gulped his drink as everyone else sipped their own wine.
Jennifer was a very bad girl. Every chance she got she would tease Robert. Occasionally, she would open her legs wide enough for him to see that she wasn't wearing panties. She would watch his eyes as they bored into her crotch, then look at his crotch to see the effect. There was a very noticeable bulge there.
The four of them had talked for a while when Jennifer stood up and said, "Rhonda, care to join me to powder our noses?"
"Absolutely," she answered and stood up.
"Be back in a minute, guys," Jennifer said and took Rhonda's hand and headed for the bathroom.
"It's a girl thing," Jimmy said with a smile when he saw Robert's confused look.
"Did you do any fishing up at the Lakes?" Robert asked.
"Yea. We caught a bunch of striped bass."
"Great place for fishing. I used to go up there all the time before... uh before Rhonda's mom died. She didn't go often because she didn't like fishing."
"Yea, my mom's not big on fishing either... doesn't like the worm thing," Jimmy laughed.
"I have a funny story about fishing up there," Robert said, leaning toward Jimmy in a friendly manner. "One time me and the guys left on a Thursday night..."
"Wow, are you as turned on as I am?" Jennifer asked when she had closed the door of the bathroom.
"Are you kidding? My panties are soaked!"
"Panties? What are you doing wearing panties?" Jennifer asked, taking Rhonda in her arms.
"I didn't want my juice dripping on the carpet."
"Panties aren't allowed in my household," Jennifer replied and reached up under Rhonda's skirt and put her fingers into the waistband of her panties. As she slid them down Rhonda's thighs, she went to her knees. "My, you are excited," Jennifer said when she pushed the girls skirt up and saw the state of her wet vagina. Juice was dripping from the swollen lips. "God, you're positively soaked."
Jennifer turned Rhonda around and pushed her back until she was forced to sit on the toilet.
"Jennifer, what are you doing?" Rhonda breathed.
"I can't let you go back out there like this," she answered as she lifted the young girl's legs and began to kiss down her thigh.
"Oh my God," Rhonda moaned as she watched the older woman run her tongue down her thigh. "Oh Jesus Jennifer, we can't... the guys..." she cried, as Jennifer gently bit and licked the wet skin on the inside of her thighs.
Jennifer could smell Rhonda's excitement as she neared her swollen sex. She used her fingers to delicately open her outer lips, exposing the swollen inner lips and the hole. A stream of clear juice bubbled out and dripped in a silvery strand into the toilet before Jennifer could stop it. She moaned and quickly brought her tongue to the hole and forced it inside, not wanting to miss another drop.
"Ohhhhhh!" Rhonda screamed and grabbed Jennifer's head and wrapped her legs around her neck.
"Did you hear something?" Robert asked.
"Uh... yea... uh there's a dog down the street that makes all kinds of racket," Jimmy lied. "It always sounds just like someone is screaming. We've called the cops several times but they don't do anything... So, you were saying that the guy tipped the boat over and..." Jimmy knew the noise hadn't come from a dog. He knew his mother well enough now to know that she and Rhonda were involved in something. Still, he couldn't tell if the scream was from his mom or Rhonda.
Inside the bathroom, Rhonda was doing her best not to scream again. However, Jennifer wasn't making it easy. She was licking and sucking her like a mad woman, her face buried in her wet gash. Rhonda could barely catch her breath. "Oh God... Jesus... oh Jennifer, oh God!"
Suddenly, Jennifer's mouth covered Rhonda's clit and she began to suck. The excited girl's legs stiffened and her hips lifted off the toilet seat.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cumming," Rhonda hissed through clenched teeth, desperately trying not to scream.
As Rhonda squeezed her head with her strong thighs, Jennifer kept sucking the little nub. She could feel juice dripping from her chin as the young girl convulsed in pleasure. How she loved the taste of a woman now; she almost craved it. The walls of the bathroom echoed with sloppy sucking sounds as Jennifer practically made a meal of her lover's swollen flesh.
When Jennifer finally pulled her face from the sodden crotch, it was literally dripping with Rhonda's juice.
Rhonda opened her eyes and looked down on Jennifer. "Oh God I'm sorry," she said when she saw the state of her face.
"Don't be," Jennifer smiled and used her finger to scoop juice from her chin into her mouth. "I love your taste."
Rhonda blushed then reached down and pulled Jennifer toward her. She felt Jennifer hesitate, knowing her lips were covered in sticky juice. Rhonda bent her head and kissed her lover's lips, tasting her own juice. It was a new experience for her. She had never tasted herself before, except when she would suck on Todd's penis after he had been insider her. Surprisingly it didn't repulse her. It was thick and sticky, almost sweet. She moaned as Jennifer forced her still coated tongue into her mouth.
When Jennifer pulled away she said, "We had better get back to the boys or they will come looking for us." Jennifer stood and looked into the mirror. "Oh goodness," she exclaimed when she saw her streaked makeup. Her face was a juice-smeared mess.
"I'm sorry," Rhonda said again as she stood next to Jennifer and looked at her condition.
"It's okay sweetie, it was more than worth it." She turned to the young girl again. "Besides, I think I look very pretty with you all over my face," she smiled.
Rhonda blushed again "Jennifer, maybe... maybe you'll... you'll let me do that to you sometime. I've never... I've never done that." Her voice was shy, hesitating, almost shaking.
"God honey, I'd love that. You're sweet." Now get back out there and tell them I'll be out in a minute," Jennifer said, pushing Rhonda toward the door and smacking her butt with the palm of her hand.
Rhonda turned as she left the bathroom and said, "I love you." Then she disappeared.
Jennifer could feel her heart swell in her chest. She took a deep breath, sighed, and began to wash her face. She would have to reapply all her makeup.
As Rhonda walked back toward the living room, she stopped, realizing that she had left her panties in the bathroom. She would get them later she thought.
"Where's my Mom?" Jimmy asked.
"She'll be out in a minute. She's still fixing her makeup," Rhonda said and sat close to her dad, placing her hand on his thigh in a familiar fashion.
Robert felt uncomfortable with her warm hand high on his thigh. However, he wasn't sure how to remove it without making it obvious. He started to squirm when Rhonda began to gently move her fingers. Then he jumped when her hand quickly reached up to grasp his rapidly swelling penis. He looked over and was relieved to see Jimmy looking at his mother as she walked back into the room.
"Uh... uh... excuse me," Robert said, quickly getting up. "Where's the bathroom?"
"Down the hall and to the right," Jennifer said as she passed Robert, as he hurried out of the room. She glanced at his groin and saw that there was a definite bulge there.
Robert took a deep breath and sighed as he closed the door of the bathroom. He walked over to the toilet and lifted the lid, pulling his zipper down. Suddenly he froze. On the floor, right next to the toilet was a pair of yellow panties. He hesitated for a second then reached down and picked them up. "My God," he said to himself as he looked at the panties. The crotch was soaked. They were just like the panties he saw Rhonda put on tonight and even had the "Wednesday" printed on them. What were her panties doing on the floor in the bathroom? he wondered. His hand was shaking as he brought them to his nose; they were definitely Rhonda's. Unable to control it, he felt his penis begin to lengthen in his hand. He sighed and wrapped the wet crotch around his now hard penis and began to slide the slick material up and down the shaft. He was within seconds of a climax when he heard loud laughter from the living room. That brought him back to reality. Quickly he pulled the panties from his penis, chastising himself for almost losing control. He had to wait a few minutes while his erection diminished then he finished his business, put the panties into his jacket, and left the bathroom.
When Robert walked back into the living room, he saw that the lights were turned low and there was soft music playing. Jimmy and his mother were in an embrace, dancing slowly.
"Come on, Daddy, I've been waiting for you," Rhonda said standing up and holding her arms open.
Robert was uncomfortable but he still stepped into his daughter's arms. He almost moaned as he felt her large breast press to his chest. In spite of all his efforts, he felt his penis begin to harden again. He looked over and saw that Jimmy and Jennifer were not paying any attention to the two of them. Only then did he allow himself to relax into the warm embrace of his daughter.
Jennifer held her son close, keeping her eye on Rhonda and her dad. She felt like her plan was working well so far, so she decided to move it up a notch. Moving her lips to her son's ear, she whispered, "Kiss me!"
"What?" Jimmy answered quietly in astonishment.
"Kiss me," Jennifer repeated and brought her lips to her son. They stopped moving and stood pressed tightly together just a few feet from Rhonda and her dad.
"Oh my God," Rhonda heard her father whisper. She turned and then smiled when she saw Jennifer and Jimmy kissing. She put her hand behind her father's head and pulled his lips to hers.
Robert resisted but Rhonda prevailed, forcing her tongue into her father's surprised mouth as she pressed her groin close to his. Robert groaned and sucked on his daughter's tongue.
For several long minutes, the room was filled with the quiet groans and whimpers of the two couples kissing. Finally, Jennifer pulled away from Jimmy, removing his hands from her backside.
"Jimmy's going to help me with the hors d'oeuvres in the kitchen," Jennifer said as she passed the still- embracing couple.
Robert pulled back like he had been shocked. His face was as red as a beet. As soon as the couple was out of the room, he turned to his daughter and said, "What's going on here?"
"I told you they had a special relationship," Rhonda said with a smile as she pulled her father over to the sofa. She pushed him down and sat on his lap, bringing her lips to his again. As they kissed, she pulled her father's hand to her now heaving breast. She sighed contentedly when she felt his hand automatically start to caress her.
"Rhonda, this is crazy. They could come back in at any second," Robert whispered, his breathing labored, yet his hand kept moving on her large breast.
"Oh, I think they'll be occupied for a few minutes." Rhonda pulled her sweater up, baring her large breast, and then she pulled her father's mouth to her hard nipple. She squirmed her ass on his groin, loving the feeling of his giant penis under her.
"Rhonda...! God we can't," Robert complained as her wet nipple popped from his mouth.
She smiled at him and lifted her tit to his lips again. Her hand caressed the back of his head as he nursed on her swollen nipple. She purred in contentment as her vagina throbbed in excitement.
Robert was breathing heavily when he pulled away again. His lips were wet with his saliva and a strand hung between his lower lip and Rhonda's nipple. "Rhonda, this is crazy," he whispered.
"Come here, let me show you something," Rhonda said as she got up and took her father's hand. Her large breast remained exposed as she waked with him toward the kitchen. She pulled him to the swinging door of the kitchen and pushed it open slightly.
There was an audible gasp from behind Rhonda as her father looked over her shoulder into the kitchen.
Jennifer was lying on the island bar in the center of the kitchen. Her dress was pushed all the way up her thighs. Between her legs Jimmy's head moved up and down as he licked her vagina. Jennifer's eyes were closed in pleasure.
"See, I told you they had a special relationship," Rhonda giggled as she turned to her stunned father. "Watch them," she said, placing her shoe so that the door couldn't close.
Robert wasn't looking at his daughter. He couldn't take his eyes off the scene in the kitchen. When he felt his daughter begin to move down his body, he was powerless to stop her. A little moan escaped his lips as she pulled his zipper down and reached her hand inside his pants. "Rhonda!" Robert protested, but he made no move to stop his daughter as she freed his large and very erect penis.
"Mmm," Rhonda groaned as she stretched her lips around the head of her father's pulsing penis. She felt his hands on her shoulders but there was no strength in them. Instead of pushing her away, his fingers squeezed her, almost caressing her shoulders.
"Eat me sweetie, eat me!" Jennifer moaned for the benefit of the voyeurs at the door. "God, your tongue feels so good."
"Jesus," Robert said as he watched mother and son in the kitchen. Slowly his hips began to move back and forth, as Rhonda worked her magic on his penis. He looked down at his daughter then back up again, his eyes jumping back and forth, unable to decide which was more exciting. He loved the sight of his daughter on her knees sucking him but he was amazed and shocked at the activity in the kitchen. However, his excitement was rapidly overcoming his shock. Still it seemed like a dream. Could he actually be watching a son eat his mother? Could his own daughter be sucking his cock? The excitement of that was almost more than he could take.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh God," Jennifer moaned as she neared her climax. The knowledge that Robert was watching was rapidly sending her over the top. "Oh God, I'm going to... cummmmmm!" Jennifer's legs wrapped tightly around her son's head as she pulled his mouth to her crotch with her hands. Just as she was expending her sexual energies into her son's mouth, she turned her head to the side and looked at the door.
Robert's eyes locked onto Jennifer's. Suddenly, he felt his balls tighten. "Ahhhh!" he moaned as he unleashed a torrent of his hot sperm into his daughter's willing mouth. He thought he heard her choke but he was too far -gone to stop. He poured everything he had into her mouth as he watched Jennifer's eyes bore into him.
Rhonda was gulping as fast as she could. However, it was just too much. Her father's cum dripped from the corners of her mouth and down her chin, landing on the soft skin of her breasts then rolling down and under the bodice of her dress.
Finally, when his balls had emptied into his daughter's mouth, Robert fell back, staggering into the living room, his rapidly wilting penis still dripping sperm.
Rhonda turned and smiled at Jennifer. As she wiped her father's cum from her chin, she saw the older woman smile back. Then she watched as Jennifer grabbed Jimmy's head and pulled him tightly between her legs, moaning for him to eat her again.
"Well, what did you think of Jennifer?" Rhonda said as she snuggled into her father as he drove them home.
"She was nice," Robert answered in a non-committal tone.
"Come on dad, you thought she was more than nice," Rhonda said as she reached down and squeezed her father's crotch. "It didn't take you very long to cum when you saw her and Jimmy together."
"Jesus, Rhonda, what did you expect from me? I look in the kitchen to see an 18- year- old boy eating his own mother."
"I guess it was pretty shocking," Rhonda giggled. "But you liked it," she added.
"Sure, after I got over the initial shock. What guy in his right mind wouldn't get excited at a scene like that? All right, I have to admit that Jennifer was pretty sexy," Robert said, a little smile turning up his lips. "At least we are not the only ones in the world that are breaking the laws on incest."
Rhonda smiled contentedly and squeezed her father's swelling organ again. "Well, are we going back over Sunday to visit?"
"I suppose we could," Robert said, feeling a little stirring between his legs at the thought of seeing Jennifer in a bikini.
"Good," Rhonda said, kissing her father's cheek. Her head slid down her father's chest. Then there was the distinct sound of a zipper being pulled down.
Chapter 3
The following day Jennifer put Jimmy to work in the spare bedroom on the first floor. She left him specific instructions on what she wanted him to do to prepare the room for Shelly's birthday surprise.
Jimmy was excited as he began to move furniture. His mother wouldn't tell him what was going on but he knew that it was going to be something wild. It wasn't that difficult to understand that his mom was planning to play on Shelly's submissiveness.



Jimmy worked most of the day in the bedroom. He cleared out a large space in the center of the room. Then he placed hooks in the ceiling and hung pulleys and ropes from the hooks. In the garage, he rigged up a broomstick pole with cuffs on the ends. He attached ropes to cuffs and hung them from the ceiling in the room. He placed a pad on the floor under the ropes, and then moved chairs around in a half circle. Over the windows, he placed dark curtains, making the room pitch black when the lights were not on. On the wall's he hung some spotlights that he focused on the center of the room.
When Jimmy was done, he stood back and took a deep breath. The room looked like a modern day dungeon. Since he knew that his mom wasn't a cruel person, this had to be mainly for show. Shelly was in for some kind of surprise on Saturday he thought.
On Friday, Jennifer was sitting in the living room reading a novel when the telephone rang. It was Rhonda.
"Hi, Rhonda," Jennifer said.
"Hi, Jennifer. I was wondering what you were doing tonight?"
"Nothing much. Jimmy went out with Shelly for her birthday dinner and I'm just reading."
"My dad is working late tonight... maybe all night. He has some big project that has to be done by tomorrow," Rhonda said. "I uh... uh... I was wondering if you wanted some company?"
"Absolutely," Jennifer said excitedly. "Why don't you bring some clothes and you can stay over night. I expect that Jimmy and Shelly will be very late."
"That's sounds wonderful. I'll pack a few things and leave my dad a note."
"Great. Where's Todd tonight?" she asked.
"Well, he's kind of mad at me for canceling our date last Saturday night."
"I'm sorry."
"It's all right. He'll get over it."
Rhonda... you don't have to bring too many clothes," Jennifer said lustfully.
Rhonda felt a little chill run down her spine. "Okay," she answered, her voice quivering slightly. An hour later, Jennifer led Rhonda into the living room. Jennifer had put on a lacy form fitting silk slip with a matching robe.
"I'm so glad you could come over, I was just going to spend a lonely night on the sofa. Now we can have a pajama party," Jennifer laughed as she sat close to Rhonda. Jennifer noticed that Rhonda seemed very nervous. "What's wrong sweetie?"
"I... uh... was thinking about what I said... uh you know last Wednesday night... you know when we left the bathroom," Rhonda stammered, her body trembling now.
Jennifer thought for a moment. Then it dawned on her what the young girl was getting at. "Oh," she said with understanding. "Well, let's take it slow and if you decide you want to do that, then we can."
"I want to do it," Rhonda said quietly.
Jennifer reached over and caressed Rhonda's face, then pulled her head close to her. She looked into the young girl's eyes before she closed her own and brought their lips together. She heard Rhonda moan as their soft lips pressed together.
Rhonda willingly opened her mouth, letting Jennifer's tongue enter.
It was Jennifer's turn to moan as her tongue was sucked into her young friend's mouth. Without a conscious thought, Jennifer's hand slipped down to Rhonda's breast.
Rhonda felt her heart pounding in her chest as Jennifer's hand pushed her sweater up and grasped her bare breast. She moaned deep in her throat as her hard nipple was squeezed between Jennifer's fingers. Rhonda's hips began to squirm on the sofa as her excitement built rapidly.
When Jennifer pulled away, both of them were breathing hard. "Let's go up and take a shower together," she said as she looked into Rhonda's lust- filled eyes. Silently Jennifer got up and pulled her young friend to her feet. Before they moved away, Jennifer again opened her arms and embraced Rhonda, kissing her lips passionately as their breasts pressed together. She could feel Rhonda's hard nipples pressing into her own breasts as juice began to drip from her excited vagina.
The two gorgeous women walked quietly upstairs, holding hands.
"Wait here," Jennifer said and went into the bathroom and turned the shower on. She retrieved a couple of large bath towels and laid them on the vanity. When she returned she saw Rhonda standing in exactly the spot she had left her. She walked over and kissed her lips gently then reached for her sweater. Slowly she pulled the sweater over Rhonda's head, baring her large breasts. Jennifer looked at them, fascinated with their size and firmness. She bent her head as she lifted one heavy orb to her lips. She briefly sucked one nipple then lifted the other and did the same thing, listening to Rhonda moan.
Rhonda felt like her knees were going to give out as she watched Jennifer suck on her nipples. She gasped when she felt Jennifer's hands at the snap on her shorts. She heard the zipper and felt her shorts fall to her feet, leaving her naked. Her face colored a bit at the realization that her crotch was already soaked with her juice.
Jennifer's calmness in undressing Rhonda belied her own excitement; she was shaking inside. When the young girl was naked, Jennifer quickly stripped off her own gown and slip. Then she took her hand and led her into the bathroom.
The room was already steamy from the hot water as Jennifer pulled Rhonda into the large walk- in shower and closed the glass door. She smiled as she picked up a bar of soap and began to lather up her hands. Then she reached out and grasped Rhonda's large breasts. She gently smeared the soap all over her breasts, listening to the young girl almost purr as she lifted and caressed her flesh. When her chest was covered in soapsuds, she pulled Rhonda to her own bare breasts. Now it was her turn to purr as the large and slippery breasts worked across her own.
Both women began to giggle as their slippery bodies worked together. Jennifer then turned and let Rhonda run her soap-covered breasts across her back, making her shiver at the sensuous feeling. Rhonda grabbed the soap, reached around her, and began to work her hands up and down the front of her body. When her fingers touched the older woman's groin, she hesitated then slid both hands into the V of her crotch.
Jennifer moaned and spread her legs, letting Rhonda's soapy finger work between her smoothly shaven lips. Soon the hot water wasn't the only thing creating steam in the confines of the shower stall.
The two women remained in the shower for a long time, lovingly washing each other. When they stepped out, they used the two fluffy towels to dry one another, then wrapped the warm material around themselves, and returned to the bedroom.
As they sat on the bed, the room became very quiet, sexual tension growing. Both women could feel their hearts beating rapidly; their bodies flushed and squeaky clean from the warm shower. They both smelled of sweet soap. Jennifer touched the young girl's face and felt her shiver. "It's not necessary for you to do anything to me," Jennifer said sincerely, staring into her eyes.
"Oh God, I want to. I've thought of nothing else since Wednesday. My daddy thought I was smoking something because I was so spaced out," Rhonda said, giggling nervously.
"All right, if you're sure," Jennifer said and stood up. She let the towel drop from her body, bringing a gasp from Rhonda. "Come over here," she said, taking her hand and leading her to a lounger with a footstool. She moved the stool back and lay down, keeping her legs closed modestly. She pulled on Rhonda's hand, letting her kneel next to her legs.
"I... I... don't know... what to do," Rhonda said nervously.
Jennifer leaned over and whispered, "I'm no expert but just do what you like to have done to you. Use your instincts. You can't possibly do anything wrong, believe me." Jennifer slid lower on the lounger, lifted her legs, placing them on either side of the girl, resting her feet on the footstool behind her. She watched with excitement as Rhonda knelt between her thighs. Now her legs were spread, allowing enough room for Rhonda's head, the soft skin on the back of her thighs touching her shoulders. She reached down and pulled the hair away from Rhonda's face, caressing her cheeks in the process.
Rhonda's eyes opened wide as she stared down at Jennifer's swollen vagina.
Jennifer tried to keep her legs from quivering in excitement as she held her breath in anticipation. She knew that it was a critical point for Rhonda. Rhonda had never been this close to a woman's sex before. She could smell her excitement and feel the heat radiating from her groin. Her hands were shaking as she brought them up and ran the tips of her fingers slowly down the outside of Jennifer's thighs, leaving goose bumps behind. She felt Jennifer's hands on her face gently leading her forward. There was an intake of breath and a moan from above as her lips delicately touched the older woman's swollen lips. Rhonda closed her eyes and began to kiss the soft, wet flesh. She began to make little whimpering sounds when she felt the hot skin on her lips.
"Oh yes sweetie, that's it, that's it, kiss me," Jennifer moaned as she felt the tender kisses moving up and down her slit. The kisses were gentle, almost tickling, like a butterfly landing on a rose.
Rhonda covered every inch of Jennifer's flesh, tasting her on her lips for the first time. Soon, thin strings of clear juice were sticking to her lips each time she pulled away to kiss another spot. Then she began to kiss Jennifer's vagina like she would kiss her mouth, feeling the warm flesh spread around her own lips.
It was quickly becoming unbearable for Jennifer. She tightened her grip on Rhonda's face and pulled her tighter, forcing her face into her dripping hole as her hips lifted off the lounger.
Rhonda resisted, pulling away and blowing warm air on the swollen lips, smiling at how quickly she was learning. She looked up and saw that Jennifer's eyes were closed, her face contorted in pleasure. This is fun, she thought as she brought her tongue out and began to flick it up and down the lips.
"Oh my God," Jennifer screamed when Rhonda opened her mouth and sucked the inner lips in. "Oh suck meeeee!!!" she moaned. Jennifer's now quivering thighs wrapped around Rhonda's head, imprisoning her with her warm flesh.
Rhonda could barely breathe but that didn't stop her from devouring the wet flesh. She began to suck hard, taking the now very swollen lips into her mouth and using her tongue like a cat licking a bowl of milk. Now she had to use her hands to hold Jennifer's hips steady. She felt the older woman's fingers twisting in her hair, pulling her tight as her thighs squeezed her cheeks.
When Jennifer felt Rhonda's tongue touch her pulsing clit she screamed, "Oh yes sweetieeeee!!! Yes, yes, yes, suck it, suck it, suck my clitttttttt!!!"
Almost out of instinct, Rhonda opened her mouth and sucked the little nub of flesh into her mouth, gently nipping it with her teeth.
Suddenly, Jennifer felt her world shake as a thunderous climax exploded through her. Her body trembled as wave after wave of pleasure made her brain turn to jelly. She twisted and shook, riding the young woman's face, taking her pleasure in a long and emotional climax.
Rhonda would have smiled had her lips not already been very busy. She was proud that she could bring such pleasure to another woman. She couldn't believe how much she liked pleasing a woman. However, it was probably more related to the woman she was pleasing. She also found that she loved the taste and feel of Jennifer's vagina. This strange act was so intimate. It was unlike anything she had ever shared with anyone. Suddenly she felt closer to Jennifer than she did any woman that she had ever known.
Sometime later Jennifer had to push Rhonda's head away from her satisfied and tender sex. She turned the young girl's face up to her and smiled.
"Did I... did I do okay?" Rhonda asked shyly.
"Oh God, sweetie, you were wonderful, incredible,"
Rhonda smiled and her face flushed prettily.
It was after midnight when Jimmy pulled his car into Shelly's driveway.
"You can come in if you want," Shelly offered.
"No I think I had better get home. My mom's alone, plus we have a big birthday party tomorrow," he said with a smile. Jimmy saw Shelly blush.
"Thank you for a wonderful birthday dinner," Shelly said sliding over close to him.
"You're welcome. I had a great time."
"The pleasure was all mine," Shelly said as her hand began to move up Jimmy's thigh.
He saw a sparkle in Shelly's eyes as her hand searched for his zipper. "That's not necessary," he said, hoping she wouldn't believe him.
"I know. I want to please you." Shelly's warm hand snaked into Jimmy's pants and wrapped around his erect penis. She brought her lips to his as she pulled the swollen shaft from his pants. Her hand began to move up and down in time with her tongue in his mouth.
"God, I want to suck your cock," she hissed.
"Oh God, Shelly," Jimmy said. "Yes, yes, suck me."
Jimmy leaned back in the seat to give Shelly room as her head slid down his body. He moaned when her warm mouth covered his penis. Her tongue worked on the head as saliva drooled down the shaft. Suddenly, Jimmy looked up and saw someone looking out the bedroom window. He almost gasped when he realized that it was Shelly's mom and that the outside garage light was giving her a clear view into the car. He was worried for a moment that she would come rushing down to rescue her daughter. However, when she made no move to leave the window, he relaxed, watching her watch her daughter's head moving up and down in his crotch.
Shelly was unaware of what was going on above her. She was totally engrossed in the act of pleasing Jimmy. In fact, she would not have been able to look up anyway as Jimmy had his hands on her head, directing her mouth up and down his shaft. She moaned deep in her throat as the long shaft was forced to the back of her throat. Her head was trapped between Jimmy's hands, his stomach, and the steering wheel. She felt little tremors start to rush up and down her spine as her natural submissiveness took over. Jimmy's excitement was growing rapidly. Shelly licked and sucked his penis as he continued to watch her mother at the window. She had to know what was going on; she could see them as plain as day. Then he was shocked to see a man come up behind Shelly's mom and wrap his arms around her, covering her breasts with his hands. He couldn't tell but it didn't look like Shelly's dad. This guy was much taller and it looked like he had a totally shaven head. Then he gasped as the two moved slightly, allowing the bedroom light to illuminate their faces; it couldn't be her father, the man was black. Jimmy's cock pulsed and throbbed, spurting a huge load of cum into Shelly's sucking mouth. He barely heard her gasping in an attempt to drink him all down as he watched the couple in the window turn and kiss each other.
Chapter 4
Jennifer awoke with the morning light coming into the bedroom. She smiled as she glanced down and saw Rhonda's sleeping form snuggled into her arm. The room was filled with the smell of sex, but there was another smell; it was the sweet smell of shampoo, soap, and perfume. It all blended in an intoxicating aroma. Jennifer could feel her lover's warm, naked flesh pressed to her body and she sighed contentedly.
Jimmy tapped lightly on the bedroom door then opened it. He smiled at his mom as she lay comfortably in bed; the sheet pulled over her breasts, covering her and Rhonda's naked bodies. When he had arrived home last night, he had come to the room and saw that his mom had a guest. He had discretely gone back to his room to sleep.
"Good morning," Jennifer whispered as she watched her son carry a tray of food over to them.
"Hi. Did you have a good night?" Jimmy asked quietly but with a lecherous smile.
"You know I did," Jennifer answered with a bright smile as she felt Rhonda stir.
Rhonda lifted her head and smiled up at Jennifer, groaning softly then lifting up to kiss her, letting the sheet fall partially off her breasts. Then she realized that there was someone else in the room. She turned and saw Jimmy standing beside the bed. Her face turned three shades of red as she turned her back to Jennifer's shoulder and pulled the sheet over her in modesty.
"I brought you guys something to eat. I thought you might be hungry. I'll leave it and see you two downstairs later," Jimmy said, making a hasty retreat.
"I'm sorry," Rhonda said. "He just surprised me." "It's okay, honey. I think your shyness is so cute," Jennifer said and kissed Rhonda's nose.
They sat up and Jennifer pulled the tray over. Jimmy had prepared coffee, bagels, toast, and jelly. The two lovers ate like they were starved. When everything was eaten, they lay back in each other's arms.
"So what kind of party is this today?" Rhonda asked, her fingers lightly toying with one of Jennifer's nipples under the sheet.
"You'll have to wait and see. Just play along with whatever happens. It's what Shelly wants." Jennifer sighed as she felt a renewal of excitement in her groin as Rhonda continued to play with her nipples.
"Is it going to be just us?" Rhonda asked as she wrapped hand around the soft breast and squeezed it, feeling the weight of the firm orb in her hand.
"Yes, just you, me, Jimmy and the guest of honor. I want you to go home and dress pretty for the party. How about that sexy dress you wore to the prom?" Jennifer began to squirm on the bed as Rhonda continued to squeeze her soft tit flesh.
"Oh, it's going to be formal, huh?" Rhonda said excitedly.
"Yessss," she answered in a strained voice as Rhonda's hand began to slide down her stomach. Suddenly she felt Rhonda lift the sheet and moved her head underneath. "Rhonda, we don't have time," Jennifer said without conviction, making no move to stop the young girl. "Ohhhh," she moaned as Rhonda captured a hard nipple between her hips. "Rhonda, Rhonda...," Jennifer moaned.
At first, Rhonda was just going to play with Jennifer's sexy breasts. However, she quickly became intoxicated buy the warm flesh and the now familiar smell of Jennifer's excitement. It felt so warm and comfortable under the sheet with her lover's naked body waiting for her touch. A moan escaped her own lips as she began to kiss down the soft skin of her stomach.
"Oh God," Jennifer moaned as Rhonda's mouth covered her already dripping sex.
It was an early dinner for the Henson's. Jimmy, Rhonda, and Jennifer sat at the large dinning room table. The table was covered in a beautiful linen cloth, with three placements of their finest china and silverware. There was a bottle of wine chilling in ice next to the table.
Jimmy was squirming in his seat, running his finger under his shirt collar wondering why he had to wear a suit to dinner. Rhonda sat across from him, wearing the sexy low- cut prom dress, her breasts nearly falling from the top. Jimmy's mom was dressed in a tight black cocktail dress that exposed the tops of her smaller but still ample breasts. She had her hair done up on her head and had a black choker around her neck, looking very regal.
The air was tense with anticipation. Neither Jimmy nor Rhonda had seen Shelly yet. Jennifer had spirited her away to her room as soon as she arrived.
Jimmy had spent most of the afternoon making sure the "room" was set up and had missed Shelly's arrival. He had had an erection the entire time he was working--excited about what was going to happen there tonight. He barely had time to wonder why his mom hadn't been in the kitchen at all since Shelly had gotten there.
As the three of them talked quietly at the table, Jennifer reached over and rang a little bell.
Immediately the kitchen door swung open and Shelly pushed a cart with food on it into the room.
The kitchen door was behind Jimmy, so when he saw Rhonda's eyes open wide, he turned around to see what had startled her. He let out a little gasp when he saw Shelly pushing the cart. She was wearing a bib type apron. It was white with a strap around her neck and tied around the waist. The hem covered her to the middle of her thighs. However, that wasn't what made Jimmy gasp. It was obvious that Shelly had nothing but the apron on.



"One of Shelly's birthday treats is to serve us her own special dinner. She has worked very hard to prepare it for us," Jennifer said smiling at the two astonished teens at the table. Jennifer acted as if there was nothing unusual going on. However, the two teens knew that this was going to be a very unusual dinner.
Shelly pushed the cart around next to Jennifer. There was an audible gasp from the room as she turned around to the cart, exposing her totally naked rear. She bent over, picked up a slice of roast beef, and turned to place it on the plate in front of Jennifer. As she placed the meat on the plate, her eyes grew wide and she gasped, lifting up on her tiptoes.
Jimmy and Rhonda could see Jennifer's arm moving behind Shelly but they couldn't see that her hand had snaked up her leg and two fingers had slid into her vagina. "Gee, our little slut is already wet," Jennifer exclaimed.
Both Rhonda and Jimmy's eyes opened wide in surprise at the word "slut". They both knew that Jennifer didn't use that kind of language, especially when describing a friend.
Shelly closed her eyes in pleasure and shivered at the words that Jennifer used. She loved that she had been called "our little slut" especially since it came from someone she loved. She groaned as Jennifer pulled her fingers from her and let her turn around to get the rest of the food. She didn't see Jennifer slowly bring her fingers to her lips and suck the juice off.
Jimmy's penis was already tenting his pants and Rhonda could feel her bare vagina begin to leak onto the back of her dress.
When Jennifer's plate was filled with food, Shelly pushed the tray around and began to put food onto Rhonda's plate.
"Look at how wet our little slut is," Jennifer said to Rhonda.
Rhonda was embarrassed but she moved back slightly and looked at Shelly's naked ass then down between her thighs as she bent over the table. There was a sharp intake of breath as Rhonda saw the streams of clear juice running down the young girl's thighs. Without a word, Rhonda's shaking hand reached out and touched the girl's leg, just above the back of her knee. Her own heart was pounding in her chest as she felt Shelly shiver. Slowly Rhonda's hand slid up the back of her thigh.
Shelly stood frozen, her body trembling as Rhonda's hand moved higher and higher. She began to squirm when the fingers slid through the slick juice and touched her swollen vagina. "Ohhhhh," Shelly moaned as she felt a finger move between her lips and slide slowly into her body.
It was Rhonda's turn to moan as Shelly's juice began to run down her hand. Rhonda's ragged breathing matched Shelly's as her finger began to work in and out. A sloppy sucking sound soon filled the room. This was only the second vagina Rhonda had ever touched (other than her own). She was fascinated with the warm feeling of the throbbing hole as it pulsed around her finger. It felt like her finger was being sucked into the wet hole as she explored the slick and swollen walls inside Shelly's body. The feeling was different than when she had her finger inside her own vagina. The angle was better and she could go far deeper. It felt as if her finger was inside a ripe, warm watermelon. She watched the point where her finger went into the open hole, imagining a fat penis moving in and out, like her finger, stretching the lips wide. Then she had to giggle when a stream of juice ran from the hole down the palm of her and, across her wrist, trickling down her forearm.
"Uh... Rhonda, let's not get the young slut too excited. , She hasn't earned a reward yet," Jennifer said as she saw Shelly moving rapidly toward a climax. "Oh... uh... sorry," Rhonda said and blushed when she realized that she had forgotten all about dinner. There was a sucking sound as Rhonda pulled her wet finger from Shelly's vagina. Then she let the girl continue to fill her plate. As Rhonda sat there, she realized that her finger, hand, and forearm were wet with Shelly's juice. She debated what she should do. She had a napkin on her lap. Then a naughty thought occurred to her. She lifted her hand to Shelly. "Clean my hand, slut," Rhonda demanded in as strong a voice as she could muster considering her excitement.
Shelly's eyes opened in total shock. She looked over at Jennifer.
"You heard her," Jennifer said with a smile. Rhonda had potential, she thought.
Shelly took Rhonda's hand in hers and brought her tongue out to slowly lick the thick juice from her forearm, sliding her tongue up to her hand several times. When her arm and hand were clean, she brought the wet middle finger to her lips. She stared into Rhonda's eyes as she sucked the finger into her mouth. Shelly's eyes closed in pleasure and she moaned as she moved her lips up and down the finger until all the sticky juice was gone.
"That's enough, slut," Rhonda said, pulling her finger from Shelly's mouth. Rhonda pressed her thighs tightly together as her body trembled. In truth, she had nearly climaxed from having her finger sucked. It had been an incredibly erotic feeling. There had also been a perverse excitement in giving orders to Shelly.
When Shelly had filled Rhonda's plate, she moved around the table to Jimmy's side. Her legs were shaking now. As soon as she began to put food on Jimmy's plate, she felt his hand on the back of her thigh. She moaned as his fingers went directly to her throbbing sex.
Jimmy's penis was trying to burst out of his pants as his fingers played with Shelly's warm sex lips. He toyed with the fat lips, teasing her by not pushing inside. Finally he couldn't wait any more and shoved two fingers into the young girl. He smiled when she screamed and spread her legs, leaning onto the table for support. Jimmy worked his fingers in and out rapidly until he felt Shelly shaking. He knew his mom didn't want him to get her off so he reluctantly pulled his fingers out and like his mother had done, licked her juice off.
Shelly quickly finished serving everyone and then took the cart to the end of the table and stood next to Jennifer. Jennifer picked up her fork and started to eat, indicating that Jimmy and Rhonda should join her. Then she turned to Shelly and whispered something into her ear.
Shelly's face turned red but she nodded. Slowly she slipped to the floor and moved under the table as Jimmy and Rhonda watched with excitement. Neither Rhonda nor Jimmy knew what was going on until they saw Jennifer move back slightly. Then she lifted up and almost self-consciously pulled her dress up and sat back on the chair, naked from the waist down.
"Eat your... uh... eat your dinner... ohhh... before it gets cold," Jennifer said as her eyes closed in pleasure.
Jimmy and Rhonda could see the tablecloth lift up, indicating that Shelly's head was buried between Jennifer's legs. Jimmy smiled over at Rhonda as they watched Jennifer's face turn to a mask of pleasure.
"Ohhhhhh God," Jennifer moaned. She dropped her chin to her chest and tensed as a small climax ran through her. Then she sighed and looked back up. She smiled in satisfaction and began to eat again. The head between her legs disappeared.
Jimmy heard Rhonda squeal and looked over at her. She was staring straight ahead, her eyes opened wide in shock. Jimmy could see a bulge in the tablecloth, indicating that Shelly was now between her legs. He watched with undisguised lust as Rhonda sat stark still, her fork and knife unmoving in her hand, her fingers almost white because of her tight grip.
Rhonda couldn't believe what was happening. Her heart was pounding in her chest and as she gasped for breath. Her legs were pushed apart by Shelly's head as the young girl's mouth worked in her crotch. Rhonda wasn't making it easy for Shelly, as she didn't move her hips down and couldn't spread her legs wide due to her tight dress. However, Shelly had enough room to get her tongue on the girl's clit.
It only took a few minutes before Rhonda was shaking, nearing a climax. She fought desperately to control herself, knowing that Jimmy and Jennifer were watching her. The harder she tried, the more excited she became. Suddenly she moaned and spread her legs as wide as possible, forcing her dress higher up her thighs. She pushed her vagina hard into Shelly's face. "Oh God, oh God," Rhonda moaned, her upper body remaining stiff but her hips moving up and down. Her legs started to tremble. "Ohhhhhhhh!" she groaned as she began to climax. Her attempt to resist made the release even more intense, causing her entire body to shake with pleasure, rattling the dishes on the table.
Before Rhonda even had time to recover, Jimmy smiled and spread his legs. He looked down and saw two hands reach up from under the tablecloth and pull his zipper down. He made no pretense about what was happening. He leaned back and moaned as Shelly pulled his stiff and dripping penis from his pants. Shelly's head was still under the tablecloth as she took his penis into her mouth. The excitement of watching his mom and Rhonda climax made it impossible for Jimmy to delay his own pleasure. Within seconds, he was holding Shelly's cloth covered head and pushing his penis into her mouth. There was nothing subtle about his action; he made no attempt to hide his pleasure.
"Oh God, suck it. Yes, yes, ohhhhhh yesssss! Suckkkkkk mee!"
Shelly moaned as she felt Jimmy's penis throb and begin to fill her mouth with his semen. She had to fight to keep all his juice in her mouth as squirt after squirt shot out of the swollen head. When Shelly felt his hands relax on her head, she carefully pulled away. When she came from under the table, her cheeks were bulging.
Jimmy eyes were closed so he didn't notice that Shelly still had his cum in her mouth, however Rhonda and Jennifer did. Shelly walked over to Jennifer and bent her head. Rhonda gasped when she saw the two women kiss. She shivered in excitement at the thought of them exchanging Jimmy's cum.
Jennifer got up from the table after they had eaten. She took Shelly by the arm and led her to the "room". She asked Jimmy and Rhonda to clean up the dishes then meet her in the living room.
Shelly's heart started to pound in her chest as Jennifer led her into the room that was prepared just for her. Her legs practically gave out as she looked around. Then she began to shiver with excitement.
The "room" had been designed as a pleasure chamber. There were chains and wrist cuffs hanging from the ceiling. There was a spotlight shining on the center of the room. Someone standing in the spot light couldn't see anyone else in the room. Against the wall there were three chairs and a table with a cloth covering something.
"I want you to put these clothes on for me Shelly," Jennifer said, handing her some clothes and sitting down.
Slowly, with shaking hands, Shelly began to put on the clothes.
The outfit consisted of a white blouse that she tied at the waist, leaving all but one button open. There was a red and black plaid wrap around skirt. It was extremely short, coming to mid-thigh. Then there was a pair of panties, thigh high nylons, and high-heeled shoes.
Shelly struggled to pull the panties up her thighs. It was the tightest pair of panties she had ever had on. They were full stretch panties that hugged her ass and vagina like a second skin. The seam of the crotch was pulled so tight that it was buried between her lips, rubbing her already swollen clit.
After Shelly put her nylons and shoes on, Jennifer stood up and walked her to the center of the room, under the spotlight. "Shelly, this is meant to be fun for you. I think I know what you want... or should I say, need? You know that I care very much for you and would never hurt you, don't you?"
"Yes," Shelly whispered, her breathing rapidly, the tight crotch of the panties making her very aware of her swollen lower region.
"We are going to pleasure you beyond your wildest dreams tonight. It will be so pleasurable that it will almost be painful. I will not let you cum until I am ready. You will be a quivering mass of flesh when I'm done," Jennifer said, now walking around the girl as she stood trembling in the bright light. "However, I don't want to do anything that you don't want me to do. I am going to give you a 'safe' word that if at anytime you want to stop, you just say it. Do you understand?"
"Yessss," Shelly said almost unable to speak now.
"Do you agree?"
"Oh yessss!"
Jennifer whispered the 'safe' word into her ear, and then said, "Say it for me."
"Rose!" Shelly whispered.
"Say it again."
"Rose!"
"Good, now raise your hands above you head."
Jennifer put Shelly's hands into the felt lined cuffs, then pulled the chain on the wall until her hands were stretched above her head and out to the sides. The position caused her little skirt to pull up almost to her crotch. Next, she brought over a broomstick that Jimmy had designed with two ankle cuffs on each end. When she had secured that to Shelly's ankles, her feet were spread wide apart.
Jennifer stood back and looked at Shelly. She saw that the young girl was trembling and there were tears in her eyes. Suddenly she became concerned. "Are you all right?" she asked.
"Yes. Thanks you!" Shelly said looking into Jennifer's eyes.
Jennifer smiled and tenderly kissed her lips. Then she turned and walked over to the table. "I almost forgot this," she said, walking back carrying something in her hand. She held it up in front of Shelly. "These are two vibrating eggs with a little battery operated control. I'm going to put them inside you now."
Shelly moaned as she watched Jennifer stretch out her tight panties at the waist and move her hand down to her crotch. Her legs quivered as she felt Jennifer push one egg inside her then the next. She gasped as she felt the plastic eggs moving together inside her body.
Then Jennifer took the little control device hanging outside her panties in her hand. "Let's make sure it works," Jennifer said with a lustful smile. She turned the dial to the first notch.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Shelly moaned as the little eggs vibrated against one another deep inside her vagina. She could feel the vibrations running up her stomach and down her legs. Even her little rose bud anus tingled. She wanted desperately to squeeze her legs together but the restraints held her legs wide apart.
Jennifer turned the switch to the second speed. She saw the young girl legs quivering almost uncontrollably, rattling the chains at her feet. Then she moved the switch to the top speed. Shelly started to moan in a high pitch whine. She knew that Shelly was close to a climax so she quickly shut the device off. "That should do it," she said and reached up and turned Shelly's face up to her, caressing her cheek. "I love you," she whispered and kissed her lips lightly. "I will be back in a few minutes sweetie. Don't go anywhere."
Shelly barely heard or saw Jennifer as she left the room. Her eyes were glassed over, her breathing heavy and ragged. Every nerve in her body was tingling.
Chapter 5
Jennifer walked into the living room and saw Jimmy and Rhonda sitting on the sofa. She stopped and smiled when she saw that they were in a torrid embrace. Jimmy had his hand between Rhonda's spread legs as their tongues worked together. "Ummm... ummm..." Jennifer said, clearing her throat. "I thought I told you too to do the dishes?"
The two on the sofa practically jumped apart; startled like a couple of pre-teens caught making out.
"Uh... we did," Jimmy said, his face flushed with excitement and embarrassment.
"Well, we have the birthday girl down the hall waiting for us. We shouldn't keep her waiting long," Jennifer said as she led them out of the living room. "Now, I don't want you to be too shocked when you see Shelly," she warned, stopping at the door. "Be assured that Shelly wants what is going to happen tonight. If she doesn't, she knows how to stop it."
Jennifer led the two teenagers into the room.
No matter what Jennifer had told them, neither was prepared for what they saw. They gasped at the same time, totally shocked.
They saw Shelly standing with her legs and arms shackled and her little skirt pulled up her thighs. The spotlight highlighted her like she was a movie star on stage. They could see her that her eyes were wide, almost wild, staring into the darkness to see who had entered the room.
Ignoring their shock, Jennifer told Rhonda and Jimmy to sit and relax for a few minutes. Then she walked into the spotlight with Shelly. She stood behind the tied girl, moving her hair out of the way, so she could kiss her neck. Then she whispered, "Are you ready, my little slut?"
"Oh God, yes," Shelly moaned.
Jennifer's hands reached around and untied the blouse, then slowly slid her hands up her body to grasp her orange sized breasts. She played with the nipples for a long time, knowing that Rhonda and Jimmy were watching every move but only able to see her hands moving under the open blouse. Jennifer loved the sensuality of not letting them see her hands on her breasts. After she had Shelly squirming, she reached down to unsnapped the wrap around skirt, and let it fall to the floor.
There were more gasps when the two teenagers sitting in the shadows, saw the skintight panties. The panties were now very wet in the crotch, making them all but transparent across her hairless pubic mound. Shelly's outer sex lips bulged out, squeezing the material between them.
Shelly moaned as she saw Jennifer reach around and take the control of the vibrating eggs in her hand. She bit her lip as she watched Jennifer's pretty fingers touch the control knob. It was like an electric shock inside her when felt the eggs jump to life.
"Ohhhhh, Jennifer," Shelly moaned, her legs shaking again, her arms straining at her bonds.
"Should I let her cum?" Jennifer asked rhetorically as she turned the control to the second position.
Now Jennifer and Jimmy could hear the eggs vibrating against one another. It was a muffled sound coming from deep inside her. They could only imagine what the young girl was feeling at that moment.
"Ohhhh God," Shelly hissed. Then she screamed as the control was turned to the maximum. Her legs shook and her hands opened and closed in frustration.
"No, I don't think you are ready to cum yet," Jennifer said and turned the control off, silencing the vibrating.
"Oh... oh... oh... oh..." Shelly whimpered. She had been so close, so close to her climax. "Oh please," she begged.
"Soon, sweetie," Jennifer said and walked over to the table and picked up a pair of scissors. She tucked the control device into the top of the nylon thigh band, and then used the scissors to cut the panties along the hip. The stretched material snapped apart, pulling the buried crotch from her swollen lips then hung on her thigh. Jennifer cut the other side then dropped the useless panties to the floor.
"Wow," Jimmy said when he saw Shelly's groin. The last time he had seen her sex lips, only the outer lips were visible. Now the inner lips were hanging out, swollen and distended. He had never seen her vagina so swollen and ready.
Jennifer used the scissors to cut the blouse from Shelly's body, throwing it to the floor, leaving her in nylons and heels. Then she stood behind her again and grasped both breasts in her hands. As she massaged her breasts she kissed her neck lovingly and whispered in her ear, "I want you to cum on my mouth the first time."
Shelly moaned and watched with wide eyes as Jennifer moved around to her front. She closed her eyes when her lover began to suck her breasts. Then she felt her begin to kiss down her body. As each kiss moved closer and closer to Shelly's swollen sex, her hips began to grind back and forth. Her pulsing vagina was desperate for attention.



"Oh my," Jennifer said as she knelt in front of the girl. She was amazed when she saw the swollen inner lips hanging in front of her. It was the first time she had seen the inner lips swollen like that. She felt her mouth water in anticipation. Then she moaned and moved forward, sticking out her tongue to touch the blood engorged lips, licking upward.
Shelly wanted to grab the head between her legs but she was powerless. Jennifer's tongue slid lightly between her lips until it touched her swollen clit. Shelly bucked her hips, wanting more pressure. Just a little more pressure and she could climax. Then Shelly started to shake again when she felt Jennifer take the control device in her hand.
Suddenly, Jennifer sucked the large lips into her mouth and turned on the vibrating eggs.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" Shelly screamed as she exploded in climax. The chains rattled as her body convulsed in pleasure. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her until she couldn't take it any more. Her arms strained above her head and her hips pressed outward toward Jennifer's sucking mouth. Her heart pounded in her chest and she gasped for breath. Suddenly, her body went limp. She had passed out.
The next thing Shelly was aware of was a cold cloth pressed to her forehead. She opened her eyes and saw the concerned face of Jennifer in front of her. She smiled weakly and rolled her eyes, taking a deep breath.
"Are you all right?" Jennifer whispered.
"Yes."
"Do you want to continue?"
"Yes."
"Did you enjoy that?"
"Oh my God," Shelly said.
"I'll take that as a yes," Jennifer said with a smile and moved behind the young girl. Again, she hugged the girl to her, pressing her groin to her naked ass. She reached around to Shelly's mouth with her finger. "Suck it."
Shelly sucked the offered finger into her mouth. She moaned as saliva dripped from her lips.
Jennifer pulled her wet finger from the girl's mouth and reached behind her. She brought her finger to the top of Shelly's ass crack. Slowly she slid the finger down the crack until it reached the little rose of her anus.
"Jennifer," Shelly said as she felt the finger begin to press on her back passage. Suddenly she went up on her toes as the finger began to move into her ass. "Jennifer, Jennifer," she pleaded as the finger went deeper and deeper until it could go no farther. Shelly was on her toes, gasping for breath. She had never had anything up her back passage before.
The dark passage of the young girl gripped Jennifer's finger tight. She loved the warm and smooth feeling insider her ass. Jennifer began to move her finger slowly in and out of Shelly's ass, taking her time, enjoying the intimate feeling. "I think it's time you had something a little bigger in this little hole," Jennifer whispered in Shelly's ear pushing her finger deep for emphasis.
"Oh God, no," Shelly said. "Please, Jennifer."
"You know the safe word if you disagree," Jennifer reminded her. Then Jennifer waited, holding her finger still, giving her time to think about her decision. When she didn't hear a protest, she smiled and kissed her cheek. "Good, you are going to love this." Jennifer turned to her son and said, "Jimmy, come here, I think our little slut needs a cock up her ass."
There was a unified gasp in the room.
Jimmy jumped up like a bolt of lightening. He stripped off his clothes in record time and stood next to his mother, his penis throbbing in front of him.
"Get the horse," Jennifer ordered.
Jimmy rushed to the corner and brought back a sawhorse that he had built. It was padded in the center with foam rubber and cloth with strong legs. After he sat it down, he helped his mom release Shelly's arms from the cuffs above her head. They bent her over the horse and attached her arms to the legs, placing her in a position where her head was slightly below her knees. Then they removed the spreader bar and attached her ankle cuffs to the legs of the horse.
Shelly was now in a very vulnerable position. Her rear end was forced into the air, higher than her head. The straps holding her ankles to the legs opened her buttocks, exposing her wrinkled back hole.
Jimmy stood there practically drooling, waiting for his mother to give him the order to take Shelly's ass virginity. His penis throbbed in anticipation as he stared between the smooth cheeks of her ass. He could see his tiny target, pink and crinkled, waiting for his penis. It seemed too small to Jimmy, yet his mother's hole had looked the same way, and she had taken every inch of him.
"Rhonda, come here," Jennifer ordered, not about to leave her out of this.
Rhonda walked over on unsteady legs. She had almost dreaded the call.
Jennifer turned Rhonda around and unzipped her dress then pushed it off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. She smiled as Rhonda's giant breasts fell out, her nipples already hard. Then she pulled Rhonda to her, feeling her large breasts squish against her. She kissed her lips briefly then looked into her eyes.
Rhonda's eyes were wide with a combination of excitement and worry. She wasn't sure what she was getting into here. If Jimmy was going have anal sex with Shelly, why did Jennifer need her she wondered? She could feel her vagina quiver and her juice begin to leak down her legs.
"Why don't you get Jimmy ready for Shelly's first ass fuck," Jennifer said. Then she pushed the startled girl over to Jimmy who was standing very close to Shelly's bent- over body.
Jimmy smiled lecherously as she watched Rhonda move over and kneel in front of him, her face between him and Shelly's buttocks. He watched her shaking hand reach up and pull his penis to her mouth. A moan escaped his lips as Rhonda's warm mouth engulfed him. His excitement grew rapidly as he watched her suck his penis, leaving a trail of her saliva behind.
When Jimmy's penis was dripping with saliva, Rhonda took it from her mouth and looked up at Jennifer, almost like a puppy looking for approval.
"Now we don't want to leave Shelly out of the preparation do we?" Jennifer said.
There was a confused look on Rhonda's face.
"I think her little hole might need some TLC and maybe some lubrication," Jennifer said looking into Rhonda's face.
She couldn't want me to... No, that's not possible, she thought.
Jennifer knelt next to Rhonda and picked her hand up. She brought Rhonda's middle finger to her mouth and sucked it inside. When she pulled it out, it was covered in her saliva. She turned to Shelly's spread ass cheeks and pushed the hand toward her tiny rose. When she felt Rhonda hesitate she gave her a stern look and pushed her hand until the finger touched her anus.
They all heard Shelly moan as her body jumped.
Rhonda's hand was shaking so bad that she had a hard time centering her finger on the opening. When she did, she pushed in slightly, moving very tentatively. She watched with fascination as the tip of her finger disappeared. When she pushed a little harder, her finger slid into the second knuckle. Rhonda could immediately feel the warmth of Shelly's body. Holding her breath, she pressed forward hard, sinking the entire finger into Shelly's ass. God, she couldn't believe that she had her finger buried in another girl's ass. It was so nasty.
Shelly screamed in excitement as the finger moved deep into her back passage. Her hole was a little more relaxed since Jennifer's finger had already been there earlier. Still, it was a tight fit.
Jennifer reached down, took the control device, and turned it on.
"Oh God, Jennifer," Shelly moaned as the eggs squirmed inside her vagina. At the same time, Rhonda's finger began to probe her anal canal.
Rhonda giggled when she felt the eggs vibrating through the thin skin between Shelly's ass and vagina. Then she pulled the finger almost all the way out and plunged back in. Soon she had established a rhythm, moving her finger rapidly in and out of the young girl's virgin ass. She watched with fascination as the puckered hole tried to keep the finger out, then tried to hold it inside.
When Shelly's moaning reached a continuous whine, Jennifer turned the vibrating eggs off. She grabbed Rhonda's still moving hand and pulled the finger out. "Kiss it," she said, indicating Shelly's still slightly open hole. At the same time she reached down between Rhonda's legs and plunged her finger into her saturated vagina.
Rhonda moaned and closed her eyes as excitement rushed through her.
"Kiss it," Jennifer said again.
Rhonda turned as if in a trance and moved her face between Shelly's cheeks.
Jimmy couldn't see what Rhonda was doing but from Shelly's moan, it was obvious that she had pushed her tongue into her ass. He stood, waiting impatiently, his penis more than ready to replace her tongue.
In her wildest imagination, Rhonda would never have believed that she would be licking a woman's asshole. Yet there was no doubt about what she was doing as her tongue forced itself inside Shelly. As much as she wanted to, she couldn't deny that it was very exciting as the tight little hole gripped her tongue like it had her finger. When Rhonda finally pulled away from Shelly, her breathing ragged and her naked chest was heaving up and down. Then she watched as Jimmy stepped forward and was directed between Shelly's buttocks. She watched from very close as Jennifer took her son's penis and rested it on the little hole.
"Easy," she cautioned as Jimmy began to press forward.
"Oh my God, oh my God," Shelly moaned as her tight little hole resisted, then spread, allowing the head of Jimmy's penis to slip inside.
Now Rhonda's eyes were wide with wonder as she watched the penis stretch the tiny hole. She was amazed that the tender skin didn't tear as it stretched and resisted. Yet, the shaft slipped in deeper and deeper.
"That's it sweetie, that's it, easy. Take it slow," Jennifer coached. Her own excitement was building as she watched her son's penis enter Shelly's ass. Jennifer's experience was limited, having been an ass virgin herself just a short time earlier. However, she knew what she liked and also knew that Shelly would love it once she got used to the intrusion. She could feel her vagina dripping onto the floor. She got up and quickly stripped her dress off and moved back to her knees. As she watched, she pushed two fingers into her own swollen hole.
Both Jimmy and Shelly were moaning continuously. He held his penis deep still, letting her get used to him, but wanting to pound into her. After a short time, he pulled out until half of his penis was still inside. Then he moved back down before pulling out again. He was careful and went in gently until he could move back and forth easily.
"Fuck her, fuck her ass," Jennifer moaned as she rubbed her own sex rapidly.
Jimmy began to move faster at his mother's command.
Shelly only felt pleasure now. She never realized how wonderful having a penis in her anus could be. It stretched her and touched places deep inside where she never realized she could feel sensations. Her hands were gripping the legs of the sawhorse, desperately wanting to move her ass back into Jimmy's plunging penis. Unfortunately, she had to lie there, taking each stroke. With each stroke, she could feel the eggs in her vagina moving around as Jimmy's penis worked in and out.
Rhonda watched the action from only inches away. She could see Jennifer playing with herself directly across from her. Rhonda's hand was working on her own pulsing sex lips.
The tension in the room grew to a fervor pitch. When Jennifer felt the time was right, she reached over and turned on the vibrating eggs.
"Oh God," Shelly screamed as the eggs jumped to life inside her.
"Jesus, Mom," Jimmy moaned as the eggs pressed to his penis, massaging him through the thin skin between anus and vagina. "Oh God, Mom, I... I... can't take it," Jimmy warned.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Shelly screamed as her vagina and anus began to spasm at the same time. The shackles on her arms and legs rattled as her climax roared through her. The vibration of the eggs and the squeezing of Shelly's tight hole were too much for Jimmy. With a loud bellow, he unleashed his pent up semen deep into Shelly's vibrating ass. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," he moaned as his balls pulled tight to his body and emptied their contents into Shelly's warm tunnel.
"Fuck her, fuck her," Jennifer moaned softly as her legs tightened on her hand. Her eyes closed as chills ran up and down her spine, her climax joining the two lovers.
On the other side of Jimmy, Rhonda was climaxing as well. Her fingers rubbed her little clit raw as she watched Jimmy's balls tighten. She knew what was happening, she knew that he was squirting his juice into Shelly's ass. Her eyes closed as she shook in pleasure.
Jennifer released Shelly from her bonds when she recovered and then had Jimmy carry her to their bedroom. He put her on the bed gently, and then crawled in to join her. Jennifer got in on the other side and snuggled up to Shelly. Rhonda wanted to stay but felt she had to get home to her dad. She kissed Jennifer, Jimmy and Shelly good night and left. The three lovers fell asleep in each other's arms.
End of Part V
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Chapter 1
The bright morning light rushed into the room as Jennifer lifted the window shade. She walked over the bed, a smile on her freckled face.
"Wake up sleepyhead," Jennifer said as she gently shook Shelly.
It was ten o'clock and the young girl had barely stirred. Jimmy was outside mowing the lawn and getting things ready for the cookout with Robert and Rhonda.
Shelly turned over and opened her eyes with that "deer in the headlights" look on her pretty face. It took her a minute to realize where she was. When she did, she smiled and held her arms open to Jennifer. "Thank you so much," she whispered as she hugged her friend and lover. "That was the most incredible night of my life."
"You're welcome. I'm glad you enjoyed it. I brought you some breakfast," Jennifer said pulling away then placing a tray of food over Shelly's lap.
"I know some breakfast I would rather have," Shelly said with a smile.
"Eat your real food," Jennifer answered in gentle admonishment. "I have to get going or we won't be ready for the cookout. Are you sure you can't join us?"
"I'd love to but I promised my cousin that I would spend the day with her two little ones. They would be so disappointed if I didn't make it."
"Okay. However, sometime this week I want to sit down with you and talk about a proposition," Jennifer said.
"A proposition? What proposition?"
"Oh, just some things about college, you, Jimmy and I."
Shelly's eyes opened wide. "Can't we talk now?" She asked excitedly.
"Sorry sweetie but I have to get going. Now eat and we'll set something up for later in the week."
Shelly pouted her lips as Jennifer kissed her cheek and went into the bathroom.
A few minutes later, Jennifer was standing in the bathroom at the vanity. She was dressed in short shorts and a tank top, putting on her makeup when Shelly came in.
Shelly wrapped her arms around Jennifer's waist and placed her cheek on her back. "Thank you again!" she said as she squeezed Jennifer.
"You're welcome again sweetie," Jennifer answered, stopping what she was doing as Shelly slipped her hands under her top and squeezed her bare breasts. "Shelly," she whispered. "I have to hurry."
Shelly ignored Jennifer's weak protest and began to massage her soft breasts. "I love your breasts," she said as she began to pinch and squeezed the already hard nipples. "I love all of you. I would eat you for breakfast every morning if you would let me."
Jennifer sighed, half in frustration since her time was short. God, she thought, these kids are insatiable. Jimmy had practically attacked her this morning and she had fought him off. She grabbed Shelly's hands as they slipped to the snap on her shorts. However, her efforts at trying to stop the young girl from opening her shorts were futile as the zipper was quickly pulled down. "Shelly," she said again and shivered as she felt her begin to pull her shorts down her legs.
Shelly knew that Jennifer wouldn't stop her as soon as she let her pull her shorts to her thighs. Her heart began to beat with excitement. Then she slid to her knees behind the older woman, pushing her shorts to her ankles. A little gasp escaped Shelly's lips as she knelt with her face just inches from Jennifer's buttocks. She stared at the smooth skin of her ass, observing that there wasn't a blemish or freckle anywhere on the soft white skin. That fact amazed her since Jennifer had so many freckles on her face. Like a magnet, Shelly's lips were drawn to the warm skin. She placed little kisses over the surface of her buttocks, leaving wet marks from her lips.
"Shelly, please," Jennifer pleaded again but made no move to stop her. She trembled as she felt Shelly's hands reach up and grasp her ass cheeks. "What are you doing?" she asked.
Shelly knew very well what she was doing; she wanted to eat her wonderful lover's ass. Her hands spread Jennifer's buttocks wide. A little smile crossed her lips when she felt Jennifer lean forward slightly and push her buttock back at her. Now her face, and more importantly her lips, were just inches from Jennifer's little rear hole. She sighed and stuck out her tongue, gently touching the puckered ring.
Jennifer jumped in shock. Her hands grasped the vanity as she felt Shelly's face press tight to her cheeks, her tongue fighting to penetrate the tight little opening.
"Shelly, Shelly!" Jennifer gasped.
Then Shelly moaned when the sphincter relaxed and let her tongue slip inside. Within seconds, Shelly was lost in her own world of sweet excitement. Her cheeks were being caressed by Jennifer's soft ass flesh and her tongue was being squeezed inside her body. She barely heard Jennifer's moans above her.
Jennifer's body began to tremble in excitement from the nasty assault. She could feel her juice beginning to drip down her thighs. As much as she wanted to stop the girl, she was powerless to do so. Her own excitement was betraying her will. With a groan, her thighs moved apart in surrender and she leaned further forward allowing Shelly full access to her sexual parts. Her vagina began to quiver with need. It was pulsing, dripping juice, and demanding a finger, a tongue, anything.
Shelly wasn't ready for that yet. She was so excited to have access to Jennifer's special place that she almost forgot that there was another hole that needed attention. Her tongue worked relentlessly inside Jennifer's dark little passage. The taste and the smell were intoxicating to the teen; the taste was sweet, the smell was all Jennifer.
"God, Shelly, please," Jennifer moaned impatiently.
Shelly heard her this time and knew what she wanted. She brought the finger of her right hand between Jennifer's thighs and began to gently rub her swollen lips. Her tongue didn't stop its movement for one second.
Now, Jennifer could no longer hold her hips still. She began to squirm and push her ass back and down on the invading tongue. Suddenly she screamed as two of Shelly's fingers found her hole and pushed inside. Her legs began to shake and her lower body rocked back and forth, up and down, rapidly moving toward satisfaction.
Juice began to stream down Shelly's arm as her fingers began to plunge rapidly in and out of the contracting hole. She could feel her fingers on her tongue through the little sheath of skin separating her anus from her vagina. She moved her tongue and fingers in and out rapidly.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Jennifer moaned, her head bowed, her body tense. Suddenly her entire body went stiff. Then a long wail escaped her lips as a climax began to rush through her. She pushed back and down, almost sitting on Shelly's willing face, her cheeks almost smothering the poor girl. Jennifer was delirious with pleasure now as her body shook with a climax from deep inside her anal walls.
Shelly moaned as she felt Jennifer's contractions. Juice began to drip from her chin as the tiny anal sphincter squeezed her tongue like a vise. Gradually the pulsing slowed. After a few more licks, Shelly pulled away and stood up, smiling at Jennifer's still trembling form. She was practically laying in the counter, her shorts around her ankles and her ass cheeks wet with saliva. "Well, you had better hurry or you'll be late," Shelly said smugly and walked out of the bathroom with a big smile on her face.
"Brat," Jennifer whispered but sighed contentedly, her little back hole still tingling from Shelly's tongue.
Chapter 2
The rest of the morning and early afternoon was spent preparing for Rhonda and Robert's arrival. Jimmy had to vacuum the pool and the hot tub, set up the grill and finish up outside. Jennifer straightened up the house and prepared dinner.
Robert and Rhonda arrived at 4 PM. Jennifer greeted them at the door and kissed Rhonda, giving her a big hug. She turned to Robert and smiled, then kissed him briefly on the lips in a friendly manner. It was easy to tell that he was still nervous about the relationship between the two families.
A few minutes later, Jennifer and Robert were sitting on the back deck. Rhonda and Jimmy had put on their swimsuits and were frolicking in the pool. From the deck, the entire pool area was visible. The two adults sat on the deck quietly. There was a subtle tension in the air.
Finally, Jennifer broke the silence. "Robert, I know this is uncomfortable for you but I would really like to be your friend. I think we have a lot in common now."
Robert said silently, unsure of what to say.
Jennifer took a deep breath and said, "Listen, Robert, I know that you and Rhonda have a special relationship and I also know that you saw Jimmy and me the other night."
Robert's eyes grew wide at the direction the conversation was taking, but he still didn't respond.
Jennifer knew that she was shocking him but continued anyway. "I have been through all of the same emotions that you are going through now. I am certainly no expert but I feel like I can give you some advice. Just go for it! Life is too short to care what society thinks. The truth is that I have fallen madly in love with my own son. He is the love of my life and no one will ever replace him. I don't care what anyone thinks anymore. I've talked to Rhonda and I know that the two of you feel the same way about each other. So we have a special bond you see." Jennifer reached over and took Robert's hand. She felt his body tense. When she looked at his face, there were tears in his eyes.
"It... it's been so hard... so hard after Rhonda's mom died," Robert said, staring out at nothing. "I feel like I have betrayed her," he choked and wiped his eyes.
"Who?"
"I guess everybody; Rhonda and her mom. What kind of man am I?" he said derisively.
"You're a good man according to Rhonda, a wonderful father and now a great lover. How can that be so wrong? Your wife is gone and nothing can ever bring her back. If I were she, and could see what is happening down here on earth, I would be happy that the two of you have found each other. That might sound crazy but it's how I feel. Just go with your feelings. You are hurting no one and I know that you are making one young lady very happy."
"I... I guess you're right but I can't help thinking that I'm talking advantage of her. She... she is so young."
"I don't think she is 'that' young. Rhonda is a mature and very intelligent young lady and I think she knows what she wants. Robert if you deny her your love, you will regret it for the rest of your life. Look at her, look at how happy she is," Jennifer said, nodding toward the pool.
Rhonda and Jimmy were roughhousing in the pool. He picked her up and threw her screaming into the water and dove in behind her.
A smile finally appeared on Robert's face as he watched Rhonda and Jimmy play.
"These kids have such energy, especially sexual energy," Jennifer said almost wistfully.
"I can't deny that," Robert answered with a little smile and then he sighed, shaking his head. "Sometimes I think my heart is going to give out," he added with a nervous laugh.
"Or your hard on," Jennifer giggled then said, "whoops, sorry about that."
"The truth hurts," Robert said laughing at Jennifer's directness. He began to relax now, deciding that he liked Jennifer. She seemed so open and so loving. She reminded him a lot of Rhonda's mom.
Jennifer wondered if it was time to take the next step. Then she thought that there wouldn't be a better time. As they watched the kids continue to play, Jennifer placed her hand on Robert's bare thigh below his shorts. She thought she felt a little tremble but otherwise he didn't react. "Rhonda tells me that you... uh... you have quite the equipment," Jennifer said and held her breath.
Robert felt his face flush with embarrassment and his heart begin to beat a little faster. He was shocked at the comment but even more shocked when he felt Jennifer's hand begin to move gently up and down his thigh. He could feel excitement course through him and his penis began to swell. He tried to think of something clever to say but he was afraid that his voice wouldn't work. Besides, he was losing blood rapidly from his brain. It was heading to his penis.
Jennifer saw Robert's eyes staring out at the pool. She looked at his crotch and saw movement. A smile came to her lips and she increased the pressure of her hand, moving it under his short leg.
Robert began to squirm as his penis pulsed with life. He knew that if Jennifer were looking she would see the bulge in his shorts. Yet, he was afraid to look at her. Within seconds, his penis was straining his short leg, outlined plainly under the cotton material.
Jennifer suppressed a gasp as she saw the large head outlined under the material of his shorts. It appeared to be pulsing. With a bold move, she slid her hand over the cloth-covered head. She heard Robert gasp as her hand squeezed the head gently. Her own breath left her lungs as she felt the incredible size of Robert's equipment; her hand was filled by the swollen head alone. A little quiver ran through her vagina at the thought of his large head splitting her. Jennifer used her thumb to rub the slit in the head almost casually, forcing the cloth around it to become wet with his juice. She could feel the wet circle grow larger by the second as his sticky fluid poured out.
Then Robert looked down at Jennifer's pretty hand caressing him and watched her thumb moving across the wet surface. Finally, he looked up to see Jennifer staring into his eyes. Their eyes held each other for a long moment before Robert closed his and moaned. He felt Jennifer's hand close around him and begin to move up and down his long shaft, as if she were testing its length. It was a gentle but firm motion.
"Oh God!" Jennifer exclaimed when she saw his penis fully stretched under his shorts. "I've got to see it," she whispered almost to herself.
Robert just moaned as he felt Jennifer pushing his short leg up his thigh. Then he heard her gasp and felt the heat of the afternoon sun on his exposed head. He could feel her eyes burning into his hard flesh as she held his short leg high on his thigh. He was afraid to open his eyes for fear that he wouldn't be able to control himself.
"Oh my God! It's huge!" Jennifer exclaimed.
The head was covered by a sheath of skin, leaving just the tip and the slit exposed. Jennifer hadn't been able to see much the other night but now here it was in the bright light of day. Her mouth practically drooled as her hand worked up and down the shaft, causing a steady stream of clear juice to pour from the slit. Then with her other hand, she reached over and pulled the skin from the head, exposing the purple crown. The silky foreskin fascinated her. She moved it easily over the head. A nervous giggle escaped her lips as she made the head appear and disappear. Unable to control herself any longer, Jennifer dropped her head, her tongue coming out like a snake after its prey.
"God, Jennifer," Robert exclaimed when he felt her tongue lathering the exposed tip. His hands gripped the chair until his knuckles turned white. He fought to keep his hips from pushing up into her flicking tongue. Then he groaned as she roughly pulled the skin from the head and began to lick the smooth surface. Robert almost screamed when he felt her open her mouth and try to take the head inside.
Jennifer could barely get the head into her mouth. She stretched her jaw wide as her lips wrapped around the crown. It felt like she had a small apple in her mouth. Everything around her faded as pleasure overcame her senses. Her heart pounded in her chest and her vagina quivered, pouring juice into the crotch of her shorts.
Robert opened his eyes just in time to see Jimmy and Rhonda get out of the pool and walk toward the deck. Fortunately, they were so engrossed in their conversation that they were not looking at the deck. Robert pushed Jennifer's head away from his pulsing penis. There was an audible pop, like a cork from a bottle, as the head slipped out of her sucking mouth. "Jennifer, stop! They're coming!" Robert said in panic.
Jennifer looked up in surprise. Her eyes were glazed over and she looked confused. Suddenly, she realized what Robert was saying and sat back in her chair. Her face was flushed and she was breathing hard as she tried to compose herself. She had totally lost it for a minute. Amazingly, she could still feel the large head in her mouth. Her lips were wet with his juice and she could still taste him.
Robert hastily pulled his shorts over his still throbbing penis as the two teenagers started up the steps to the deck.
"Everybody hungry," Jimmy called as he reached the top of the deck with Rhonda close behind.
"Uh... yea... uh sure," Robert said as he watched his daughter walk over to him. His hand moved to his lap to cover the large wet spot on his shorts. He almost tried to stop Rhonda as she whirled around and sat on his lap. At least her wet suit would cover the spot on his shorts he thought.
"Ohhhhh!" Rhonda said when she felt the hard shaft under her ass. She looked over at Jennifer and smiled, then winked secretly as she squirmed her soft ass cheeks into her embarrassed father's groin.
Jennifer rolled her eyes and made a face filled with conspiracy and amazement. Then she made a "wow" silently with her lips.
Jimmy started the grill and Jennifer and Rhonda went into the house to get the food ready.
As soon as the two women stepped into the house, they both broke out in giggles.
"God, Rhonda, you didn't lie about the size of your father's cock. Lord, how did you get all of that into you?" Jennifer said in amazement.
"It was hard. No pun intended," she laughed. "However, where there's a will, there's a way. Are you going to try it for yourself later?"
"I hope so. Did you see us?" Jennifer asked.
"Yea, but not very well because of the deck railing. I could see enough to know that you were doing something with your mouth."
"I could barely get it inside my mouth. But it sure did taste good," she giggled.
Then the two conspirators dreamed up a plan for Jennifer to seduce Robert.
The four of them had a nice dinner, talking, laughing, and getting to know one another. Jennifer and Robert had quite a bit in common. They found out that they had the same birthday and were married in the same month. In fact, they may have had some distant cousins in common. They continued to talk as Jimmy and Rhonda went back to the pool. The sun had gone down and it was getting dark when Jennifer suggested that she and Robert get their swimsuits on and use the hot tub.
The hot tub was on the deck in the corner and had a view of the pool below. It was a large tub, seating six people comfortably. Robert was already in the tub when Jennifer came back out. He saw that she had a blue silk robe on and was carrying a bottle of wine, two glasses, and several large fluffy towels. He smiled as he watched the sexy woman walked over.
In the pool, Jimmy and Rhonda were at it again. They had turned the underwater lights on and were playing a game of roughhouse tag. "Such energy," Robert said as he watched them run around and jump into the pool time after time, screaming and giggling. When he turned back to Jennifer, he had to gasp. She had taken off her robe to reveal the same tiny suit that she had worn at the lake with Jimmy. It was nothing but a couple of triangles across her nipples and over her crotch. Her puffy sex lips were barely covered.
"You like?" Jennifer asked and turned around to reveal her all but naked buttocks.
"Wow!" Robert exclaimed in admiration as he stared at her perfectly shaped derriere.
"I guess that's a yes," she said as she climbed in the warm bubbling water and sat next to him. Jennifer poured them both a glass of wine and sat back, her body touching Robert's under the swirling water. They sat and drank the wine, talking quietly, watching the teenagers play.



The warm evening air was filled with the sweet smell of magnolias and a whiff of Jennifer's perfume. The combination of the closeness of the two adults, the warm water and sweet wine brought a feeling of intimacy to them. It was almost as if they had been friends for years.
Eventually the evening became very quiet with only the crickets breaking the silence. In the pool, Jimmy and Rhonda were standing close to one another, face to face, waist deep in water. The shimming lights under the water and the shadows give their forms a surrealistic shape.
Jennifer snuggled closer to Robert, her hand snaking under the water to grasp his thigh. She smiled when he made no move to stop her hand from sliding up his strong thigh. She looked down at the pool and saw Jimmy and Rhonda in an embrace, their lips locked together. She turned to Robert, took his empty wineglass from his hand, and set it to the side. When she turned back, her eyes met his and their lips came together. Both of them moaned as their tongues worked together.
In the pool, Jimmy untied Rhonda's top and threw it out of the pool onto the cement before moving back into an embrace. His hands reached under the water and pulled her soft ass cheeks toward him, pressing his already hard penis to her groin. Jimmy moaned at the feeling of Rhonda's hard nipples pressing to his chest and the softness of her pubic mound again his much harder form.
"Untie me," Jennifer said as she turned her back to Robert. She could feel his hands shaking as he clumsily untied the top, letting her pull it off and lay it on the side of the hot tub. Then she turned back to Robert, her firm white breasts thrust proudly toward him. She could feel his eyes burning her flesh, sending a shiver through her. Slowly she lifted one soft breast, reached her hand up to the back of his neck, and brought her swollen nipple to his mouth. She heard him moan as he sucked the nipple between his lips. Within seconds, the heat of the tub was nothing compared to what Jennifer was feeling. She held Robert's head like a baby as he nursed on first one offered tit and then the other. She was lost in pleasure when she felt Robert's hands leave her breasts as he worked under the water. Then she smiled when she saw his swim trunks in his hand. A gasp came from her lips when she looked down and saw that Robert's cock head was sticking above the foaming surface, the foreskin no longer able to contain the crown. It looked almost like a small red apple floating on the water. Except that this apple had a long slit in the top and was leaking juice.
Jennifer pulled away from Robert and said, "Look!"
"Oh God," he said when he looked out at the pool. He saw that Jimmy was now lying on the side of the pool on his back with his legs still in the water. Rhonda was between his legs, his penis in her hand, and was licking it like an ice cream cone.
Jennifer reached down and grabbed Robert's penis, her fingers unable to touch around the circumference. The stretched skin on his shaft felt soft yet hard as it pulsed in her fingers. "Sit up here," she said and tapped the side of the hot tub.
Robert moved as if in a dream, his eyes still straining at the wanton display of sex by his daughter. He couldn't believe that he was watching his daughter suck on a boy as he prepared to let the boy's mother do the same to him. This evening was moving rapidly beyond his wildest imagination.
"Watch them," Jennifer said as she moved between his legs and bent her head. For the second time, she opened her lips wide and took the swollen head into her mouth. She moaned deep in her throat as the head filled her mouth to capacity. It was difficult, but eventually she had his penis head slick enough to move her lips around the head easily. One hand cupped his balls as the other move up and down the shaft. At first, his penis tasted of chlorine but soon there was only the sweet taste of him.
Robert's eyes strained toward the dim light of the pool as he watched his daughter perform oral sex on Jimmy. He would shift his eyes to Jennifer for a moment, watched her make love to his penis, and then would watch the two in the pool again. It was almost like he had both mouths on him. Like there were two women sucking his penis. That thought made him shiver in pleasure and a little moan escaped his lips.
When Jennifer heard Robert moan, she doubled her effort, using her mouth like a vacuum to suck as hard as she could. Then her tongue would worry the drooling slit, flicking up and down the opening. She felt his hips begin to move up at her sucking mouth. In her hand, his sperm- filled testicles began to churn, to pull up toward his body. Jennifer knew that he was getting close. Suddenly, she heard a growl from deep in Robert's throat and felt his hands grab for her head.
Robert's fingers twisted in her hair, forcing her mouth down on his swollen head. His penis grew even larger in her already stretched mouth.
Suddenly, Jennifer's rapidly moving tongue felt the slit open and then begin to spew an incredible load of his pent up semen into her mouth. She moaned and swallowed quickly, barely tasting his thick juice before a second, even larger, stream hit the back of her throat. Her mouth was already filled to capacity with the swollen head so there was no place for the cum to go. Jennifer had to wrench her head from Robert's hands or risk choking. However, when she pulled her lips away, Robert was far from finished. His penis continued to pulse and squirt out streams of cum directly into her face. Jennifer giggled and held his cock like a garden hose that had gotten out of control. Each stream splattered on her face, across her nose, her cheek, and even her forehead.
At the pool, Rhonda was groaning as well as she sucked and swallowed Jimmy's cum. She held his hips to the cement as her mouth worked like a vacuum, sucking and swallowing everything he had to offer. It was a major challenge for her not to lose a drop as Jimmy came in great quantities, filling her mouth repeatedly with the contents of his large testicles. He may not have been as large as her father but he certainly equaled or surpassed him in the quantity of sperm she thought.
When Robert's eyes could focus again, he looked down at Jennifer and almost gasped. Then his face turned red as he saw what he had done. Almost every inch of her face was covered in his sticky discharge. "God I'm sorry," he apologized.
"There's nothing to be sorry about," Jennifer said with a smile as she reached up and smeared Robert's copious sperm across her face. "It's pretty obvious the contents of your balls equals the size of your cock," she said in admiration as she continuing to cover her face in his sperm. "I hear sperm is very good for your skin."
Robert could only shake his head at the sexy, free- spirited woman between his legs. He felt his penis twitch with renewed excitement as he watched her hands smooth the cream across her face.
Jennifer wiped her face with a towel and pulled herself out of the pool to sit next to Robert. She turned and saw him looking at her with an amazed look on his face. She thought about kissing him but hesitated because her mouth still tasted of his cum. However, she needn't have worried as Robert grabbed her head and pulled her lips to his. She moaned deep in her throat as his tongue entered her mouth. Jennifer's hand went directly back to Robert's still formidable, but soft, penis. She began to caress him as their lips dueled. She almost swooned as she felt his strong hands caress her still sticky face, holding their lips together for a long, drawn out kiss.
At the pool, Rhonda and Jimmy were laying on a towel whispering. "I thought I saw your mom sucking on my dad's cock just before we got busy," Rhonda said.
"I know, I could see her head moving up and down," Jimmy answered. "Do you think they are going to fuck?" he asked excitedly.
"I would bet on it, knowing your mom," Rhonda answered with a giggle. She neglected to tell him that she and Jennifer had planned for that to happen.
"God, I'd love to see that," Jimmy said.
"Let's sneak over. They look like they're too occupied to notice us anyway," Rhonda said.
On the deck, Jennifer had placed the two beach towels on the wooden surface and was laying next to Robert kissing him, her hand working on his growing erection. Her swimsuit bottom had joined the discarded top. Robert's body felt strong and comfortable next to her naked form. As she pressed her breasts to his chest, she heard the two teenagers giggle as they approached the deck. However, Robert seemed to be too occupied to notice.
"Be still," she said to Robert as she began to slide down his body. She placed her head on his stomach and again took his penis into her mouth. Since it was only half-hard, it slipped inside easily this time. As she began to suck, she saw Jimmy and Rhonda peep up from the side of the deck. She smiled as much as she could with a rapidly swelling penis in her mouth. Jennifer worked hard; putting on a show as the two voyeurs looked on. She made quite a show of sucking him then licking up and down the shaft, leaving a thick trail of her saliva.
"Good God," Jimmy said when he saw that his mom had Robert's penis standing tall again. "How can she possibly get that thing inside her," he said almost to himself.
"Don't worry, it all fits," Rhonda said as she slipped in front of Jimmy and pressed her ass back on his swelling organ. "Besides, you came out of there, didn't you?" Rhonda said rhetorically.
When Jennifer had Robert's penis throbbing stiffly again she rose up and whispered to him, "Stay where you are, I'll do all the work."
Robert groaned as he lay flat on the deck. His eyes were closed in pleasure at the thought of Jennifer taking his penis into her body.
Jennifer stood up, looked down at the smiling faces of the spying teenagers, and saw that their eyes were wide with excitement. She placed her finger to her lips for them to be quiet as she straddled Robert's middle facing them. However, the sound of the motor to the hot tub would surely drown out any noise that the two giggling teenagers would make. Slowly she squatted until the bulbous head was touching her swollen and ready sex lips. She moved it back and forth, smearing her dripping juice across the head. When it was shiny with her own juice, she placed it at her pulsing hole. Her legs quivered in anticipation, her thighs taut with the strain. She hesitated, looking at her son, locking their eyes together. Then she waited.
It took several long seconds but suddenly Jimmy knew that his mom was waiting for him to tell her it was okay. His heart was pounding in his chest; his mouth became suddenly dry with excitement. He knew what he was going to do. Still, he hesitated, wanting to prolong the excitement. The view from their position was incredible. They were but a few feet away and the light from inside the house shined brightly between his mother's legs. He could see Robert's erection standing like an oak tree between her legs and her juice beginning to run down the side in a silvery stream. The swollen inner lips caressed the head like fingers trying to pull it inside.
"Wait, Jimmy," Rhonda breathed as she reached between her legs and brought Jimmy's swollen penis to her own pulsing hole. "Slide it in as your mom takes my daddy's cock," she whispered.
Jimmy took a deep breath, sighed, and slowly nodded his head up and down in approval to his mother. As he watched his mother close her eyes and move downward, he began to slowly slip into Rhonda.
Everyone moaned at the same time. However, Jennifer's was by far the loudest. It felt like a small baseball bat was being shoved into her stretched hole. Yet, she continued to move downward until about half his long shaft was inside her. Her chest heaved up and down and her legs trembled, as she held steady.
Jimmy too had stopped his forward progress, waiting for his mother to take the lead again. He was desperate to move forward. Rhonda wasn't helping as she tried to push back into him and force his penis the rest of the way into her waiting hole.
Jennifer caught her breath and began to move her hips from side to side in an effort to sink further onto Robert's shaft.
Robert was groaning in pleasure now, his eyes shut tight afraid to look up and see his penis moving into Jennifer's body. The inside of Jennifer's vagina felt like a velvet vise, massaging him in her slick warmth. He could no longer tell how far he was inside her but still he wanted to grab her hips and pull her down on him.
Jennifer's face showed a grimace of pleasure as she slowly allowed her weight to force her body downward. Suddenly, she screamed when it felt like something snapped inside her and her hole opened allowing Robert's penis entrance into the deepest part of her vagina. "Oh God, oh Jesus, ohhhhh," she moaned when she realized that she was sitting on his stomach and that every inch of his penis was inside her body. She couldn't believe that she had taken all of him. His penis felt like it was in her stomach.

At the same moment, Jimmy pushed his penis deep into Rhonda, bringing a scream from her lips as well. His eyes strained to focus as he stared directly at the point where Robert's penis and his mother's vagina met. The lips looked stretched beyond endurance. There was not a fraction of Robert's penis visible now. Jimmy even thought that he could see his mother's lower stomach bulge out with Robert's thickness.
Rhonda fought to keep her eyes focused as she watched the two lovers on the deck. Even she was amazed that Jennifer had taken her dad's entire penis into her body so quickly. She knew exactly what that felt like. It was an incredible feeling to be stretched so wide and penetrated so deep. Yet, she still enjoyed Jimmy's smaller equipment. It fit snuggly without any pain. Being stretched was wonderful but it was nice to feel a normal sized penis inside her again she thought as she began to move her hips back and forth.
Robert was beyond excitement now. He needed some movement or he feared he would lose his mind. He reached down and lifted Jennifer up, bringing his penis almost all the way out of her body. Then he allowed her to drop down again and take his penis back into her body. He vaguely heard her scream, as well as what sounded like cries of pleasure from somewhere else. However, he was too engrossed to realize that the cries came from his daughter just a few feet away.
"Oh God, fuck me," Jimmy hissed as he began to pull Rhonda's hips into his body. Soon his thighs were making a loud slapping and his penis was forcing juice to spatter from Rhonda's wet hole. They were both grunting in pleasure now.
On the deck, Jennifer's tentative moves had changed. Her hips were moving up and down freely now, taking Robert's shaft deep into her body with every thrust. She began to moan incoherently as her entire body was consumed with pleasure from the shock waves emanating from her stretched vagina.
"Oh yes, fuck me Jimmy," Rhonda cried as she neared her peak. She no longer cared if her father heard her cries of pleasure as she moaned and moved her hips rapidly back and forth. Then she felt Jimmy force himself deep into her and stop as if frozen. She held her breath until he moaned and his penis pulsed, unleashing a torrent of juice deep into her. Suddenly her own body reacted and she began to climax with him. "Oh yes, oh yes, ohhhhhh!" she moaned as her knees began to buckle and her body convulsed.
When Jennifer saw what was happening in front of her, her own body reacted. It felt like a small earthquake in her lower region as tremors moved up her body. She tried to scream but when she opened her mouth, nothing came out. Ever morsel of her energy was centered in her vagina. There was nothing left for her vocal cords. If felt like she was having a seizure as her vagina contracted around the giant shaft. She barely heard Robert moaning that he was going to cum. However, she felt it. It was as if the head of his penis had exploded inside her. She had never felt cum hitting the inside of her vagina like this before. It couldn't be her imagination. She could actually feel Robert's spewing cum hit the entrance to her womb, spattering and coating the walls of her contracting hole. A strange thought of relief that she was on birth control pills crossed her mind.
A little while later, Jimmy and his mother were lying on the towels snuggling.
Robert and Rhonda had said their good-byes and left for home.
Jennifer sighed contentedly she lay in her son's arm as they looked up at the clear night sky.
"That was incredible, Mom," Jimmy said quietly.
Jennifer turned her eyes to Jimmy and said timidly, "You're not mad that I enjoyed it so much, are you?"
"Of course not, Mom. God, I'm not sure I have ever cum so hard as I did watching you take that incredible cock into your pussy." "It did stretch me pretty good," she answered dreamily. "However, the truth is that I much prefer your normal penis."
"Really?" Jimmy said as if he didn't believe her.
"Absolutely. Big is nice, but I think your cock is just perfect for me," Jennifer said and reached down and grasped his soft penis. "Do you think it could get hard one more time for me?"
"What do you think," Jimmy replied as they both looked down and watched his penis grow hard in her hand. Jimmy rolled over and moved between his mother's thighs. He moaned as his penis slid into her open and very sloppy hole.
In the car, Rhonda sat close to her father. They were quiet for a long time before Rhonda broke the silence. "Are you okay, Daddy?" she asked.
"I'm fine, Rhonda," he said almost tersely. I... I guess... I'm just sorry that I got carried away," he added more softly.
"Daddy, it wasn't all your fault. I guess I should tell you that... that... Jennifer and I planned what happened."
Robert looked at Rhonda with shock on his face. "You planned it... all of it?" he asked incredulously.
"Now you're mad," Rhonda said with a pout.
Robert was silent for a long time. Finally, he said, "I'm not mad, Rhonda. I guess I'm just a little shocked."
"Sorry, Daddy. It was wrong but a seduction was the only way we could figure out how to get you involved."
"But why did you want me involved?"
"Well, the truth is that Jennifer, Jimmy and I have had sex several times," Rhonda admitted. However, she left out the part about Shelly because she felt it might be a little too much for him. He was after all her father and grew up in a generation where sex wasn't talked about. At least that is what Rhonda and most teenagers thought about their parents.
Again, Robert was shocked by Rhonda's frank admission. "I... I... don't know what to say."
"Just say that you love me," Rhonda pleaded with tears in her eyes.
"Of course I love you," Robert said as he pulled into the driveway of their house. He took his daughter into his arms and kissed her tenderly. When he pulled away, he wiped the tears from her eyes. "Rhonda, I love you more than I ever thought I could love again. You are everything to me."
Rhonda smiled through her tears and whispered, "Make love to me, Daddy."
Robert moaned and kissed his daughter again. Then he felt her hand begin to caress his swelling penis through his shorts. "Let's go inside," he said softly.
"Hurry, Daddy," Rhonda pleaded, her voice thick with desire again.
Robert rushed around to the passenger side of the car, opened the door, and picked his daughter up in his arms. He walked her quickly up the steps and to the door, fumbling with his keys to get the door open. As soon as they stepped into the foyer, Rhonda's lips were on his again. Robert pulled away and stood his daughter up, quickly stripping his clothes off.
Rhonda did the same, pulling her top and shorts off, throwing them across the room in haste and leaving her naked in front of her father. She pulled him to the carpet and lay on her back letting him crawl between her legs. She grunted as his swollen penis sliced through her welcoming sex lips.



As Robert's penis slid into his daughter's body, one big question was answered. He had wondered if she and Jimmy had been having intercourse while he and Jennifer were making love on the deck. The answer was very clear to him as his large shaft slid easily into her body, coating his penis in Jimmy's thick cream.
Chapter 3
Shelly had an exhausting day with her cousin and her two kids. They were three and five and full of energy. She had planned to stay the night but by the end of the day, she wanted to go home and relax. Her cousin was disappointed but understood.
When Shelly pulled up to her house, there were two cars in the driveway. She recognized one as belonging to Ralph Jenkins, a biology teacher at school. He had been over on a number of occasions to visit with her mom and dad. However, Shelly wasn't sure she liked Ralph. He seemed so bossy around her parents. He also scared her a little. He was big, black and very muscular, with a smoothly shaven head. She would have normally thought he was handsome but he looked at her like he wanted to devour her. Still, there was there was a little thrill when she was near him, almost like an animal magnetism.
The other car in the driveway belonged to her uncle.
Shelly wasn't naturally suspicious by nature but after the video that she had seen a few weeks ago, she knew that something was going on. Ralph had been over quite often lately. Sometimes he stayed in the spare bedroom or at least she thought that he stayed there. Just the other day she had seen him there when she arrived home after her date with Jimmy.
Instead of going in the front door, Shelly sneaked around back. She started to go to the kitchen door but stopped when she saw movement between the curtains on the basement window. Her eyes opened wide as she peeked into the clubroom. She saw her mother standing in the center of the room with her head down. Sitting meekly in chairs were her father and uncle.
Suddenly, as if someone had given them an order, both her father and uncle jumped up and went quickly over to her mom. She gasped when she saw them begin to take her clothes off. With wide eyes she watched them strip her mother until she was entirely naked. Next, they took a rope and tied her hands behind her back. The two men made Shelly's mom kneel on the floor. Then they returned to their chairs. However, they didn't sit down but instead began to strip. Within seconds, everyone Shelly could see through the narrow window was naked.
For the second time, Shelly saw her father and uncle naked. Both had erections as they took their seats again. It sounded to Shelly like someone other than the three people she could see was talking. She wondered where Ralph was. She didn't have to wonder long. Another gasp escaped Shelly's mouth when she saw him walk into view. He was shirtless, his dark skin shining, muscles rippling. He stood directly in front of Shelly's mother, her eyes staring at his crotch. His pants were tented, showing his own excitement.
Ralph reached for his belt and then unzipped his pants. Soon he stood in his jockey underwear, his erection obvious to everyone. Slowly he pulled his shorts down, letting his long black penis spring free. His throbbing penis bounced up and down with excitement, just inches from Shelly's mother's face.
Shelly watched as Ralph reached down and grabbed her mother's nipples. He pulled them hard, stretching her breasts from her body. Shelly could see her mother's mouth open in a cry of pleasure or pain, or maybe both. In spite of her shock, Shelly felt her own vagina begin to quiver. Her own submissive nature began to control her emotions. She wanted to run away but her legs wouldn't move. Instead, she continued to watch as her father and uncle came back over and knelt next to her mother. She was totally shocked to see her father reach up, take the long black penis in his hand, and hold it to her mother's lips. Her uncle pushed her mother's head forward until she took it into her mouth. Then he forced her head back and forth, her drooling mouth coating the black stick with her saliva.
Shelly's hand found it's way inside her shorts and began to rub her swollen vagina as she watched her father and uncle began to suck on her mother's breasts. Ralph continued to push his penis in and out of her mouth, holding her head in his hands. After a few minutes, Ralph pulled away from the sucking mouth and walked over to the pool table. He climbed up on the table and lay down on his back. Shelly felt her sex lips quiver as she looked at his long black pole sticking up from his prone body. Then she watched as her father and uncle picked her mother up and carried her to the pool table. A gasp escaped Shelly's lips as she saw them lift her up and hold her just above the throbbing organ. Then as if on queue they sat her down, the black penis disappearing into her body.
The fingers that had been working on Shelly's swollen lips plunged into her body as she watched her mother take Ralph's penis into her. She stared in amazement as the two men worked her mother up and down on his shaft. Within a few minutes, she could see that her mother was climaxing repeatedly, her juice slick on the black skin of Ralph's penis. Then she heard a bellow and knew that Ralph was climaxing as well. Soon his thick juice was running out of her mother and coating his penis and balls. Shelly closed her eyes and whimpered as a strong climax rushed through her. When she had recovered and opened her eyes, she saw her father on his knees with his mouth buried between her mother's legs.
Shelly staggered back to her car. She didn't know where to go. She couldn't go back to her cousin's house so she decided to go to Jennifer's for the night. When she arrived and Jennifer answered the door she could see that she had been in bed. Still she welcomed her into the house and they sat on the sofa. With excitement in her voice, Shelly explained what she had seen at home.
Jennifer was amazed but not entirely surprised. She offered Shelly her hospitality for the night, which she readily accepted. Since Shelly was going to be there for the night, Jennifer figured this was as good a time as any to tell her about her proposition.
"Shelly, have you decided on a college yet?" Jennifer asked.
"No, not really... Why?"
"Well, I told you I had a proposition to make to you if you are interested."
"Sure! What is it?" Shelly asked, immediately excited.
"Well, I have a job offer in California. Jimmy and I have decided to move out there."
Shelly's face turned somber and she looked like she might cry.
"Before you get too upset, let me tell you the proposition. Jimmy is going to find a college there. We were talking and were wondering if you might be interested in joining us?"
"Wow, are you kidding? Absolutely!" she said, a big smile returning to her face.
"Now wait a minute," Jennifer said with a smile. "Let me finish. You could live with us while you go to school. Your mom and dad would still have to pay your tuition but I could cover everything else. I take it that you would be interested?"
"Oh God, Jennifer, I can't believe it. When would we be leaving? Soon, I hope?"
"Jimmy and I are going out there in two weeks to find housing and check out colleges. He has a lot of information on colleges in the area. There are several large universities within driving distance. If you want to join us, I'll get you a ticket."
"Oh God," Shelly screamed and jumped up to hug her, forcing them both back onto the couch. "Thank you, thank you, thank you," Shelly said, kissing Jennifer's face repeatedly.
All the screaming woke Jimmy up. He came walking down the stairs; his eyes puffy from sleep and his hair messed up. "What's going on?" he said with a yawn.
"Shelly is going to join us in California," Jennifer said excitedly.
"Oh, great," Jimmy said sleepily. His brain was too sleep fogged to understand. "See you guys later." Jimmy turned and walked back up the stairs.
"Do you think he was even awake," Jennifer laughed.
"No. What did you do to him? He looked exhausted."
"Rhonda and I kind of worked him over," Jennifer answered, her eyes twinkling naughtily.
"Do you have anything left for me?" Shelly asked.
"I always have plenty left for you," Jennifer answered and spread her legs, forcing her nightgown up her thighs.
Shelly was on her knees in a flash with her head buried between Jennifer's warm and inviting thighs. She could immediately smell the sexual activity that had transpired just hours before. Jennifer's vagina was still swollen and stretched, her hole still dripping with remains from her two lovers. Shelly almost growled as her mouth covered the hole and she began to suck, pulling the remaining sperm into her hungry mouth.
Jennifer's legs wrapped around the young girl's head as she felt her mouth sucking on her like a vacuum cleaner. Within minute's, the talented mouth and tongue brought on her crisis. However, when she came down from her first climax, the insatiable minx continued to work on her and even pushed a naughty finger into her rear hole. Jennifer lost count of the number of times she climaxed.
An hour later, Jennifer had to push Shelly's head from between her legs. She thought she would expire if she had one more climax. Besides, her vagina was now raw and sensitive from all of the activity in the last few hours.
"Come on upstairs and I'll take care of you for a while," Jennifer whispered as she kissed the young girl's wet and sticky lips. Jennifer led Shelly to her bedroom.
Unfortunately for Jimmy, he was wiped out from his previous encounters with his mom and Rhonda and barely moved when the two women climbed into bed. However, Jennifer had no such limitations. Jimmy barely heard the moans and groans from Shelly as Jennifer pleasured her long into the night.
Chapter 4
The following day, Jennifer told Shelly about the new relationship with Rhonda and Robert. Shelly was a bit jealous at first until Jennifer told her that she could join them if she wanted too. She was more than a little excited about that. As always, she wanted to know when. Jennifer said she would set up something for the following weekend. She told her that she would arrange a special little party for her. A "coming out" party so to speak.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
It would have been a bizarre set up to most people. Yet, the unusual had become natural for Jennifer and her extended family now. The four of them were sitting in the family room drinking wine and talking quietly. They all had on silk bathrobes but were naked underneath. Jennifer sat in an armless chair away from the others. Everyone thought that was strange but knew it had something to do with the evening's activities.
Jennifer had prepared Shelly for the party. She hadn't told anyone what was going to happen tonight or that Shelly was even there. Robert had met Shelly but still didn't know that she participated in their sexual activities. Therefore, it was quite a shock to him when she walked into the room.
Jennifer had dressed Shelly in her favorite little girl's outfit. She had pulled her hair back into to ponytails with little blue ribbons and had her put on a little girls blouse and short, short skirt. She even had her carry a big sucker in her hand.

Robert let out a gasp of surprise.
"Robert, you remember Shelly, don't you?" Jennifer said casually. "Uh... uh... uh... yes I... uh guess," he stuttered, his eyes wide in amazement. Robert pulled his robe tight to him, a little embarrassed that an "outsider" was there. He felt disappointed that someone was going to get in the way of their activities. He had quickly come to love their little get together's.
"Shelly is going to participate with us in our fun and games tonight," Jennifer said, motioning Shelly over to her. "You see, Shelly's been a bad girl today and needs a little correction. She gets like that sometimes, so I need to take her in hand. I thought all of you might like to watch."
Robert felt his heart begin to pound in his chest. What was going on here? he wondered.
Shelly stood shyly in front of Jennifer who looked at her sternly. "I think a little spanking should teach you a lesson," Jennifer said as she pulled the young girl roughly over her lap.
Shelly yelped but didn't resist as she practically fell over Jennifer's legs. Her head almost touched the floor and her buttocks were in the air.
Everyone's mouth dropped open as they watched Jennifer lift Shelly's short skirt to her waist. She had on a pair of little girl panties with balloons printed all over them.
"She has such a nice little ass," Jennifer said to no one in particular as she ran her hand across the tight panties. "I'll bet her sweet cheeks will shine when I'm done."
Jimmy and Rhonda began to snicker.
Robert's eyes were as big as saucers as he watched Jennifer pull Shelly's panties down her thighs.
"I think ten smacks from me will be a good start," Jennifer said as she raised her hand and brought it down on Shelly's smooth buttocks. There was a loud crack in the room.
Robert jumped at the sound and his mouth opened in surprise.
The smack wasn't terribly hard but hard enough to leave a hand print. Shelly and Jennifer had discussed the little show they were going to put on. In fact, it had been Shelly's idea. At first Jennifer had balked at the thought of spanking her but Shelly had pleaded. Finally, Jennifer had relented but agreed that there would only be ten smacks. While Shelly wanted more, she took what she could get.
Robert couldn't believe what he was watching. He had never seen anything like it in his life. Yet, his amazement turned to excitement as he watched Jennifer redden the young girl's ass. The smacks rang out in the room as Jennifer landed one after the other. Although Jennifer wanted to go easy on Shelly, she found that with each smack the blows got a little harder. By the sixth one, her breathing was heavy and her heart was beating wildly in her chest. She could feel her vagina throbbing between her legs. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she had begun to enjoy this little game. She could feel the heat grow under her hand with each smack. By the time she got to ten smacks, she had lost count. Her head was spinning with excitement. Somewhere around the fifteenth blow, she realized that she had gone too far and stopped her hand in mid-swing. Shelly was squirming and moaning on her lap.
"Stand up, young lady," Jennifer said, trying to sound stern, but shivering in excitement. Jennifer's own face was red and her breathing was labored.
Shelly stood in from of Jennifer, her head down and a submissive look on her face.
"Turn around and show me your ass," Jennifer ordered.
Everyone watched, as Shelly turned around, her panties still at mid-thigh. She slowly lifted her skirt in back. It was Jennifer's turn to gasp and squirm in her chair. Shelly's normal white ass was bright red and looked hot to the touch. She felt a moment of regret, chastising herself for going too far. Then she looked between Shelly's legs and saw her juice literally running down her thighs. She almost sighed in relief. "Now go around and show everyone what a bad girl gets," Jennifer said, her voice quivering.
Shelly's face was as red as her ass as she turned to walk over to Rhonda. While she hadn't expected to be displayed like this, her submissive nature sent shivers up and down her spine. Her panties were still stretched across her thighs, making it difficult to walk. She stopped in front of Rhonda, turned around, and bent slightly forward. Her swollen buttocks were throbbing sweetly under her skirt now.
Rhonda lifted the skirt. "Oh my, you did a wonderful job, Jennifer," Rhonda said as she reached out to touch her hot buttocks. "Wow, that's hot," she exclaimed in mock severity. "And I bet this is hot as well," she added as she slid her hand between Shelly's legs.
"Ohhhhh!" Shelly moaned as Rhonda's fingers rubbed her swollen lips.
On impulse, Rhonda took Shelly's wet lips between her fingers and squeezed rather harshly, pulling them away from her body.
"Oh Goddddd!" Shelly moaned and her legs shook with pleasure.
Jimmy smiled as he looked at Robert for his reaction.
Robert was in total shock. The entire scene was like a dream, a wild sex dream. He couldn't believe that his daughter was actually playing with another girl. Sure he knew that she, Jimmy, and Rhonda had been together sexually, but he didn't expect the girls to be doing anything. Boy, was he wrong.
After Rhonda pulled her wet fingers from Shelly's crotch, she pushed her over to Jimmy to let him see.
Jimmy flipped the skirt up, chuckled, and palmed one buttock in his hand. The feeling of her warm ass cheek made his penis throb. Then he quickly pushed two fingers into Shelly's sloppy hole. He smiled when Shelly groaned as his fingers slid easily inside, making a squishing sound. "Why the little slut is positively dripping," Jimmy said, pulling out his wet fingers and holding them up for everyone to see. Shelly didn't see Jimmy lick his fingers clean behind her back.
Finally, Shelly walked tentatively over to Robert. Her vagina felt as swollen as her buttocks now. Her legs were shaking as she neared this stranger. She stopped and turned around, lifting her skirt hesitantly. Her red ass was inches from Robert's face. His face was flushed with excitement and embarrassment. Shelly stood silently, feeling his eyes on her. When nothing happened, she looked over her shoulder at him and said shyly, "You can touch me, if you want."
Robert's hand moved as if in slow motion. He cupped one hot buttock in his hand, holding it like it was delicate china. He squeezed gently and Shelly moaned. His hand was shaking as he moved it to the other buttock. He squeezed it a little harder and lifted the firm cheek as if testing the weight. His hand was shaking when it moved between her spread thighs. When his fingers touched her wet lips, he felt her move down slightly, almost like she wanted his finger inside her. Slowly he pressed his middle finger between the lips and into her hole. It was Robert's turn to moan as her tight hole grasped his finger and juice poured out as if he had punctured a water balloon.
Shelly began to move back and forth, forcing the finger to saw in and out of her vagina. Her eyes were closed and little whimpers were coming from her lips. When Robert pulled his finger out she turned to him, looking at his large hands, and said in a half whisper, "You can give me some for being a bad girl, if you want."
Jennifer's eyes brows rose in surprise. This definitely wasn't part of the plan.
"Uh... uh... I... uh," Robert stuttered, unsure he understood what she wanted. His eyes were wide when Shelly bent over his thighs. He looked around the room for some support. What he saw was the other three looking at him expectantly.
"Go ahead," Jennifer said breathlessly, her voice sounding strange in the otherwise quiet room.
Robert's hand was shaking as he lifted the young girl's skirt. He sucked in his breath at the exposure of her now quivering ass cheeks. It was several long minutes of silence before he finally raised his hand into the air. Everyone in the room jumped as his much larger and rougher hand met Shelly's already red ass.
A whine escaped Shelly's lips as her hips rose off Robert's lap toward his again raised hand.
Another smack rang out. Everyone in the room was gasping for breath now. They watched as Robert delivered three, four, then five harsh blows. It was much harder than she had ever been spanked before.
Shelly's vagina quivered at the stinging blows to her tender ass. She felt the blood rushing to her head as she tried to control her excitement. Another couple of harsh smacks was all it took. Suddenly, Shelly's legs went out straight behind her. Her face scrunched up in pleasure as her flaming ass sent a climax rippling through her. Shelly's convulsing body almost fell off Robert's legs. She quivered as if she were having a fit.



It was hard to tell who was more surprised, Shelly or everyone else in the room.
Robert sat staring at the writhing body on his lap. He saw that her poor ass was far redder than before. Even his hand was red and tingling.
Jennifer cleared her throat to get their attention.
Robert looked up in surprise and then self-consciously pushed Shelly to her feet.
"Shelly, thank the nice man for being so kind to you," Jennifer ordered.
Shelly knelt at Robert's feet and placed her hands on his knees.
Robert looked over at Jennifer almost in fear. Then he looked down and watched the young girl with the ponytails open his thighs and push his robe apart.
"Oh my God," Shelly exclaimed as she gazed on the biggest penis she had ever seen in her young life. She reached her hand out and touched it like it might break. Then she smiled and pulled it to her mouth. Like Jennifer, she had never seen an uncircumcised penis. She pulled the skin down, exposing the swollen crown. Shelly moaned and brought the knob to her lips. She kissed and sucked the head as her hand began to move up and down.
Robert watched the young girl suck his penis with amazement. He felt like a "dirty old man" sitting there and letting her lick him. He was about ready to grab the girl's head when he heard Jennifer's voice.
"Shelly, come back over here and get the second part of your punishment," Jennifer said, her own throbbing sex needing attention. Jennifer pulled her bathrobe apart at the knees and spread her legs.
Everyone in the room could see her swollen and wet sex lips between her thighs.
Shelly walked over, her thighs squishing together, her legs barely able to hold her up. Her panties fell to her feet and she stepped out of them without looking down. She went to her knees between Jennifer's legs as if in a trance. She could smell her lover's excitement even before she bent her head. Her shaking hands touched Jennifer's thighs and she pushed them further apart.
Everyone in the room knew that this wasn't punishment for Shelly.
Robert thought he was going to cum without being touched as he watched the young girl bend her head and begin to kiss Jennifer's thighs. He had seen this in movies and thought it was fake, because women didn't really like doing that kind of thing. However, he heard Jennifer moan and then watched her lean back as Shelly buried her face between her open legs. He suddenly concluded that he had lived a very sheltered life.
Robert wasn't the only one who thought he was going to cum spontaneously. Jimmy was desperately trying to control his own excitement. His erection was throbbing between his legs. Finally, unable to control himself any longer, he pulled his robe apart and took his penis in his hand. He no longer cared that Rhonda and Robert could see him.
Rhonda got up from her chair and sat next to her father. She giggled when he jumped as her warm hand touched his thigh. Quickly her hand snaked inside his robe and found his swollen penis. Then she untied his robe and opened it so that she could have free access to his dripping pole.
For a long time, the room was silent except for the sounds of whimpers and moans. Jimmy pumped his hand up and down as he watched and Rhonda squeezed and massaged her father's shaft lovingly. All eyes were on Jennifer and Shelly.
Robert shook with pleasure as his daughter caressed his swollen penis. He barely noticed anything else until Rhonda stood up, straddled his thighs, leaning back on his chest. He continued to watch Jennifer and Shelly over Rhonda's shoulder as she slipped her tight vagina over his penis. A moan escaped his lips as her hole stretched to accommodate his large organ.
Jimmy needed to get in on the action or risk cumming on his stomach. He got up on shaky legs and walked over to the Shelly's kneeling form. His eyes stared down at her still red ass and watched it moving back and forth as she continued to eat Jennifer. He saw that his mother's eyes were tightly shut in pleasure. With a sigh, he knelt behind Shelly and wet his finger. Then he heard her groan as he slipped the wet digit into her tight rear hole and buried it to the last knuckle. When she didn't pull away, he pulled his finger out and brought his swollen penis head to the little rose.
Jennifer's eyes opened in surprised at Shelly's scream. Then a smile crossed her lips as she watched her son slide his penis into her ass.
It didn't take long after that for everyone to lose control. Rhonda was bouncing up and down on her father's giant penis like she was riding a rocking horse. Jimmy was pounding into Shelly's ass, forcing her mouth to press even harder into Jennifer's vagina.
Jennifer screamed first as her body convulsed in pleasure, her eyes locked on her son and lover.
Jimmy and Shelly weren't far behind. As soon as Shelly felt Jimmy began to pour his sperm deep into her bowels, her body shivered in pleasure. Now, her mouth was filled with Jennifer's wet flesh and her ass was filled with Jimmy's squirting penis. She could still feel her red and swollen ass tingle. Shelly felt incredibly loved and wanted. She hadn't had this feeling since her lover left her. She was in heaven and she was home.
Rhonda squeezed her legs tight as she felt her dad begin to pour his juice into her welcoming hole. There was so much juice that it squished out, splattered on Robert's thighs, and dripped from his testicles.
Within minutes, the room was filled with five satisfied and exhausted lovers.
Later that evening, Shelly had the thrill of having the largest penis she had ever seen stretch her little vagina. Robert's hands mauled her still tingling ass as he pounded his flesh into her almost virgin hole. She screamed repeatedly until she passed out in pleasure. She wasn't even conscious when her lover poured his copious sperm into her body.
Chapter 5
Rhonda was surprised when she picked up the ringing telephone and found Jimmy on the line. She thought something was wrong since he rarely called her.
"Hi, Rhonda," Jimmy said.
"Hi, Jimmy. Is everything okay?"
"Everything is wonderful. Listen, Rhonda, I wanted to ask you to do me a big favor." "Sure, Jimmy. What is it?"
"Well, I want you to help me find an engagement ring for my mom," Jimmy said almost breathlessly.
"An engagement ring?" Rhonda asked in surprise.
"Yes. I know we can't really be married but I want to give her something special."
"Jimmy, that's so sweet. But where are you getting the money?"
"I have five thousand dollars saved up for a car I wanted to buy."
"God, Jimmy, you are a one -of- a- kind guy."
"Will you help me?"
"Absolutely! Why don't we invite Shelly along?"
"I was thinking about that but I know how she feels about my mom and wasn't sure how she would feel about that."
"Are you kidding?" she will love it. She can't marry your mom either, you know," Rhonda laughed.
"Sometimes I wonder," Jimmy said with a chuckle. "Will you call her then?"
"Sure."
"I was thinking about tomorrow afternoon. I'll pick you guys up at one o'clock then."
The next day, Rhonda and Shelly dragged Jimmy to just about every jewelry store in town. Finally, they found a great deal on a beautiful two-caret diamond. On the way home, Rhonda suggested that she host an intimate engagement party for the five of them at her house on Saturday night.
Jimmy agreed but he was so excited that he couldn't wait until Saturday to give her the diamond. He invited his mom to dinner the next evening. He took the remaining money in his savings account and got a reservation at the best restaurant in town.
Jennifer was delighted with the special invitation to dinner but didn't understand what it was all about. She had no idea what Jimmy had planned.
Jimmy dressed in a suit and had his mom put on his favorite dress. It was short, black, and very low cut. He treated her like gold the entire evening, bringing her flowers and opening doors like a perfect gentleman. No one at the restaurant seemed to notice that there was such an age difference between the two. It appeared that they were just two young people out for a special dinner.
When the dinner was over, Jennifer noticed that Jimmy had become very nervous, almost solemn. "Are you okay, sweetie?"
"I'm fine, Mom," Jimmy said as he looked around the room nervously.
Suddenly, from out of nowhere, a musician appeared with a violin and started to play.
Jennifer's face showed her total surprise. "Jimmy, what..." she started to say but stopped when she saw him pull a black box from his jacket.
Jimmy's hands were shaking as he fumbled with the box before opening it. He turned the box around and held it out to his mother.
Jennifer saw the large diamond gleaming brightly in the dim light of the restaurant. Now Jennifer's hands were shaking as she reached out to take the box.
"Jimmy, what is this?"
"Mom, I know we can't ever really be married," Jimmy whispered, his voice shaking, "but... but... I want to be with you forever. I can't ever see anyone else in my life. Will... will you marry me?"
"Oh my God, Jimmy," Jennifer said looking at the diamond then at Jimmy. "I... oh God, I don't know what to say." Tears began to stream down her cheeks.
Jimmy had tears in his eyes as well. It was partly happiness, but also a little worry that he had gone too far, since she hadn't said yes.
Jennifer was so shocked that she just stared at the diamond, not realizing that Jimmy was waiting for an answer. Suddenly she realized that he was waiting. "Oh God, Jimmy, yes! There is no one else in the world that I want more than you. I love you with all my heart."
Jimmy's face lit up like a Christmas tree and he let out a big sigh of relief.
"Jimmy, where in the world did you get the money for this?" Jennifer said acting like the mother suddenly.
"I had a little saved up for something special," he answered, his chest swelling with pride. "Rhonda and Shelly helped me pick it out. They want to have a special party for us on Saturday night."
"And I talked to Rhonda just last night and she didn't say a word," Jennifer said, squinting her eyes and making a face like she was mad. "Wait until I get hold of her."
Jennifer took the ring out of the box and put it on her finger. It was a perfect fit. Suddenly, the music stopped and the musician began to clap his hands together. Jennifer's face turned red as she looked around the restaurant and saw that everyone was looking at her and Jimmy. Then the entire room broke out in applause when they realized that there was something special going on.
"Let's get out of here, sweetie. I have something special for you at home," she smiled sexily.
The two lovers were in an embrace as the valet brought their car up to the curb. The young man got out of the car and stood waiting as they continued to kiss. Jimmy took the keys and tipped the driver without taking his eyes off his mom. They kissed again before they pulled away.
"Someone is going to have some fun tonight," the young valet said to his friend with a big smile.
By the time the two lovers arrived home, both were so excited that they could barely wait to get into the house. They kissed again in the car and then on the steps, unconcerned that the neighbors might see.
Before they rushed up the stairs, Jennifer stopped Jimmy and took him into her arms again. "Jimmy, I want you to fuck my ass tonight. I know you will never get my virginity but my ass is yours, whenever you want it," Jennifer said, a blush on her face. "I will never give that to anyone else. It will be our special place."
"Oh God, Mom," Jimmy said as he practically pushed his mother up the stairs.
Jimmy was half-undressed as he entered the bedroom. He pulled his mother's shoulder straps down and let her dress fall to the floor. Jennifer was naked underneath except for her nylons and heels. She started to reach for her nylons and Jimmy grabbed her hands. "Leave them on," he said, his voice rich with excitement.
Jennifer smiled and began to take the rest of Jimmy's clothes off. She knelt at his feet and pulled his shoes off, then pulled his pants and shorts down. She giggled when his hard penis flopped out and slapped her face. Then she reached her hand up and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. Both of them smiled when the new diamond on her hand sparkled brightly as she moved it back and forth. Jennifer's heart was bursting with love as she took her son into her mouth.
"Mom... Mom..." Jimmy called out in panic.
Jennifer looked up and realized that she had almost forgotten what she wanted to do with his penis. She realized that he was about to cum in her mouth. "Sorry," she said. Jennifer got up and pulled her son by his throbbing penis to the bed. "On your back. I want to do it this time."
Jimmy quickly complied as she got in the middle of the bed on his back. His penis was pointing toward the ceiling, throbbing, and drooling a steady stream of juice. He watched his mom take her high heels off and climb onto the bed. Then she straddled him, her back toward his head.
As Jennifer squatted, she looked over her shoulder. "Watch it, Jimmy. Watch that sweet cock go into my tight asshole. It's a special place for you, Jimmy. No one else will ever be there." Jennifer reached between her legs and wrapped her hand around Jimmy's penis. She placed the swollen head on her little rose. She pressed down with her anal muscles and made the little hole open.
Wow! Jimmy thought as he saw her hole open by itself. Then he shivered as he watched it wrap around the head and almost suck it inside. Slowly the head disappeared and her tight anal ring snapped around the crown. He saw his mother looking back at him again, smiling, holding herself motionless, and working her muscles. It felt like she had stretched a rubber band around the head. Jimmy fought off the incredible urge to cum right there. "Mom!" he cried.
Jennifer relaxed her tight muscles and slowly let her weight take the shaft into her body. "Ohhhhh!" she moaned along with Jimmy as the shaft slowly slid all of the way into her anal canal. She stopped when she was sitting on his stomach, her breath ragged and uneven. Her own body was about to betray her efforts to hold off a climax.
"Fuck me, Mom," Jimmy cried.
Jennifer quickly pulled herself up until just the head was inside, then she slammed back down. She grabbed Jimmy's legs for support as her ass worked up and down, moving the throbbing shaft in and out rapidly. "Oh God, Jimmy, I'm going to cum," she moaned. "Cum with me, God, cum in my asssssss!!!" Jennifer's ass began to contract around the buried penis as a strong climax shook her body.
"Oh yes, oh Goddddddddd!!!" Jimmy screamed as his penis lurched inside his mother's tight ass and began to pour his sperm deep into their special place.
Later Jennifer was lying in Jimmy's arm, her hand on his chest. Both of them stared at the shiny diamond on her finger. Jimmy smiled and squeezed her tight as he felt her tears drip to his chest and heard her sob. He knew that they were sobs of joy.
Chapter 7
Jimmy and Jennifer arrived at Rhonda's house at eight8. Shelly was already there. The two of them had decorated the living room with balloons and a big "Congratulations" banner.
The evening was filled with toasts and tears, hugs and kisses. Later, the lights were turned down and soft music was put on the CD. Jennifer, Rhonda, and Shelly danced with Robert and Jimmy. Shelly even danced with Rhonda and Jennifer. Eventually, Rhonda and Shelly took Jennifer to the bedroom. They told the guys to wait while they got the guest of honor ready. In truth, it was just an excuse for the two horny teenagers to get some time alone with Jennifer.
They practically dragged Jennifer into the room, all of them giggling from a little too much spirits. They rapidly stripped Jennifer as she stood swaying in the middle of the bedroom. Then Rhonda took the front and Shelly took the rear as they kissed down her warm, soft body. Both of their mouths worked her over.
Jennifer was near collapse as a tongue penetrated her anus and another worked into her dripping vagina. She held Rhonda's shoulders and pushed her hips forward then backward unsure which felt the best. Shelly had a special way to suck her ass. It was apparent that she had done this many times before. However, Rhonda's somewhat inexperienced tongue also felt wonderful on her swollen clit. Suddenly as Jennifer moved rapidly toward a climax, both girls pulled away. Jennifer was gasping for breath as she stood on unsteady legs.
"Let me get the boys," Rhonda said as Shelly led Jennifer to the bed.
Robert and Jimmy were already naked when they entered the bedroom behind Rhonda. She had a grasp on both of their penis and a broad smile on her face.
Jimmy pulled away and crawled onto the bed with his squirming mother. "Mom, this is a special evening for us," he whispered. "I want to make it one that you will never forget. I want you to sit your sweet ass on my cock," Jimmy said and turned over and lay on his back.
Jennifer moved rapidly to comply. She centered her little hole over Jimmy's penis, took him into her body with relative ease, and lay back with her back on his chest. As she began to move her hips, she watched Rhonda and Shelly kneel and work on Robert's large organ. Then she was surprised when the girls pulled away from Robert and led him to the bed. She watched with wide eyes as crawled onto the bed and between her and Jimmy's legs. When Jimmy felt his mother tense, he wrapped his arms around her and whispered, "Just relax. I thought you might enjoy that big cock of Robert's as I fuck your ass."
"Oh my God Jimmy," Jennifer said, half in panic. She watched as Robert moved over her. Jimmy's hands played with her breasts as his penis continued to saw in and out of her ass. Robert brought his lips to Jennifer's and their mouths pressed together.

Jimmy could hear his mom kissing Robert and felt his weight pressing her into him.
Jennifer could hear the girls giggling as they crawled on the bed for a better look. She held her breath as Robert brought his large penis to the entrance to her vagina. It will never fit! she thought.
Robert moaned as the swollen head of his penis pressed into Jennifer's dripping hole. He heard her moan and stopped as soon as the head slipped inside. Just a few short weeks ago he would have never believed that he would be doing something like this. Hell, he didn't even know people could do what he was about to do. He was a little embarrassed when he felt Jimmy's thighs touch him and his testicles rub against the young boys. Still he pushed hard, forcing his wide penis inside the incredibly tight hole. Now he could feel Jimmy's penis against his, separated only by that tiny bit of skin.
Jennifer couldn't believe what was happening. Her head was spinning in excitement as she felt her body being filled like never before. Robert's penis by itself would fill her, let alone the added pressure of Jimmy's penis in her ass. Yet, any pain was overcome by the tremendous thrill of having two men inside her at the same time.
Jimmy couldn't believe how exciting it was to feel Robert's large penis against his own. Soon the two men had established a rhythm. When Jimmy would pull out, Robert would push in. They were concentrating so much that they barely realized that Jennifer was ready to climax until her vagina and ass started to contract around them. That was more than either man could take. They both bellowed at the same time and forced their shafts as deep into Jennifer as they would go.
Robert could feel Jimmy's cock pulsing. Jimmy could feel the same thing on the other side as each spasm forced the other man to spasm harder. Both men were truly amazed at how long they climaxed and how much sperm was pumped into Jennifer.



By the time the two men pulled out of Jennifer, she was a limp mass of flesh. Her two holes were stretched and sperm was running out like a river. She curled up on the bed moaning.
However, it wasn't over yet. Rhonda and Shelly pushed the two men off the bed and got on either side of the exhausted woman. "Did you like that?" Rhonda whispered.
"Oh God," she moaned in answer.
"Shelly and I are going to soothe your sore parts," Rhonda said with a naughty smile. Then she began to slide down the front of Jennifer's body as Shelly kissed down her back.
When she Jennifer realized what they were going to do, she started to shake all over.
Soon the two teenagers were lying on their sides; their heads inches from Jennifer's thoroughly used sexual parts. Rhonda lifted Jennifer's leg in the air and gasped. The two men's sperm was running from both holes, streaming down her thighs. Rhonda felt a little shiver run through her. She had never done anything like this. She hesitated.
However, Shelly didn't hesitated at all. Her tongue and mouth dove for Jennifer's stretched and dripping back hole. She moaned deep in her throat as her tongue penetrated her stretched anus.
Rhonda watched in amazement as Shelly devoured Jimmy's sticky juice. Rhonda closed her eyes and moaned as her lips touched Jennifer's wet vagina.
Chapter 8
Three months later...
The summer became a blur for Jimmy and Jennifer. They had found housing in California and Jimmy had registered for college. Shelly found a good art school and had been accepted. She had already moved in with Jimmy and Jennifer and was helping them get ready for the big move.
During the summer, Jennifer and Jimmy had grown even closer to Robert and Rhonda. They got together at least weekly, if not for sexual activity, then just to socialize. Rhonda was already planning to go to California for college but was sad that her friends and lovers were moving. However, she knew that Jimmy and Jennifer would be located only a two-hour drive from her school so she could visit often. She was trying to talk her dad into relocating. He hadn't agreed yet but he was softening on the issue. He didn't want to lose contact with Jennifer either.
It was a week away from the big move when Jimmy came home after running some errands that his mom had sent him on. He was looking forward to this evening, as his mother had not let him have sex with her all week. She claimed that it was "that time" of the month and that she didn't feel well. However, she seemed to be acting okay and in fact, seemed almost jubilant. It was strange that she had taken ever opportunity to tease him, almost giving him a case of "blue balls." It had also been strange that over the past month, she had let him have her ass, and sucked him off but was reluctant to let him come inside her vagina.
The house was strangely quiet when he walked into the living room. He started to call out to his mother when he saw a note on the coffee table. There was some kind of device lying on the note. He picked it up and looked at it. It almost looked like a thermostat and had a little window that had a red plus sign. He shrugged his shoulders and opened the note.
"Hi lover. I'm sorry that I teased you so much this week but I wanted you to be ready for our big night. I think it's time that we took the next step in our relationship. Go to your bathroom and shower then join me in our bedroom. I'll be waiting. I love you with all my heart. Jennifer."
Jimmy picked the device up again and looked at the little plus sign. Suddenly it dawned on him. "Oh my God," he said to himself. Jimmy practically ran to the bathroom, ripping his clothes off as he went. The next thing he remembered was tapping on the door to their bedroom. When he heard a soft "come in," he pushed the door open. Excitement coursed through him as he stepped into the room.
The room was filed with scented candles, flicking and making shadows dance on the wall. Jennifer was laying on the bed in a white teddy with white garters and nylons. There was a white, gauzy canopy hanging from the posts of the bed. It almost looked like a harem. A CD of soft love songs was playing.
Jimmy walked over to the bed as if he were in a dream. He looked down at his smiling mother and his heart felt like it was going to explode. He could never remember her looking more beautiful. "Are you sure about this?" he whispered, tears filling his eyes.
"As sure as anything ever in my life," Jennifer answered; her own tears running down her cheeks, her arms opened wide to him.
Jimmy dropped his robe, his penis pulsing in front of him. It had been erect since the second he realized what the note meant. He crawled next to his mother and took her into his arms.
Their bodies pressed together as their lips met. The kiss lingered on and on as excitement grew and loved flowed between them. If Jennifer could have gotten pregnant from a kiss, this one would have done it.
When their lips pulled apart, they were both gasping for breath.
"God I love you, Mom," Jimmy whispered.
"I love you, Jimmy," Jennifer responded as her hand wrapped around his penis. It felt huge tonight, bigger than ever. She moaned when she felt his balls. They were swollen, almost bursting with baby- making sperm.
Jimmy's hand went between his mother's legs and rubbed her wet vagina. It too was incredibly swollen. Jimmy bent his head and took one hard nipple into his mouth as his fingers gently played with his mother's sex lips. However, he avoided penetration, wanting his penis and sperm to be the first and only thing in her tonight.
Jennifer's hips squirmed on the bed, wanting something inside her. "God Jimmy, fuck me. Fuck your mother," she pleaded.
Still, Jimmy delayed; wanting to tease her like she had teased him all week.
Jennifer decided to change her tactics. She knew how to get to him. She began to whisper into his ear. "God Jimmy, I need that cock. I want all of your baby- making sperm in me tonight. I want you to fuck me over and over until my pussy is filled with your potent juice. My pussy is so wet and swollen. It's been like that ever since I stopped taking birth control pills last month. I know I'm ready. I can feel it; I'm ovulating!"
"Oh God, Mom," Jimmy moaned as he moved quickly between her legs.
"That's it sweetie, put it in me," Jennifer said as she spread her legs and opened herself. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she moaned as Jimmy slid his penis deep into her in one thrust. "Yes, yes, fuck me. Make me pregnant, lover! Make my belly swell! God, I want your baby," she breathed through her groans of pleasure.
Jimmy began to move rapidly in and out of his mother's fertile tunnel. It felt wetter and tighter than he ever remembered. "Oh God, Mom, I can't hold out long," Jimmy moaned in desperation. He wanted it to last but that was impossible. The thought that he would probably make his own mother pregnant was more than he could take.
"Oh yes! It's okay sweetie. Cum in me. Fill me. Oh God I'm cumminnnnnnnggggg!!!" Jennifer's body tensed and her hips lifted up, forcing Jimmy's penis to the deepest recesses of her vagina.
"Ohhhhhhh Jesus," Jimmy moaned as he pushed deep into his mother and froze. His balls pulled tight to his groin and began churn inside their sack. Suddenly, it felt like his penis had split apart as a spasm of pleasure forced an incredible volume of sperm through the narrow canal. A billion sperm left his penis and rushed into his mother's welcoming womb.
Deep inside Jennifer's body there was one egg waiting; waiting for the strongest and best sperm to make the dangerous trek up her canal.
Epilog
Four years later...
"Jimmy, we have to hurry," Jennifer said as she saw her son come walking down the stairs. He looked so handsome in his black cap and gown.
"I am hurrying." Jimmy answered, straightening his tie under the robe. "Have you heard from Rhonda and Robert?"
"Yes, they're on the way now. They should be at the auditorium long before the graduation ceremony starts. Rhonda had an OB/GYN appointment today so she was running a little behind."
"Is everything okay with the baby?" Jimmy asked with a worried look.
"Everything's fine. It should be coming along any day now. I just hope it doesn't come during the graduation," Jennifer laughed.
"I'm surprised that she and her dad don't want to know the sex of the baby. I would have gone crazy with our two if I didn't know."
"To each their own."
Suddenly two screaming kids came running into the room with Shelly trying to catch up. Three-year-old Jimmy was the ringleader. He led his two-year-old sister, Shelly, through the room at lightening speed.
"Shelly, I'm so sorry the baby sitter cancelled at the last minute. I owe you big time," Jennifer apologized. "I know you wanted to go to Jimmy's graduation ceremony."
"It's all right, I love watching the little rug rats," Shelly smiled. "I love kids. I can't wait to have my own," she said and looked at Jimmy with a meaningful smile. "Gotta go," she said and hurried after the children.
Jimmy took his mother, lover and wife into his arms and kissed her tenderly.
THE END
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Chapter 1
Tim and Janice Harwick met while in college. He was a business major and she was working on her undergraduate degree in law. They dated throughout college and fell madly in love. They decided to get married after Tim graduated, and Janice would continue her study for a law degree.
The wedding was held in Tim's hometown. It was a large traditional wedding with over five hundred guests crammed into the small church. The newlyweds ran from the church to a chorus of cheers and rice; they were off to make a home and live the American dream.
Ten years later both had made their mark on their chosen professions. Tim was a partner in a large advertising agency and Janice was a well-respected associate professor of law at the local university. Both made good salaries, affording them a nice standard of living. There were no children yet but that was in their plan at some point. However, Janice knew that at 35 years of age, her biological clock was ticking. Unfortunately, there had always been something that delayed the event. While Tim wanted children, it was hard for him to see how they would have the time to fit them into their busy schedule without adversely influencing their life style.
If you asked either of them if their marriage was good, they would both give a resounding yes. However, that answer would belie the true emotions lying just beneath the surface. Despite their comfortable outward appearance, there was a deeper feeling that something was missing. Over the years, the stress of two professional wage earners had taken its toll on their personal lives, resulting in less and less time for each other. Sexual relations had become routine, if not mundane. Sex was relegated to the back burner and often turned into a quickie every couple of weeks when they weren't too tired.
The deplorable condition of their sexual relationship was on both of their minds often. However, neither of them felt comfortable talking about the subject: Janice because of her strict upbringing and Tim for fear of her anger. The result was the construction of an emotional wall, locking them on opposing sides. It had reached a point where they each thought that the other felt that sex wasn't important anymore in their marriage.
One Friday night, Janice and Tim had a rare night at home together. Tim was reading in the family room when Janice came in with a book on tort law that she had assigned for reading by her first-year class. She had to brush up on the subject herself, and then grade some papers.
Tim looked up and smiled as Janice walked toward him. She was wearing a baggy sweat suit, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. The thought occurred to him that she still looked sexy even in sweats, even with no makeup on. He knew that she had gained a few pounds in the last couple of years but it all went into the right places. In fact, Tim had always felt that she was a little too skinny anyway. She had been a dedicated exerciser when they met and had even participated in several marathons. As a result, her legs were still firm and she had a gorgeous, well-rounded butt.
As Tim watched her walk by he could see her bare breast bouncing under her top. On impulse he reached out and caressed a buttock, bringing a yelp from her.
"You're frisky tonight, Timmy," Janice said with an indulgent smile.
Tim reached up quickly, before she could get away, and pulled her onto his lap, bringing another surprised yelp from her lips. "It's all your fault for coming in here looking so sexy," he said and kissed her passionately. His hand slid up under her top and began to caress her breast as his tongue searched her mouth.
Janice pushed Tim away gently but firmly. "Boy, you are really hard up if you think I'm sexy in my sweats," she admonished him gently. She was just a little breathless. Then she moaned as she felt Tim begin to squeeze her nipple again, pinching it between his fingers. Janice knew that she had a lot of work to do tonight if she was going to be prepared for class the next day. "Tim, I have work to do!" she complained, grabbing his hand and pulling it from her breast.
Tim's smile turned to a frown. "It seems like you're always too busy," he said with undisguised frustration.
"What is that supposed to mean?" Janice returned as she stood up.
"It means that we never have any time for fun anymore."
Janice started to say something then stopped. Unfortunately, he was right. Janice sat back down on Tim's lap and said, "You're right, we're both far too busy. Truthfully, it's been bothering me lately as well. Everything is always so rushed." Janice snuggled comfortably into Tim and said, "I'm not sure what we can do about it though."
"I don't know either," Tim said, hiding his real feelings, adding another brick to that wall. No damn it he thought, it was time that they talked. "Janice, we need to do something or I'm afraid we'll drift away from each other."
"Do you think we're drifting away?" Janice asked in shock.
"Sometimes, yes! We hardly have time to talk, let alone time for sex. I remember not too long ago when we used to talk for hours. And... and we would make love for hours too."
"Yes, I remember," she sighed.
"We have to find time for each other." Then Tim remembered an article that he had read in Playboy. He didn't think Janice would go for it but he figured he had nothing to lose. "I read an article last month about what one couple did to spice up their life. It was about SEX so I'm sure you wouldn't like it."
"What do you mean that I wouldn't like it because it was about sex? I like sex."
"You do?" Tim said sarcastically.
"What makes you think I don't like sex?" Janice said defensively.
"Because you are a pru..." Tim started to call her a prude but realized that that would start a major argument. They were already treading on thin ice.
In truth, he did feel that she was a prude. She looked like the proverbial sex machine; tall, great shape, stylish blond hair and breasts with nipples that seemed to always be hard. Yet, behind closed doors she was anything but a sex machine. She had only given him oral sex on a few occasions and he had rarely done it to her. They never talked about it. Once he brought up anal sex and she just about went off the deep end, calling him a pervert.
"I'm a prude!" Janice almost screamed.
"I wasn't going to say that."
"Yes you were!"
"All right, I was, because you are!"
Janice stood up again, her face red with anger. "So I'm the prude. What about the time I wanted to wear that low- cut dress to your stuffy old Christmas party? You almost had a stroke. Then there was that time that Sally and Bill wanted us to watch a porn movie. I said yes, but you made a big deal about it. And I'm the prude!"
"It's not about dresses or movies," Tim said, returning her anger. "It's about the bedroom. When is the last time you... you... you know... oh, never mind," Tim said in frustration.
Janice was fuming now. She could barely speak. "Fine, I don't want to talk about this anyway." She stormed out of the room.
Tim started to respond but decided to shut up. It wasn't any use talking when they were both angry. The wall was getting bigger. He lifted his paper back up and tried to read. It was no use. His mind drifted to those forbidden thoughts that seemed to be coming quite often now.
In his dreams he was watching Janice lying naked on the bed. There was a man with her, but it wasn't him. They were kissing and he was fondling her breast. Tim's excitement grew as he watched the stranger kiss his wife, then move his hand under her skirt. She squirmed and sighed, pushing her hips down, demanding that he pleasure her. He watched though a dream -like fog as his wife spread her legs, opening herself for this stranger. She let him press his fingers deep into her.
"Sweetie, can we talk?"
Tim jumped, startled by his wife's voice. "Sure," he said, trying to shake the perverted vision from his head.
Janice sat on the sofa close to Tim and placed her arm over his shoulder. They sat quietly for a while gathering their thoughts. Tim spoke first. "Listen, Janice, I'm sorry I called you a prude," Tim said sincerely.
Janice put her fingers to Tim's lips to silence him. "The truth hurts," she said. "I'm afraid I have been a prude. You know that I was raised in a religious family and sex was never talked about. The truth is that I would love to really let go and do some of the wild things I've read about in magazines or heard the girls at school talk about. I... I... Oh damn," Janice said, her voice cracking with emotions. "Oh God, Tim, I fantasize about things all the time. I've even... even been masturbating lately."
It shocked Tim that Janice had been fantasizing, not to mention masturbating. His first inclination was to blame himself for not being man enough for her. Then he felt anger at her for closing him out. However, he was smart enough to know that the issues were a lot more complicated then secretly masturbating. Hell, he had done it plenty of times himself. Tim hugged Janice to him and they sat silently again for a long time.
"Tim, what was it you were going to suggest a little while ago...? Before I blew up?"
"It's too crazy. I don't even know why I brought it up."
"No, come on, what were you going to suggest?"
Tim took a deep breath and said, "Well, I was reading an article in Playboy magazine."
"Oh yes, that great philosophical journal," Janice said sarcastically.
"Fine, forget it," Tim said, anger flaring again.
"I'm sorry!" Janice apologized. "Please tell me."
Tim hesitated then started again. "It was about a man and woman whose sexual relations had become boring... like ours. They were about our age, however they had three children. They agreed to take a week where one partner would do anything the other partner wanted. Anything!"
"Wow, that sounds dangerous, but tell me more," Janice said trying to sound interested but thinking that it was totally crazy.
"The guy came up with all these things that turned him on and his wife would have to do them. She had a safe word that when she used it, whatever he was doing he would stop. However, he would go on to something else. If she used the safe word three times they agreed to end the game. If she didn't, the husband had to do whatever the wife wanted for a week. If the wife beat the husband, by using the safe word less then him, she would get a present of her choice."
"Did she get her present?" Janice said, suddenly interested.
"Yep! She got her husband for a week. When he used the safe word twice, she got a trip to France. The guy claims that now their sex life is an adventure ever day. However, I don't know if you can believe the story or not."
"Sounds very interesting, but what kinds of things did he make her do?"
"Well, you know Playboy, it's always wild. He made her do things like going out without panties and flashing people. He experimented with all of his sexual fantasies. Some of them were pretty far out." Tim stopped for a moment, waiting for Janice to say something.
"Go on," she said with interest.
Tim took a deep breath and said, "Well, they tried oral sex, sex in public places, anal sex and even a little S&M. He even had her fool around with other guys."
Janice opened her eyes wide in shock. "Would you do that?" Janice asked, astonishment clearly in her voice.
"What?"
"Would you let other men fool around with me?" she asked, almost trembling now.
"Uh... uh... I don't know," Tim said, his face turning red, giving himself away.
"You would!" Janice said is shock. Yet her shock was not entirely because of Tim's fantasy. Janice had her own fantasy lovers.
"I didn't say that! I... I... guess the thought of you teasing some guy does have an appeal to me. But that doesn't mean I don't love you or that I would let you go too far," he hastened to add.
"But you would let me do something with another guy? And, what does 'too far' mean anyway?" Janice asked nervously, her mouth suddenly dry as a vision of one forbidden evening not so long ago jumped into her head.
"I don't know," Tim said, now wishing he hadn't brought the subject up.
"This is hard to believe," Janice said, trying to act indignant but feeling her heart race in her chest.
"I knew that I shouldn't have brought it up. Let's just forget it." "No!" Janice said a little too loudly. Then she lowered her voice and said, "This seems pretty crazy to me, Tim." After a few minutes she whispered almost bashfully, "I would probably use the safe word the first day."
Tim could feel his heart begin to beat rapidly. It sounded like she might be interested. "That's what this guy said his wife said to him. However, she took it as a challenge. She never used the safe word, but he did, twice."
Janice was staring silently into space, a plethora of emotions running though her. On one hand, she was shocked by Tim's willingness to involve another man. However, on the other hand, she could not deny that she was feeling a tingle of excitement.
Tim took that opportunity to pull Janice to him and kiss her lips tenderly. When he heard her moan, he moved his hand under her sweatshirt again. This time she didn't push his hand away. He could feel her breathing speed up as he began to play with her already hard nipple. As their tongues worked together, Tim's hand slid under the waistband of her sweats and into her panties. He almost gasped when his fingers found her wet and already- swollen sex lips. It was obvious that the conversation had been more exciting to her then she was letting on.
Janice was embarrassed; her crotch was a swamp of sex juice. In fact, her juice had already soaked through her panties and was making a stain on the crotch of her sweat pants. Janice moaned as she felt Tim's fingers push into her pulsing hole. She spread her legs to give him better access. As his finger began to slide in and out, her hips moved up from the sofa, encouraging him to go deeper. She moaned in frustration when he suddenly pulled his finger out.
Tim quickly pulled Janice's top over her head then began to pull her pants down. She lifted her hips up and let him strip her naked. Then he stood up and looked at his sexy wife. She was lying back on the sofa, her legs were spread slightly apart, her thighs almost quivering. Her chest was moving up and down with her excited breathing and her eyes were hooded over with approaching pleasure.
When Tim's eyes moved down her body, he had to suppress a gasp. Her large nipples were hard, sticking out like pencil erasers. Her beautiful breasts sat up proudly, firm, yet soft. When he looked a little lower, he could see the very large inner lips protruding from her hair-covered vagina. He had always loved the way her vagina looked. He liked that the lips were long and fat. In fact, he had never seen any woman with lips as large as hers. Unfortunately, she rarely let him look at her like this. His mouth practically drooled as he looked at the dripping flesh between her legs. The few times she had let him eat her, it had been incredible to feel those fat lips in his mouth; he could practically fill his mouth with the swollen flesh.
Tim stripped off his clothes in record time and moved quickly into her arms. He moaned as his penis slid into his wife's willing body.
"Oh God, baby, you feel so good," Tim moaned as he began to move in and out of his wife's slick hole. When he felt her legs wrap around his waist, he began to pound into her with rapid strokes.
"Yes, yes, fuck me," Janice whispered, her excitement rising rapidly.
"Fuck me!" Tim thought. She never used language like that. Two could play that game, he thought. He bent to her ear. "Yes, I'm going to fuck you, baby. I'm going to pound into your pussy until you can't stand it anymore," Tim whispered, using words he had never spoken to her before.
"Oh yes, God yes fuuuucccckkk me!!!" Janice moaned as her excitement built beyond control.
Soon their bodies were covered in sweat as their moans filled the room. Tim worked to control his excitement. It had been a long time since he had been inside his wife and frankly, the conversation had excited him tremendously. Still, he wanted to make sure Janice enjoyed herself before he climaxed. He tried to think of anything but his wife's incredibly tight vagina. Suddenly, his dream flashed before his eyes. He wasn't with his wife any longer. He was watching... watching as she made love to another man. That was the wrong thing to think of.
Fortunately, Janice couldn't last very long either. "I'm going to cum," Janice breathed. "Yes, yes, ohhhhhhh!!!" she moaned as her body began to convulse in pleasure.
In his fantasy, his wife's lover bellowed that he was going to cum. He watched his beautiful wife wrap her legs around her lover, pulling him deep into her, waiting for his cum. This was the point at which time Tim always lost control.
Tim could feel his own balls pull tight to his body. "Oh God, baby, here it comes," he moaned. Then his penis throbbed and began to spurt juice into the welcoming hole of the women he loved.
Janice pulled Tim tightly to her, her heals digging into his buttocks, forcing him as deep as possible into her. She could feel her already saturated hole fill with her husband's seed. Suddenly an unwanted thought raced though her mind. It was no longer Tim between her legs, but rather her fantasy lover taking his pleasure inside her body. Without warning, a second, even more intense, climax rushed through her. She had never had two climaxes this close together. Hell, she was lucky to have one good one.
It was an intense coupling for both Tim and Janice. Maybe it was the argument... makeup sex was always good. Maybe, it was the thought of the suggestion Tim had made or the fantasy they secretly shared. Whatever the reason, it was the best sex the two had had in many of years. There was just a little crack in that emotional wall they had built.
Chapter 2
For the next several days, the only thing on Janice's mind was the proposition that Tim had made. At first, she dismissed it out of hand as a totally crazy idea. However, she couldn't deny that every time she thought of it, she could feel excitement begin to course through her.
There were a thousand questions going through her mind as well. What if Tim really wanted her to do something with another man? God, what if he wanted her to go to bed with another man? Could she really do it? Having someone in a fantasy was entirely different than doing it in real life. She knew that fantasies were innocent most of the time. She had read where most women dreamed of fantasy lovers.
And what about all the other things Tim had suggested? Sure she could go out without panties but could she really flash strangers? What about oral sex? She had grown up thinking it was dirty. Yes she had loved it the few times she had let Tim do it to her, but she had had too much to drink. At least that was her excuse. As far a performing oral sex, well, she really couldn't remember the few times she had done it to Tim because she had been intoxicated then, too. She knew that if she agreed to this wild game, she wouldn't be drunk.
Then there was the nagging thought that worried Janice more than anything else. Would Tim stray if he got the chance and she didn't change their sex life? She had seen his roving eye. He was a very handsome man and it would be easy for him to attract some immoral slut. Maybe he had already done it?



Janice knew that Tim loved her with all his heart. She felt the same way. But was that enough? Was love without true sexual satisfaction enough, especially for a couple in their thirties?
Suddenly, Janice knew what she had to do.
Tim had also been agonizing all week over their conversation. He had thought a hundred times that he should call her and tell her that it was all a joke,; that he could never do those things that he had read about. Yet, every time he thought about it, he felt an erection coming on.
He reached for the telephone to call Janice and tell her to forget what he had said when the telephone rang. "Hello."
"Tim," Janice said in a whisper, her voice strained.
"Janice, what's wrong?" Tim asked, clearly concerned.
"Nothing sweetie. I just wanted to tell you that I love you and that I have thought about your proposition. In fact, I have thought about nothing else. I have decided that the answer... the answer is yes," Janice said breathlessly.
"No honey, it's not necessary," Tim answered. "I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do. It was a crazy idea."
"I want to do it. I've thought about it all week and the truth is, it excites me."
Tim could feel his heart begin to pound in is chest. "Are you sure?" he asked uncertainly.
"Yes."
"Oh God," Tim said aloud without realizing it. Tim's brain began thinking of all the possibilities. He could feel his penis begin to harden in his pants. "God, I love you."
"I love you, sweetheart," Janice answered, her heart suddenly overflowing with love. "When do we start?" she asked hesitantly.
"Well, we both need to check on vacation. I think I can get off week after next," Tim said, taking a deep breath.
"Vacation? We have to take vacation?" Janice seemed surprised.
"That's what the couple in the article did. They even went out of town for a couple of days so that no one would recognize them."
"God, what did they do?" Janice asked, her voice shaking.
"I can't tell you that. Besides, we might not do the things that they did. I have my own ideas," Tim said with a little nervous laugh. In truth, he wasn't as confident as he wanted to appear. This was all new to him as well. However, he had a very active imagination and knew that he would come up with some pretty wild things. "Tim, I hope this doesn't get out of hand."
"We will make sure it doesn't honey," Tim reassured her. "Remember, you will have a safe word. Now do you think you can get some vacation?
"I have some time coming to me and I have a student teacher that wants to get her feet wet. However, I do have a guest lecturer coming in on Thursday, week after next," Janice said, thumbing through her calendar. Yes, Dr. Dan Forsman was coming to lecture her class that week. She didn't want to miss him. A little shiver ran through her as she thought of Dan. She hadn't seen him in over a year. No, she couldn't miss him. "If we can arrange it so that I can go in for several hours that day, I think I'm okay. However, let me check and let you know."
"Great! I love you so much," Tim said sincerely.
"Love you too sweetie, goodbye." Janice could feel her hands shaking as she hung up the telephone.
"Yes!" Tim said loud enough for his secretary to peek in to see if everything was okay.
"Is everything okay, Mr. Harwick?" Danielle asked, walking into Tim's office and closing his door.
Tim looked up at his pretty secretary. She was a gorgeous woman in her early 20's. She wore skirts too short and blouses too tight. It was clear to Tim that he could have her anytime he wanted. He had been tempted many times but had thus far resisted all her charms. He looked at the closed door with a frown then watched her walk over to the credenza that held the customer files.
"Everything is wonderful, Danielle," Tim smiled.
"I just need to get the Donnelly Fabrics file," Danielle smiled back and bent over to open the drawer.
Tim wanted to look away but found his eyes drawn to her rear as she bent forward. The short skirt pulled up in the back until he could see just the hint of her nylon tops. He already knew that she never wore pantyhose. He stared, fascinated by her sexy legs and the shinny nylons covering her thighs. Suddenly, he realized that she was looking back at him. He felt his face flush and turned away.
"The file isn't there. It must be in your desk." She turned and started to walk over to his desk.
Tim looked up at Danielle as she stopped suddenly and stood frozen, a strange expression on her face. However, she wasn't looking at his face. When he followed her eyes, he realized that she was staring at his crotch. He almost gasped. A large wet spot was forming on is slacks where his erection had slipped out of his underwear as it hardened down his leg. Now it was Tim that was paralyzed, but with embarrassment.
Danielle moved as if in a trance. She walked over and stood above Tim, her eyes never leaving the site of his erection twitching and leaking in his pants. Slowly she slid to her knees, her hands coming out to grasp his thighs.
Tim tensed. "Danielle," he gasped as he watched her hands slid up his thighs toward the tent in his pants. "Oh God," he moaned as her hand touched his swollen cloth- covered penis. He wanted to stop her but his hands wouldn't move.
Danielle could feel his penis twitching under her fingers as she slowly moved her hands across the large protrusion. God, she had wanted to do this for so long, she thought. She wasn't sure what had made him excited but she knew she couldn't miss the chance she had wanted for so long. Slowly her shaking fingers reached for his zipper.
The rasp of his zipper sounded loud in the quiet room.
"Danielle...," Tim gasped, his voice sounding like a squeak. The sexy woman between his legs ignored him.
Danielle moved one hand into the opening of his pants, searching for his hot flesh. A little moan escaped her lips as her hand wrapped around the smooth skin of his hard penis. She could grasp it but she was unable to pull it out. Sighing with frustration, she reached up, quickly unbuckled his pants, and began to tug them down.
"Danielle, we can't," Tim said feebly.
"Lift up," she said, ignoring him again. Danielle almost smiled when she felt her boss lift his hips and let her pull his pants and underwear to his ankles. Then she sucked in her breath when she saw his throbbing organ standing proudly before her eyes. It was beautiful, just like she had imagined a thousand times. The mushroom- shaped head pulsed with life as the entire penis throbbed in excitement. His testicles were large and squirming in their sack, swollen with sperm. A clear liquid was running out of the slit in a steady stream.
Tim's eyes were wide with excitement and fear. What am I doing? he thought. This is so wrong. Yet, there was no strength in his body to stop her. He moaned as he watched her cool hands caress his penis. Blood was rushing to his head, making everything fuzzy. It was almost like he was watching someone else - not him and his secretary. It was another woman's pretty hands with the bright red nail polish wrapped around some other guy's penis. Tim began to tremble. Suddenly, he saw his wife's face.
Danielle stared at the throbbing flesh in her hands. She caressed it, squeezing more of his clear juice from the slit in the head until it bubbled out and ran down the shaft and across her fingers. As she ran one hand up and down the shaft, she brought the other hand to her mouth and licked the slick juice from between her fingers, her eyes glancing up at her amazed boss. A smile appeared on her lips. Suddenly, she needed to taste his flesh in her mouth. With an animal- like groan she moved her head forward and enveloped the head.
"Oh my God," Tim moaned as he felt her warm mouth on the stretched skin of his penis. His hands gripped the arms of the chair as he watched the top of her head begin to move up and down.
Danielle was moaning as well. All of her senses were focused on the swollen knob in her mouth. She could taste the sweet juice running from the hole, she could smell his excitement. She sucked the head and ran her hand up and down the shaft as if she were milking him. In fact, she was milking him, desperate for the sweet juice in his swollen testicles. Danielle loved to perform oral sex. She was an expert. Sometimes she thought that she was obsessed with fellatio and drinking sperm.
Soon the room was filled with the sounds of Danielle's sucking mouth and their combined moans.
Tim couldn't believe how good it felt as he watched her mouth slobber over his rod. He had enjoyed it the few times Janice had done this but she was never very enthusiastic. Danielle appeared to love it.
"Oh God, Danielle, be careful or I'll..." he tried to warn her. It was already too late. Then with his last ounce of strength, he reached out in panic to grab her head. It was a weak and useless attempt to pull her head from his nearly climaxing penis.
Danielle moaned and shook her head, refusing to let him spoil it for her. She had waited too long not to get her reward now. She grabbed Tim's hands and pulled them from her head, holding them away. Then she worked her head up and down frantically, sucking hard; wanting desperately to bring him off before he could stop her. It worked!
"Ohhhhhhh!!!" Tim moaned when he felt his juice traveling up the shaft like an oil well ready to blow. He couldn't stop it now, even if he wanted to. Suddenly, his sperm exploded from the swollen head. His hips bucked up into Danielle's mouth. He vaguely heard her gurgling in pleasure as she drank his thick juice.
Danielle swallowed repeatedly as Tim filled her mouth with his sweet sperm. His penis throbbed repeatedly, forcing his thick juice into her mouth and down her throat. She wrenched one hand from Tim's grasp and wrapped her fingers around the shaft again. Her hand worked rapidly, pumping up and down in time with the throbbing shaft, milking the juice from him. Finally, she moaned in frustration when no more juice would come from the slowly deflating tube in her mouth. She swallowed one last time then let his penis slip from her lips. She looked up at her amazed boss and then stood up, smiling. "You have an appointment with Mr. Donnelly in fifteen minutes."
Tim sat in stunned silence as he watched Danielle wipe a drop of sperm from the corner of her mouth and lick it from her finger. She smiled devilishly before leaving his office. A few seconds later he realized that he was sitting in his office with his pants around his ankles and his wilted penis dripping onto the material of his slacks. With a deep sigh, he pulled his pants up and straightened his tie. Then he rushed red- faced past Danielle to the men's room to clean the whitish stains from his crotch before his client arrived.
When Tim left work that day, he was having pangs of guilt. He had never cheated on Janice. Maybe it wasn't really sex he told himself --- Clinton got away with that. However, deep inside he knew better. He stopped at a flower store and bought Janice a dozen roses.
It took Tim and Janice a couple of days to work out a mutual time for vacation. They told everybody that they had big plans for their vacation but were mysterious about where they were going or what they were doing.
Tim didn't say much to Janice about what was going to happen. He was being very secretive about everything. He knew that this was driving Janice mad but that was all part of the plan. He wanted her to be a little worried and excited, - that was part of the fun.
Tim made mysterious telephone calls. As hard as Janice tried, she couldn't figure out what was going on.
Finally, on the Saturday that their vacations started, Tim sat down with Janice. "Sweetie, I want to make sure you still want to do this?" Tim said as he took Janice's hand. He held his breath, hoping that she hadn't changed her mind.
"Sweetie, I want to make sure you still want to do this?" Tim said as he took Janice's hand. He held his breath, hoping that she hadn't changed her mind.
Janice didn't answer for a long time. "Yes, I still want to do it, but I'm scared," she finally said, her hands shaking and moist with her sweat. She looked at her husband of ten years and wondered if she really knew him. It almost seemed that he had become someone different. Not bad, just different. There was a light in his eyes and a bounce in his step that she hadn't seen in years.
Tim saw her pensive look and said, "You know that I would never, ever, hurt you, don't you?"
"Yes, but I don't know what's going to happen. What if I don't like it?" Janice said, tears coming to her eyes.
"If you don't agree to something that I am about to do you will use the safe word 'Geranium'. However, remember, if you use it three times, it's over and I win."
"What do you get if you win?" Janice asked.
"I want you to give me sex any time I want for the next year. However, if you don't use it three times, I am yours for a week. Then, after my week and you have used the code word less than me, you get to buy that convertible you have always wanted."
"It's confusing to me."
"Well, just remember that this is supposed to be fun and enhance our sex lives. Don't worry, I'll keep score," he said with a smile. "Listen, Janice, I know you have ideas about sex that have been drummed into you since you were young. Frankly, I have my own hang-ups. I think many marriages fail because couples never explore their relationship. I 'm sure that some of the things we will do, you will not like at first. I will be sensitive to that. However, I think that deep down inside that you will love most of it."
Janice could feel her head spinning with excitement and confusion. Who was this new man sitting across from her? she thought. She had slept almost every night with him for the last ten years yet never really knew him. God, maybe she didn't know herself any better.
"Tim?" she said quietly.
"What, sweety?"
"I don't want a convertible if I win."
"All right then, what do you want?"
"I want... uh... I want a baby!" Janice said hesitantly.
Tim's eyes opened wide in surprise. Not because Janice wanted a baby now but that she would bring it up as a bargaining chip. "I thought we were going to wait a few more years for that."
"I know, but I'm not getting any younger and neither are you."
"I know, sweetheart, but a baby makes life a lot more difficult with our careers and all," Tim answered in a less than convincing tone.
"That's the deal. Take it or leave it," Janice said trying to sound defiant.
Tim was silent for a few minutes as if he were mulling over the offer. The truth was that he was thinking that time was getting short as well. He was about to say that she could have her baby without winning the contest. However, the challenge might help him reach his objective of sexually liberating both of them. "Well, I guess I don't have any choice," he answered with a sigh. "However, if I win, I get all the sex I want and we wait another year. Deal?"
"Deal!" Janice said, her heart thumping with excitement. "Now, we have a couple of appointments at the mall," Tim said.
"At the mall?"
"Yep, we need to get you some new clothes," Tim smiled.
Chapter 3
"But why do I have to wear this short skirt just to go to the mall?" Janice asked as she tried vainly to pull the impossibly short skirt further down her thighs. It was a skirt that she had never worn because it was too short when she bought it. Now it was definitely too tight as well.
"Short skirt, white blouse, no bra and no panties," Tim responded.
"No bra or panties!" Janice practically screamed, as she stood topless with her hands on her hips in defiance.
"It's my rules. Now get those panties off and the thigh high nylons and the white blouse on," Tim said pointing to the clothes on the bed. "You look so cute when you're mad," he added.
"But we're just going to the mall," Janice tried to reason with Tim again.
"No buts. Now hurry up, I'll see you downstairs in ten minutes. Don't be late," Tim said with a confidence in his voice that he didn't really feel. This was the first test for Janice and him. He wasn't at all certain what the outcome would be.
Tim sighed a quiet sigh of relief when he saw Janice come down the stairs wearing the clothes he had asked. He felt a little twinge of excitement when he saw her dark nipples under the thin blouse. His hands went to her ass as he hugged her to him. She shivered when he squeezed her firm ass cheeks. Tim was satisfied when he felt her bare ass under her skirt.
A half-hour later he and Janice arrived at the mall. The first place they went was to a department store where Tim picked out four or five skirts, blouses, and dresses for Janice. Each piece of clothing had in the same thing in common:; they were short, tight, and revealing. No matter how much Janice protested, Tim wouldn't relent and made her try each article on.
Janice felt very uncomfortable trying on the clothes because she was naked under them. She had never tried on clothes without underwear except for when she was buying bathing suits. However, as much as she tried to deny it, the situation was exciting her. Her hands were shaking as she tried on one lacy blouse, looked in the mirror, and saw her nipples poking through. Then she put on one of the little skirts Tim had selected. God, you could practically see my crotch in this, she thought. She turned around and looked at the rear view in the mirror as she bent forward slightly. A sudden thrill of pride went through her when she saw the long expanse of her thighs revealed below the short hem. "My legs still look pretty damn good," she said in a whisper to herself. Then she bent a little further forward and gasped. The cheeks of her ass were revealed and the puffy pouch of her vagina could be plainly seen between her thighs.
"Are you ever going to come out of there?" Tim asked from outside the curtain.
Janice's face was flush when she peeked out of the dressing room and was told by Tim to come out so he could see the clothes. She rushed out, praying that there was no one else around. Unfortunately, there were two older women waiting for a booth. They both looked at Janice with surprise and a hint of disapproval. As soon as Tim gave his nod of approval, she rushed back into the privacy of the dressing room, her heart pounding in her chest.
"Old biddies!" she said to herself.
Finally, she had tried on every article of clothing. Tim took the ones he liked most and purchased them while Janice dressed again.
The next stop was the exercise section where Tim made Janice purchase several pair of skin-tight stretch shorts and tops. He said she needed to get into shape.
As Tim and Janice walked hand in hand down the mall, he noticed that all the men who passed them would look at Janice's bouncing breasts. He could feel her tense beside him when one would stare for too long. Yet, there was nothing she could do to stop the staring. There were several men who seemed to pass by more than once. It almost seemed to Tim as if Janice was walking taller, with her chest thrust out. Tim smiled with pride.
"Yes, this should do," Tim said almost to himself as he stopped in front of a shoe store. Then he turned to Janice. "I want you to go in and pick out three or four pair of four -inch high heels. They can be any color;, you decide."
"Aren't you coming in?" she asked.
"No, I'll wait out here."
Janice thought that was strange but walked into the shoe store and began to look around. As she stood looking at a pair of shoes, a young man came up to her and asked if he could help. She looked around for a female clerk but saw none. Suddenly it dawned on Janice. There were two young men in the store and she was going to have to be waited on by one of them. Her heart started to pound as she realized that when she sat down there would be no way that she could prevent the young man from looking up her skirt. When Janice turned to look for Tim, she saw him standing outside looking through the window with a smile on his face.



"Ma'am, may I help you?" the young man asked again.
"Uh... I'm sorry, uh... I would like to see these shoes in various colors," Janice said nervously, pointing to a pair of stiletto heels. "Size 8 medium, I think."
"Have a seat right over there. Let's get a measurement first," the young man said with a bright smile. The clerk led Janice over to a chair and had her sit down. He knelt at her feet, fiddling with the measuring device.
Janice could feel her face turning red as she saw the young man's eyes on her very exposed thighs. He was so young, maybe just out of high school or - God forbid! - still in high school. She looked away, unable to watch as the clerk sat on a low stool and reached for her foot. Then he lifted her leg in order to get her foot situated in the measuring device. She could feel her thighs separating and knew that he could see far up her thighs.
The young man had seen plenty of women come in with short skirts on. He and his partner would fight over which one of them would wait on the best-looking women. It was his turn. He was delighted when he saw this older woman come into the store. From the angle that he was sitting now, he had a fairly clear view up her skirt. She wasn't wearing nylons and it almost looked like she wasn't wearing any panties either.
The clerk took an inordinately long time to get the proper measurements. He even took the other foot and measured it saying that everybody had one foot that was smaller than the other. His eyes were rarely on the measuring device though. Subtly, he tried to maneuver her legs to get a better view.
However, Janice wasn't going to make it easy for him. She continually pulled her skirt down and shifted to protect her modesty. It was a losing battle.
Finally, when the young clerk could delay it no more, he got up, excused himself, and went over toward the stock room to get several pair of shoes.
"Hey, Ron," he whispered excitedly as he passed his partner. "We have a hot one over there. I don't think she has any panties on. And I know she isn't wearing a bra. God, you should see those nipples!"
"No kidding?" the other clerk said excitedly. "Can I help?"
"She's mine," he said smugly.
"Come on man! I let you work with one of mine," the other boy pleaded.
"All right, if you loan me ten bucks until payday, you can bring a couple of pairs out."
"No problem," the other boy smiled, pulling a ten-dollar bill from his wallet and following his friend into the stock room.
The clerk hurried back to Janice with a stack of boxes of shoes. "I wasn't sure which style you would like, so I brought a couple in each color."
Janice tried to concentrate on getting a pair of shoes that fit but it was nearly impossible. In spite of her embarrassment, she could feel herself getting excited. She tried vainly to keep her legs together as the young boy moved her feet carelessly around again, pretending to have trouble fitting her foot into the shoes. Finally, she sighed in resignation and decided that if Tim wanted her to act like a slut that's what she would do. She looked one last time at Tim through the window. She gave him a tight-lipped frown and thought briefly about sticking her tongue out at him. Then she turned back to the young man sitting on the low stool in front of her.
Her heart was pounding in her chest when she lifted her leg, setting her foot on the chair to buckle a strap around her ankle. This caused her skirt to slide up her leg. One thigh slipped away from the other in the process. If the young man had any doubt that she was wearing no underwear, it had been removed. Janice saw his eyes staring directly at her exposed crotch. She suppressed a moan when she felt her large sex lips pulse and juice begin to trickle out.
It became almost comical watching the two young men scurry around, bringing her shoe after shoe. By the time she had purchased three pair, both young men had tents in their pants and Janice was worried that she was going to leave a stain on the back of her skirt. She walked up to the counter and gave the boy her credit card with a smile. She saw his face blush when she looked him in the eyes. When he handed her the card back she said, "Thank you, young man. You were very helpful."
"Uh... uh... you're welcome," he stuttered.
When Janice walked out of the store with her shoes in a bag, Tim was standing there with a wide grin on his face. "Was that fun for you?" she asked, trying unsuccessfully to act angry.
"Yes, it was. Now we have one last stop at the lingerie store."
Janice moaned and walked with Tim down the mall. She could feel her thighs sticking together as her juice still trickled from her swollen lips.
"Hi, Tim," an attractive woman said in greeting as the two walked into the store. Then she hugged him in a familiar fashion and kissed him briefly on the lips.
"Hi, Felicia," Tim said, returning the hug. "Felicia Raymond, this is my wife, Janice," Tim said turning to introduce his wife.
"Hi, Janice," Felicia said with a bright smile.
"Hello," Janice said in a less than friendly tone. She wondered how Tim knew this strikingly beautiful older woman. Suddenly she felt a little twinge of jealousy.
It was easy for Tim to see the look of concern on Janice's face. "Felicia and I go back a long way together. I worked with her when she left her ad agency. She is going to help us pick out some nice sexy outfits for you."
Janice looked at Felicia in surprise. She didn't need any help picking out underwear. Tim acted like this had all been prearranged she thought.
Felicia smiled at Tim. She was surprised by his call yesterday but readily agreed to go along with his plan to make his married life a little more exciting. Felicia would do anything for Tim because he was more than a friend. She owed him... she owed him big. When she was in her thirties, everybody thought she was washed up. Though she was still beautiful, no one wanted a model in her thirties. Tim took her into his agency and got her work that made her enough money to be comfortable for the rest of her life. She and Tim had never been intimate but she would have done anything he wanted.
Felicia was a divorced woman in her early forties. She had taken some of the money she had made working for Tim's agency and bought the store. While she didn't really need the money, the store kept her busy and gave her the opportunity to stay involved with the modeling business. In fact, she had been instrumental in starting several young ladies in the business. When she looked at Janice she mused that she was pretty enough to be a model herself.
Felicia still had a classy look and moved like the model she had been. She was tall with black hair and penetrating blue eyes. Her body was still in great shape and she had even avoided the surgeon's knife, unlike so many of her friends.
"Come with me," Felicia said, taking Janice's hand and led her toward the back of the store. "Sandy, take the counter for me," Felicia said to a young woman who was straightening up clothes.
"Certainly, Ms. Raymond," the woman replied and hurried to the front.
Janice saw that there were a number of sexy outfits hanging on a bar in the dressing room area and some lying on a table.
"Jim tells me you are about my size but I can see that you have a much larger chest," Felicia said with an indulgent smile at Tim.
Janice blushed when she saw the woman look directly at her almost see-through blouse. She knew that her nipples were still hard and plainly visible through the thin material.
"Men!" Felicia said with a little smile as she sized up Janice's full breasts under the thin blouse. "I'm sure I have some sexy bras that will fit you. Try this corset on while I go and get larger- sized bras," Felicia said, handing her an outfit on a hanger.
Janice stepped behind the curtain and took off her blouse and skirt, leaving her naked but for her heels and nylons. She picked up the first piece of clothing. She looked at the tiny piece of material in her hand. It was skimpy waist cincher that had garter straps hanging from the bottom. Before Janice could put it on, the curtain opened and Felicia walked in. Janice jumped and pulled the little piece of material over her body. It was much too small to cover her nakedness.
"Here are some larger bras. The material is soft but under-wired to help support you when you are wearing a low- cut outfit," Felicia said, smiling at Janice's embarrassment. She appraised the naked woman in front of her. She looks even better with her clothes off, Felicia thought as her eyes ran up and down the younger woman's body. "Don't worry, sweetie, I've been in the modeling business for a lot of years and I have seen more naked women then you can count." Felicia reached out and pulled the waist cincher from Janice's hand.
Janice stood naked and in shock, as Felicia then wrapped the little piece of clothing around her waist and snapped it up the back. It had cup areas where the breasts would be supported, but her upper breasts and nipples were left bare. It squeezed her waist in, emphasizing her hips and bust. When worn under clothes, it would look like she was braless.
Felicia moved around Janice, touching her body here and there making sure the outfit was comfortable. She put her fingers under the sides, checking for fit. She even lifted the cups under Janice's breasts insuring it was the correct size.
Janet stood tensely as this attractive woman touched her body in places that not even her doctor dared touch.
"There, that looks very sexy," she said and pushed the curtain slightly aside and motioned to Tim.
Tim looked into the dressing room at his mortified wife. "Wow, that looks great. We'll take it," Tim said excitedly.
"All right, calm down, boy. We have a lot more to try on. I'll call you when we need you." Felicia closed the curtain.
For over an hour, Felicia helped Janice try on outfit after outfit. With each piece of clothes, Felicia took more and more liberties with Janice. Janice, for her part, felt helpless. No matter how hard she tried to hate what was happening, her body betrayed her. She could feel herself quivering inside. Her heart was racing when she saw Felicia kneel in front of her to clip a pair of nylons to the garter around her waist. She was embarrassed when she realized that Felicia's face just inches from her swollen crotch. Janice was afraid to look down for she knew that her large inner lips were swollen and protruding from between the outer lips. She could even smell her own excitement so she knew that Felicia could smell it as well.
"Oh my," Felicia said when she looked at Janice's crotch. Her thighs were literally covered in a clear juice. It hung in silvery strings from her pubic hair and the swollen inner lips. "Excuse me just a second." Felicia left the dressing room and returned a minute later with several Kleenex tissues.
Janice stood paralyzed with fear as Felicia again knelt and pushed her legs apart. She used the Kleenex to gently wipe her glistening thighs. It seemed that she spent more time than was necessary wiping up the juice. Little shivers rippled through Janice's body as she felt the breath of the woman on her upper legs. When she looked down, she could only see the top of the woman's head, but she could tell that her eyes were staring at her vagina. For a second she thought that she was going to lean forward and kiss her.
"I've never seen lips that large before," Felicia whispered almost to herself.
Then Janice saw one of Felicia's fingers slide up her thigh. "Oh God," she moaned as she felt the finger slide across her thigh. Slowly it moved upward until it touched her swollen lips. The finger slid between the lips and across the swollen clit. Suddenly, and incredibly, Janice felt a climax run down her body. She felt like she might collapse as her hands reached out and grasped the older woman's shoulders for support. "Ohhhhh!!! Oh Jesus," she whimpered as her body shook with illicit pleasure.
Felicia stood up, placing her hands on Janice's hips to steady her. The older woman was breathing heavily as well now. She looked into Janice's surprised face. "I think we have enough clothes for you today," she said breathlessly, pulling her naked body to her.
Janice was staring right into the classy woman's eyes, her breasts flattened against the Felicia's cloth-covered chest of Felicia. Again, she felt like Felicia was going to kiss her. This time she was right. Her eyes opened wide in shock as Felicia moved her lips to hers for a wet kiss. Janice stood tensely as the older woman's mouth opened and her tongue pushed on her own closed lips. The probing tongue was insistent and forced itself into her mouth. Janice moaned in spite of herself when she tasted the woman's sweet saliva.
Felicia pulled away from her naked friend. "Tim is a lucky man and you are a very sexy woman," Felicia said and touched Janice's face gently with her hand. "Maybe I'll see you again, sweetie."
Janice was speechless. She never remembered feeling attracted to a woman before. Yet, as she stared into her eyes, she almost felt drawn to kiss her back. With all her will, she restrained herself and pulled away. She saw a little disappointment in Felicia's eyes. "Uh... thank you... you were a big help," Janice quickly added, her face turning red at the thought of what she was really thanking her for.
Felicia's face brightened. "You're welcome. , Anytime."
Tim almost had to carry Janice from the mall that afternoon. Her legs felt like rubber. The entire experience had almost been too much for her.
As soon as Tim and Janice left the store, Felicia went over to her assistant. "Sandy, put a sign on the door that we are out to dinner and then come back in the back room."
Sandy's face broke into a wide grin. "Yes, ma'am," she said and hurried to put the sign in the window. Felicia was already naked when Sandy walked into the back of the store.
Chapter 4
Tim made Janice a strong drink when they arrived home. He left her sitting on the bed and went into the bathroom. A short time later he came out and pulled Janice from the bed. She was like a rag doll as he stripped her clothes off and led her into the bathroom.
The bathroom was lit in the glow of a dozen fragrant candles. The large Jacuzzi tub was filled with a steaming bubble bath.
Janice stepped into the steaming water and settled down with a moan of pleasure. Tim handed her another drink, then leaned over the tub, and gently began to bath her. At one point he looked at her face and smiled. "I love you," he whispered and kissed her lips gently.
When he was finished washing her, Tim left, letting Janice soak for a long time before he came back in and pulled her to her feet. He took a soft fluffy towel and dried her but didn't let her get out of the tub.
Janice saw that he had brought with him a pair of scissors, a razor, and shaving cream. She looked at him quizzically as he placed them on a towel on the side of the tub. She felt a sinking feeling as he picked up the scissors and began to trim her pubic hair. When he had it very short, he lathered her up and used the razor to remove all of her pubic hair. Then he rinsed her with a gentle spray of warm water and patted her dry.
"Beautiful," Tim said to himself as he looked at his handiwork.
Tim took Janice's hand and began to lead her out of the bathroom. When he felt her stop, he turned to look at her. He saw that she was staring into the mirror at her smoothly shaven pubic mound.
God, I almost look obscene, she thought as she looked at her large protruding inner lips hanging from her hairless pubic area. She had never really noticed how incredible large they were. She knew that they got even larger when she was excited. Then she felt a tug on her hand and followed Tim into the bedroom.
"Get on the bed on your back," Tim ordered.
She looked at him like she didn't understand.
"Come on, get on the bed."
Janice climbed onto the bed and laid on her back in the middle. She was shocked when Tim began to tie her hands to the bedpost above her head. "Tim, what are you doing?" she asked, frightened.
"Shhhhh!" Tim whispered, as he finished tying her hands then went to her feet. He pulled her legs apart and tied each leg to a bedpost. When he had her spread and helpless on the bed, he stood back and stripped off his clothes. Then he crawled onto the bed, between his wife's legs, on his hands and knees. He looked up at her and said, "You never seemed to have really liked it when I have eaten you before. I'm going to eat you this time for my own pleasure. I hope you enjoy it as well."
"Tim, no, oh God!," Janice exclaimed as she watched Tim bend his head. It's dirty! her mind screamed.
Tim kissed slowly up her thighs, taking time to touch every inch of her soft inner thigh. He could feel her legs tremble as he neared her vagina. However, when he got close, he moved back - all the way to her knee. He kissed down her calf to her ankle until finally he reached her toes.
Janice watched as Tim opened his mouth and took her big toe inside. She felt a chill run down her spine. It tickled, yet suddenly her vagina began to throb. She would have never believed that having her toe sucked could be sensual. Yet, she could feel her sex lips begin to swell as Tim sucked first one toe then another until ever toe was wet with his saliva. His tongue moved between each toe, sliding in and out slowly, sensuously. Then he moved to the other foot, kissed, and licked it until he felt Janice quivering. Finally, he began to kiss up her legs again, stopping to lick the sensitive areas around her knee.
Now Tim could feel Janice begin to squirm, pulling unconsciously against her bonds. He smiled to himself as he neared her vagina again. He could smell her excitement and he could see that her lips were now swollen. There was a clear liquid running from her hole. Her beautiful, smoothly shaven vagina excited him beyond reason. He was shaking as he settled between her legs. Tim stuck out his tongue and gentle licked Janice's swollen lips.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned.
Tim used his fingers to pry the outer lips open, leaving the inner lips exposed. He stared at the wrinkled flesh for a long time. Finally, he gently blew warm air on the sensitive skin and watched it quiver.
"Oh God, Tim!," Janice pleaded, pulling on her bonds.
Tim looked up at her lust- filled eyes. He stuck out his tongue and touched the swollen clit with the tip of his tongue.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned and threw her head back, her fists closed tightly.
Then he flicked his tongue rapidly on the quivering nub. Janice began to shake like she having a seizure, her arm's and leg's pulling at her bonds. "Ohhhhhhh Godddddd!!!!"
"Ohhhhhhh Godddddd!!!!"
Tim opened his mouth and sucked the swollen lips inside. His mouth was practically filled with her sweet flesh. Tim moaned deep in his throat at the taste of his wife's vagina. He knew that he would never be denied this pleasure again.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!," Janice screamed, pulling violently against the bonds holding her arms and legs. Suddenly, it felt like her body might go into convulsions. Every muscle was stretched like a rubber band. Her hips lifted off the bed.
Tim grabbed her hips, holding them down and began to suck her swollen vagina like a madman, ignoring her screams.
Fireworks were going off in Janice's head, causing bright flashes of light behind her tightly closed eyes. She had never felt anything like it in her life. Shock waves emanated from her groin and ran up and down her body. "Tim, Tim, ohhhhhh God, Tim," she breathed as the most incredible climax of her life rolled through her.
Tim continued to eat his wife long after her shuddering stopped. He was lost in his own world until he heard her moans change. He realized that she was becoming sensitive. When he pulled away and looked up at her, he saw that her eyes were closed and there were tears rolling down her cheeks. Suddenly concerned, he untied her hands and feet, crawled in bed next to her and pulled her into his arms. "Is everything okay?" he asked, clearly worried.



"Everything is wonderful," she whispered, her voice heavy with emotion.
Tim was relieved when he saw a smile come through the tears. The hardness of his penis had diminished some when he thought he had gone too far. However, as soon as their lips met, he was rock hard again.
"Thank you, thank you. That was... That was... incredible. I never knew what I was missing," Janice said sincerely. "Where did you learn that stuff?"
"I read a lot," Tim said, his face turning red at the admission.
Janice looked at him, searching his eyes for the truth. It was there. "Do you... do you... uh... want me to you know... do the same to you?" she struggled to say.
"Not tonight. Right now I want to be inside you," Tim replied, almost embarrassed again.
Janice smiled and lifted her leg and placed it over Tim's hip, her breast pressed to his chest. She reached down and grasped his hard penis and felt it pulse in her hand. She was almost surprised at the size. It somehow seemed larger, almost like she was feeling him for the first time. She heard him moan as she brought the swollen head to her still sensitive lips. First she rubbed it up and down her slit, letting her fat, blood filled inner lips massage the head. Then she placed it at the opening of her hole, grabbed his hips, and pulled him slowly into her, humping her hips at the same time.
"Oh Jesus," Tim moaned as he felt his wife's warm tunnel caresses his flesh, taking him deep inside. Tim began to slowly move in and out, trying to control his excitement. "Oh God, baby, I'm not going to last very long," he said with regret.
"It's okay. I want you to cum in me. I want everything that you've been saving for me all day. I want to sleep all night with your sweet sperm inside me. I love you Tim." Janice kissed Tim's lips, forcing her tongue deep into his mouth.
Tim moaned deep into his wife's mouth as his penis jerked inside her body. It was his turn for fireworks to go off in his head as his pent- up excitement and love released itself into his wife's loving body.
Janice could feel her husband's sperm filling her. She felt closer to him then she had ever felt before.
They fell asleep in each other's arms, Tim's penis gradually losing its firmness and slipping from her body, followed by a trail of his sperm.
Chapter 5
"Wake up, sleepyhead," Tim said as he walked into the bedroom with a tray of food.
Janice opened her eyes slowly then smiled as she remembered last night. "Good morning, sweetheart," she said as she set up in bed and stretched. "What's this? , Breakfast in bed? Did I die and go to heaven?" she joked.
"Nope, I just wanted to make sure that you had plenty of strength for today."
Janice looked at Tim with a worried look. "What's going to happen today that I need my strength?" she asked as she watched Tim sit a tray with cereal, toast, orange juice, and coffee on her lap.
"Well, we are going to go to the gym. I think you are a little out of shape," he said with a smile. "Then I'm taking you to dinner at a nice restaurant. I have a little surprise for you that will make our dinner very interesting."
"What kind of surprise?" Janice asked with dread in her voice as she slowly began to eat.
"You'll find out. That's all I'll tell you for now."
Janice moaned as a shiver raced through her. "Tim, yesterday was wonderful but I don't know about the other stuff."
"Well, you know the safe word. If you say it three times, we will stop everything," Jim said with a frown.
Janice was quiet for a long time, thinking as she ate. She couldn't deny that yesterday and last night was the most exciting time of her life, even more exciting than her wedding night. She wasn't about to use the safe word for this. "No, I don't want to use the safe word," she stated emphatically.
Tim sighed with relief. He was so excited about the week ahead that he could hardly wait. Yet, he knew that he had to be calm and take his time. If he made a critical mistake, it could all be over with and that could be a serious blow to their relationship.
When Janice finished breakfast and got out of bed, she realized that she needed another shower. She had dried cum all over her legs and her vagina. She took a long shower then dried herself and used a scented cream on her body. When she lifted one leg to the vanity to smooth cream on the back of her thigh, she almost gasped. She saw her vagina almost obscenely exposed, the large lips dangling between her smooth outer lips. With trembling fingers she opened herself, exposing her little clit and already wet hole. The little nub was still swollen some. It was smooth and almost looked like a miniature penis. When she touched the bump of flesh, it quivered and she moaned. It was still sensitive from the previous night. Then she slid a finger into her hole. Another gasp escaped her lips and her hips began to move. With great will power, she pulled her finger out. It was shinny with juice. On impulse she brought the finger to her mouth and sucked it clean. Her finger tasted like her, yet there was something more. Suddenly she remembered that she probably had some of Tim's sperm left inside her. An excited shiver raced through her as she moved her fingers back to her vagina. This time she slid two inside and worked them around. When she pulled them out, they were slick with juice. Again, she brought the fingers to her mouth and one at a time she sucked them clean.
Janice spent a long time exploring herself like she should have done as a little girl. Unfortunately, she had been taught that it was dirty. Finally, she concluded that there was nothing dirty about her sexual parts. In fact, she liked the way she looked.
When she finally came out of the bathroom, she saw that Tim had laid out a pair of exercise shorts and top. Just as she picked up the shorts, Tim came in carrying her exercise suit and wearing his own exercise outfit.
"Come on, sweetie, we have to get moving."
Janice started to get a pair of panties from the dresser.
"No panties!" Tim said, sitting on the bed to watch her dress.
Janice looked at Tim and gave him an indulgent smile. She put her feet into the shorts and pulled them up her thighs. She immediately realized that these shorts were very, very tight. By the time she had them around her waist, she knew that there had to be a mistake. "These shorts are too small. They must have made a mistake at the store."
"No, they didn't. I got them two sizes smaller," Jim smiled lecherously.
"God, I can't wear these," she said as she walked over to the full-length mirror on the back of the door. She gasped when she saw that the skintight gray cotton shorts revealed her vagina in an obscene manner. The seam of the shorts ran directly between her lips, separating them and emphasizing their size. The only good thing was that the shorts had an absorbent pad in the crotch. However, the pad only served to further separate and stimulate the lips of her vagina.
Tim watched from the bed as Janice looked at herself in the mirror with shock on her face. He loved the shorts. From the rear, they shaped and outlined her ass to perfection. He could even see the little dimple she had on her right cheek. The seam in the rear separated her ass cheeks, emphasizing their firmness beautifully.
"Tim, I'll be arrested if I walk out of the house in these," she pleaded.
"That's why I have an exercise suit for you. Now, come on. , Put your top and shoes on and let's get going," Tim ordered.
Janice sighed in resignation and pulled the sport top over her head. It was not a surprise to her that the matching top was just as tight. It shaped her breasts like the shorts shaped her ass. Her nipples could be seen without them even being hard. Even the bumps on the areola could be plainly seen. The top came just below her breasts, leaving a long expanse of her stomach bare.
Tim and Janice drove silently to the gym. They were both excited, but in a different way. Tim was excited that he was going to expose his wife to all the lecherous men. Janice was excited as well, but she was also worried. She hadn't been to the gym in a long time. However, there still could be someone there that she knew there. That thought worried her and made her heart beat rapidly.
The gym was a large facility on the outskirts of town. It had a very large room that was mirrored all around with treadmills, exercise bikes, step machines and other aerobic equipment. There were several physical trainers available for a fee. There was also a swimming pool, sauna, juice bar, and every piece of weight equipment made. The facility was always packed with people. However, it seemed to Janice that most of the people there didn't need a gym because they were already in great shape. It was a great place to show off.
Tim and Janice walked into the gym and found a couple of treadmills together. Tim began his warm-up exercises and watched Janice begin hers. When he was sufficiently warm, Tim slipped off his sweat suit and got on the treadmill. He watched as Janice continued to warm up, delaying the inevitable.
"Come on, Janice," Tim coaxed.
Janice knew that she couldn't delay it forever so she slowly slipped off her pants and top. She looked around and saw that no one was looking her way yet. She adjusted the treadmill and began to walk at a rapid pace. It only took her a few seconds to realize that she was in trouble. The seam of the tight shorts was moving back and forth between her sex lips. Within seconds, every step began to send a little sexual shock through her groin.
Tim smiled as he watched Janice begin to run. He could see the look on her face and knew exactly what she was feeling. He congratulated himself on being so diabolical.
Within ten minutes, Janice was struggling to remain calm. Her heart was beating rapidly but not just from the exercise. She wasn't sure how long she could stand the rubbing between her legs. God she thought, she could even feel the seam rubbing on her little rear hole. It was a sawing motion, moving from back to front with each stride.
Soon, Janice's face was red and dripping sweat. She could feel her heart beating in her temples. Suddenly, she looked in the mirror in front of her and saw several guys standing behind her, pretending to talk. However, she knew that they were looking at her ass. An unwanted thrill raced through her, adding juice to her already sodden crotch. Suddenly, her legs started to quiver and she grasped the support bars in her hands. No matter how she fought it, her body betrayed her. She quickly moved her feet to the side of the moving treadmill as her vagina started to quiver and her legs shook. Her head bent forward and she gripped the bars until her knuckles turned white as ripples of pleasure coursed through her.
Tim looked over and saw Janice leaning forward, no longer running, her body quivering. He knew what was happening; Janice was climaxing right in the middle of the public gym. He had been successful beyond his wildest dream.
The two men behind Janice were not paying attention to her face; they were staring at her ass as she bent forward.
Janice couldn't believe what had just happened to her. She had never had a climax that fast or that easily. Her legs were still shaking as she got back on the treadmill. She reduced the speed until it was only at a fast walk. Even then, she could still feel the seam rubbing her now very sensitive vagina. She fought her rising excitement again. It was the longest half-hour she had ever spent on a treadmill.
Tim came over to Janice when he was finished on the treadmills. "I have arranged for a little lesson for you with Steve Jackson on the weights," he said.
"Oh God," Janice groaned, as she wiped her sweat covered face and then wrapped the towel around her waist to cover her shorts.
Tim led Janice over to the weight exercise area. There he introduced Janice to a good looking and very fit young man. He was in his mid twenties with a gymnast's body. His upper body, under his tight shirt, rippled with muscles. He had on a pair of jogging shorts, exposing most of his muscled legs.
"I'll leave you in Steve's very capable hands dear. I'm going to get a fruit drink at the bar."
Janice stood in front of Steve, holding her towel at her waist to cover up her obscene shorts. However, she could see his eyes staring at her very hard nipples.
"Okay, Mrs. Harwick, we'll start out with the free weights. Have a seat here and lean back. Have you used weights before?" the young man asked, smiling as he watched Janice pull the towel from her waist.
"Uh... yes I have," Janice said as she lay back under the barbell. Her face flushed at the thought of the view she was giving the young man. In this position, her legs were spread and her lower half was exposed to anyone that wanted to see her. She could already feel Steve's eyes on her groin. She even thought she heard an intake of breath on his part.
Steve put Janice through an exercise routine that was designed for someone that had not exercised for a while. He had her lift with her arms, her legs and even had her on her stomach, letting her lift with the back of her lower legs. In that position, her ass was on display to the steady stream of men that seemed to need to pass by.
At one point Steve stood over Janice's prone body, straddling her chest to support the barbell she was attempting to lift. Janice had to gasp when she realized that she could look directly up his short leg. My God, she thought, he doesn't have any underwear on. She could see his half hard erection up the leg of his shorts. A little whimper escaped her lips as she felt her vagina quiver with renewed excitement.
Janice was relieved when the lesson was finally over. Even with the pad in her shorts, she could feel her juice soaking through.
Steve handed Janice a business card. She looked at the card and saw that he was a certified fitness trainer and licensed masseuse. It also showed that he gave private lessons and massages in the home.
Chapter 6
Tim was waiting for Janice when she came out of the bathroom after her shower. "I have a reservation at seven at Gerardo's. I've laid out everything you will need to wear. However, when you're dressed, I have one little addition."
Janice looked at him suspiciously as she put on the pretty summer dress. The dress was bright yellow and made of a thin cotton material. It was short as usual but this time it was also low cut with little spaghetti straps holding the material covering her bare breasts. She knew that she would have to be careful when she bent over or one or both breasts would fall out. She was surprised when she saw that there was a pair of panties lying on the bed with her dress and thigh high nylons. When she was dressed, she put on a pair of the four-inch high heels that she had purchased yesterday.
Tim whistled when he saw the total package. "You look gorgeous, sweetie," he said sincerely.
Janice spun around in front of the mirror. I do look pretty good, she thought. Her nice tan went well with the yellow color of the dress. The impossibly high heels emphasized her calf and thigh muscles.
"Now, I have a little addition to your outfit." He held up a small, penis shaped, rubber vibrator. It was flesh colored and looked to be about five inches long. In Tim's other hand was a remote control device.
"What is that?" Janice asked, already knowing the answer.
"Pull your dress up for a second."
Janice shook her head in amazement and then pulled her dress up to reveal her little cotton panties. She watched as Tim pulled her panties to her thighs. A moan escaped her lips when he slowly slipped the fake penis into her vagina. "Tim," she moaned when the rubber penis was all the way inside her.
Tim quickly pulled the panties up, securing the base of the device inside her body. "Now let's test it." Tim turned on the vibrator.
"Ohhhh!" Janice gasped as the penis vibrated inside her. She could feel her entire pubic area vibrate, especially her rapidly swelling clit.
Tim turned the knob to the second notch.
"Tim," Janice pleaded as she felt the movement inside her increase.
"One more." The control device was moved to the third notch.
"Oh God, Tim! Stop it, please."
Tim smiled, leaving the device on for a few more seconds. He watched his wife begin to quiver in excitement. Mercifully, he finally turned the device off. "That should do it." He smiled and took his wife's shaking hand and led her down the stairs.
Tim felt proud of his creativity. All his years in the creative side of the ad business had paid off, he thought with a smile on his face. He had purchased the device at a local porn shop. It was a little expensive because it was cordless, but worth every penny. The battery-operated remote worked from about ten feet away so he could turn it on and off anytime he wanted. Tim was going to have fun tonight.
Janice could feel the fake penis moving inside her with every step that she took as she walked to the car. She gave Tim a dirty look as she sat carefully on the seat and slid into the car. A little groan escaped her lips as her weight forced the penis deeper into her. She squirmed on the seat until she found a place where she could sit comfortably. It wasn't exactly lady like, as she had to scoot forward and open her legs.
Tim hurried around the car and got into the driver's seat. After he had started the car, he paused and took the device out of his pocket. He smiled evilly at Janice and turned the knob.
Janice closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs together as a little moan escaped her lips.
"Still works," Tim said and turned the device off.
Tim and Janice sat quietly as they drove to the restaurant. When they stopped at a light about a block from the restaurant, Tim turned the vibrator on again.
"Tim, please," Janice pleaded, her hips squirming.
"I'm going to leave it on until the light changes," Tim said in a matter -off -fact tone.
"Oh God," Janice moaned as she stared at the red light as if that would make it change quicker. However, it was a long light, lasting several minutes. Within a few seconds, Janice was breathing heavily and she could feel her panties getting soaked. Her buttocks began to lift subtly off the seat. "Tim," Janice moaned, clenching her fists.
Tim watched his wife with a big smile on his face. His only concern was that she would climax before he was ready. He didn't want that to happen. It was his intention to tease her until she was wild with passion. Then he was going make love to her. Or better yet, he was going to FUCK her.
Fortunately for Janice, the light changed and Tim turned off the device before she lost control. She let out her breath and sighed with relief and frustration.
Tim held Janice's hand as they were led to an intimate table in a corner of the restaurant. He could feel her squeezing his hand with each step. He knew that the fake penis was moving inside her.
Tim held the chair for Janice as she sat carefully. She frowned at him, her lips pursed. Tim just smiled back and moved over to his chair and sat down, placing the control device on the table next to his silverware. After the waitress had taken their drink order, Tim picked up the device, holding it idly in his hand.
Janice watched her husband wearily as he fingered the device. When the waitress came back and sat the drinks on the table, Janice saw Tim move the device under the table. Immediately she felt the vibrations begin again and tried to suppress a moan.
The waitress heard her gasp and said, "Is everything okay, Miss.?"
"Uh... uh... yes, everything is fine," Janice stuttered.
"What's that noise?" the waitress asked when she heard a low humming sound.
Janice's face turned beet red when she realized that the end of the vibrator was touching the wooden chair under her.



Tim turned the device off quickly. "I didn't hear anything," Tim said, suppressing a laugh.
"I thought for sure I heard a noise. Oh well, my hearing isn't what it used to be. Are you ready to order?"
"Just a moment more," Tim said.
"When the waitress had left Janice looked at Tim and said, "Tim, this thing is driving me crazy."
"You know the safe word," he said, confident that she wouldn't use it for this.
Janice grew quiet, squirming in her chair again.
Throughout the dinner, Tim would turn the vibrator on and off. By the time they were ready to leave, Janice's panties were soaked and she had been on the verge of climax too many times to count.
It was dark outside when they walked to the car. Tim held Janice around the waist because she was having trouble walking. When they reached the car, Tim turned Janice to him and pressed her to the door. He brought his lips to hers for a passionate kiss.
"God, Tim, I'm so hot," Janice whimpered as she pressed her hips into him.
"So am I, sweetie," Tim answered and brought his hands to the hem of her dress and began to slide it up her legs. By the time Janice realized what was happening, Tim had the hem almost to her waist.
"Tim, stop, not here," she protested. She felt incredibly exposed standing in a public parking lot with her dress around her waist, leaving her with just her panties holding the bulging penis inside her. Then she gasped as she felt Tim pulled her panties down her legs. In a panic she looked around and saw that the parking lot was deserted. "What are you doing?" she whispered tensely.
"I'm going to replace the fake cock with a real one," Tim said and pulled the fake penis from her very swollen vagina. It almost seemed that the hole didn't want to let go. There was a sucking sound as the rubber left her body. "My, my," Tim exclaimed when he saw the dripping rubber penis he held in his hand. Janice moaned as her stretched vagina closed. The rubber penis had been in her so long that she felt very empty now.
He put the slick penis in his pocket then reached for the tiny straps holding her dress top up.
"Tim," Janice whined again as his hands slid the straps off her shoulders. Janice gasped when she felt the cool night air on her now exposed breasts. The little dress was now bunched uselessly around her waist. She shivered at her total nakedness as a masochistic thrill went through her.
Janice felt and heard Tim pulling his zipper down. "God, Tim, not here!" she protested again. However, she knew that her protests were useless when she felt Tim pull his hard penis from his pants. Then she didn't care anymore as Tim lifted one of her legs and placed his swollen gland at the opening to her dripping hole. "Oh Godddddd!!!" she moaned when he slowly slid into her. His penis slid in deep on the first push.
Tim moaned as he felt his wife warm and wet vagina surround him. He knew that he was taking a big risk that someone would see them --- maybe someone they knew. However, that was part of the thrill. He had never been so excited in his life.
Any worries Tim had disappeared as he started to move slowly in and out. Soon, the movement of his hips increased until he was pounding into his wife. One of her legs was on his arm. The foot of the other leg barely touched the ground, almost lifting up with each upward push. He could feel her juice running down his penis and dripping to the ground between their feet.
The only sound in the parking lot was the sloppy sucking sound of their joined sex and their grunts of pleasure.
"Oh yes, fuck meeeee!!!" Janice almost screamed, no longer concerned where they were. She pushed her hips down onto Tim's plunging penis as her body began to race toward climax. Janice wrapped her arms tightly around Tim's neck as her legs began to shake.
Tim lifted the other leg, pressing her back against the car for support. Almost all of Janice's weight was held up by Tim's penis.
Janice's body tensed. "I'm... oh yes... I'm... oh God, I'm going to cummmmmmmm."
The excitement of the evening was too much for Tim as well. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't control the inevitable. "Oh God, baby," Tim moaned as he felt his sperm rush up his shaft then exploded into his wife.
Tim and Janice clung to each other as an intense climax rushed through both of them.
When their bodies stopped shaking, Tim pulled away and staggered backward, letting Janice's legs drop to the ground. A rush of sperm followed his penis out of his wife's stretched hole.
Tim suddenly remembered that they were in a public parking lot and looked around. Fortunately, the lot was still deserted. He sighed with relief then turned and kissed his wife tenderly. "I love you."
"I... love... you," Janice answered, barely able to speak. She was physically drained and had to lean against the car door for support. Her legs were so weak that they were barely able to hold her up. She let Tim help her into the car. When he was sitting in the driver's seat, Janice snuggled into him lovingly.
"Sorry that I got carried away," Tim said.
"I'm not," Janice answered.
Tim smiled.
Chapter 7
The following morning, Tim let Janice sleep in. He was anxious for her to get up to see how she felt about last night. When she hadn't stirred by 10 am, he couldn't wait any longer. He went apprehensively into their room and gently awoke her. "Good morning, sweetheart."
"Good morning," Janice said, rubbing her eyes then opening her arms to Tim.
"Are you recovered from last night?" Tim asked as casually as he could.
"I'm not sure," she moaned in answer.
Uh oh, Tim thought. Then he saw her smile.
"I think my little hole is still throbbing."
Tim sighed with relief then asked, "Did you enjoy our little escapade?"
"As much as I hate to admit it, I have to say it was incredible."
Tim's face broke into a wide smile. "Good! There is hope for you yet," Tim said with a self-conscious laugh.
They snuggled for a few more minutes then Tim said, "Come on and get up. , We have a lot to do."
"What wild and crazy things do you have for me to do today?" Janice asked with a smile.
Tim was heartened by her smile. "Well, I think it's time you learned how to please a man with your mouth," Tim said as he pulled his wife from the bed and toward the bathroom.
Janice followed reluctantly. She had known that this was going to happen. She was both looking forward to it and dreading it. The few times she had given Tim oral sex she had been drunk. In fact, she couldn't remember too much about it. It wasn't that she didn't want to do it; she knew that men loved it and had read that many women loved it as well. However, it violated all of the things she had been taught. Good girls didn't do that, they had said. In school "those" girls were always the sluts. What she didn't know was that most of her friends were "those" girls.
In the bathroom, Tim pulled Janice into the shower with him. They spent a half hour giggling and washing each other. When they were rinsed off, Tim got out and brought over the scissors and razor he had used to remove her pubic hair. She looked at him in surprise. She didn't need to be shaved again.
"It's not for you," he said to her unasked question. "It's for me."
"What?"
"I want you to shave me so that we will both be clean shaven," Tim answered with a smile.
Tim had Janice trim his bush then shave him the way he had done her. As she worked on him, his penis began to lengthen. Janice tried to ignore it as she maneuvered around the now stiff rod. She giggled when she tried to push the stiff shaft out of her way, but it kept bouncing back. When she was done, she looked at him and giggled again. His entire pubic area was smooth, including his balls. He would have looked like a little boy if it hadn't been for the throbbing shaft jutting out. "You look like a little boy," Janice said turning her thoughts into words.
"A little boy with a big cock," Tim answered, thrusting his penis at his wife's surprised face. "Now come with me. You are going to make love to this little boy's hard cock with your mouth."
Janice's heart began to pound in her chest. All kinds of thoughts were running through her head. What if she wasn't any good? Would Tim be mad at her? What if he wanted her to drink his sperm? Could she do it?
"Come on," Tim said pulling a hesitant Janice by the hand.
Tim led Janice over to a comfortable chair in the corner of the bedroom. He sat down as she stood in front of him. Slowly he spread his legs almost obscenely. His still hard penis and smooth pubic area was now on display.
Janice stood frozen, looking at her husband. "Tim, I... I... don't know what to do."
"Don't worry, I'll show you," he whispered tenderly as he pulled her to her knees between his open legs. He took Janice's head in his hands and leaned forward, kissing her lips. "I want you to make love to my cock, like I did to your pussy," he whispered into her ear. "I've wanted this for so long." Then Tim sat back and looked down at his wife. "Take it in your hand and hold it as you lick my balls."
Janice reached up with her now- shaking hand and held her husband's hard penis. Slowly she bent her head and brought her lips to his smoothly shaven balls. Her tongue came out and she tentatively licked the wrinkly skin. She felt his balls move, squirming in their sack. She licked the skin again, up one large testicle and over to the other. She watched as the two flesh covered balls moved again. It was like they had a life of their own. She placed her tongue under one ball and lifted it with her tongue. When she heard Tim moan, she knew she was doing okay. Then she opened her mouth as wide as she could and sucked one ball inside. She heard another groan from Tim as she gently sucked. She let the ball slip out of her mouth then sucked the other one in. Janice decided that she liked this. She felt great power when she had his tender balls in her mouth. He had to have great trust in her to let her do this.
"Oh God, that feels so good, baby," Tim said as he watched Janice's cheeks bulge with his testicle.
Janice just moaned in increased excitement.
When both testicles were dripping with her saliva, Janice sat back and watched his penis throb in excitement. She felt proud that she had made that happen. Without being told, she pulled his penis down until it was pointed straight at her mouth. She looked at the swollen head. She studied the mushroom crown and marveled at how the skin was stretched taut, almost shining. As a large drop of clear liquid bubbled out, Janice impulsive stuck out her tongue and licked it off, surprising even herself. The sweet flavor of his pre-cum juice filled her mouth. That's not bad, she thought and squeezed him again, forcing a larger drop out. She licked that up as well.
"Oh God, suck me," Tim said in excitement.
Janice smiled, now feeling heady with the power she had. She stuck out her tongue and licked around the head, teasing the sensitive skin below the crown, tasting his flesh but avoiding taking the head inside. Then she held his penis up and used little butterfly licks to move up and down his penis. She vaguely heard Tim moaning but she was so engrossed in what she was doing it didn't register. She moved her tongue all around his penis and balls until his entire groin was dripping with her saliva.
"God please, baby, suck me," Tim pleaded in frustration. When he tried to grab her head, she pulled away, smiling smugly at him. This iswas fun, she thought. It gave her such a feeling of power. "You want me to suck you?," Janice teased, holding Tim's throbbing penis close to her mouth.
Tim could feel her breath on his swollen head. "Yes, please," Tim said, almost wild with excitement now.
"You want me to take this big, swollen head into my little mouth and suck it?," Janice teased, then kissed the head quickly and noisily.
"Yes! Yes!"
"Well, I guess you have been a good enough boy," Janice said and opened her mouth. She looked up at her husband as she slowly brought her mouth over the dripping head. She gurgled deep in her throat as she felt his hot flesh fill her mouth.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Tim moaned.
Janice held the penis head in her mouth without moving, letting it soak in her saliva. She liked the feel of him inside her mouth. She liked the way the large head stretched her lips. Slowly she began to suck the head, but just the head. Her cheeks pulled in as she sucked like it was a round lollipop. Her lips remained wrapped around the crown as her tongue teased the head.
"Oh suck me, sweetie!" Tim moaned and tried to pull her head down on his penis.
Janice pulled quickly away, letting the head slip from her mouth with a pop. "Calm down, honey. You wanted me to make love to your penis and that's what I'm going to do."
Tim moaned in frustration but his hands let go of her head. Yes he had told her that he wanted her to make love to his penis but he didn't mean he wanted her to drive him crazy.
Janice moved back to his throbbing shaft. Slowly her mouth covered the head again. She sucked the head for a long time, reveling in is the excitement of it. Each time she felt Tim getting too excited, she would pull away and let him calm down. Then she would start all over again, starting at his balls. She even lifted his legs and used her tongue on the tender under side of his balls. Then she would run her tongue up the backs of his thighs, making him quiver. Janice's own vagina was dripping now. She could feel the large swollen lips throbbing between her thighs. As she began to squeeze her thighs together, she grasped Tim's penis in her hand and took it in her mouth again. Slowly she moved her lips down until the large head was at the back of her throat. She started to suck as her hand began to move up and down the shaft slowly.
"Oh God, Janice, if you keep that up I'm going to cum," Tim warned.
Janice moaned deep in her throat and began to move her hand faster. She could feel Tim's legs begin to tense and his balls squirm. She knew that he was very close. As his penis began to throb, she had a decision to make. Should she let him cum in her mouth? She decided to take it in her mouth - she could always spit it out.
"Ohhhhh," Tim moaned as his penis began to throb. He wasn't sure what Janice was going to do. He was going to let her decide this time. He hoped she would keep it in he mouth.
Janice felt Tim's hips lift off the chair. Suddenly, she heard him moan and felt his penis quiver in her hand. The already large head expanded even more. The first shot hit the back of her throat. Seconds later, her mouth began to fill with his thick sperm. She slowly but firmly squeezed his penis with her hand as squirt after squirt poured into her mouth. Soon, her mouth was filled until there was no room for anymore. She had to do something. Janice closed her eyes, her head spinning with excitement. She swallowed.
Tim was so wrapped up in his pleasure that he didn't realize that Janice was swallowing his sperm. When he opened his eyes, he saw her looking up at him, his penis still in her mouth. He quickly realized that there was not a speck of his cum anywhere on him. He figured that she still had it in her mouth. Then he saw her sit back, letting his flaccid penis slip from her mouth. Her tongue came out and she licked around her lips. Tim knew that she had swallowed his sperm.
"Did I do a good job?" Janice asked rhetorically.
In answer, Tim pulled Janice up to him and brought her lips to his. If he needed proof, he could taste the remains of his cum in her mouth. He moaned when she pushed her tongue into his mouth. Then he picked her up and took her to the bed. Without a word, he spread her legs and brought his mouth to her very swollen vagina. Within minutes Janice was screaming in pleasure.
Chapter 8
"All right, what's going on now?" Janice asked as she stood in the bedroom with a thigh length bathrobe on. Tim had asked her to get naked and put the robe on but he wouldn't tell her why.
"I have a special treat for you. I thought you might enjoy a nice professional massage tonight."
"I can't go out like this!"
"Who said anything about going out? I have a licensed masseuse coming over in exactly fifteen minutes."
"Here?"
"Yep! Right in our own living room."
"All right. I guess that would be nice," Janice said hesitantly. "It's been ages since I had a good massage." However, Janice knew that it would be more than a simple massage.
"Good," Tim answered just as the front doorbell rang. "I'll get the door and take care of the money. Give us a few minutes. He'll need a minute to set up."
"He?"
"Yes, I hired Steve Jackson from the exercise club. They tell me he's very good."
"Tim!" Janice said in shock.
Tim stepped over and hugged Janice. "What difference does it make if it is a him or her? He's a professional." Tim's hands slid down her back and under the hem of the robe. "What's this, panties? You know that panties are not allowed." He quickly slipped the panties down her legs, ignoring the protests.
"Tim, are you crazy?" Janice felt more than naked now without the panties under the robe. The short terry cloth robe barely covered her buttocks. "Are you going to use the safe word?"
"No!" Janice answered quickly.
"Okay, then come on down in ten minutes." Tim walked out of the room holding Janice's panties in his hand.
Tim greeted Steve at the door and helped him bring his massage table into the living room and set it up.
"Thanks for coming on short notice," Tim said.
"No problem. Mondays are generally very slow days anyway."
"Have you been doing this long?" Tim asked.
"No, I just got my licensee a few months ago. I've been trying to fit it in with my physical training appointments because there's good money in massages," Steve said. He saw a questioning look on Tim's face. "Don't worry. , I'm new at this but I'm pretty good."
"I've heard that. Steve, I want you to make sure Janice enjoys herself. She is a little shy but I'm sure you can get her 'loosened up' if you know what I mean," Tim said with a wink.
Steve gave Tim a strange look.
"Listen, just make sure she has fun," Tim said. He wasn't sure how to tell him that he could take some liberties with Janice. In fact, he wasn't even sure what liberties he wanted him to take. He handed Steve a $100 bill as a tip.
Steve's eyes opened wide in surprise as he looked at the $100 bill in his hand.
"That's because I know that you will do a good job. Now, I have some errands to run so I'll be gone for an hour or so. You have her all to yourself."
Steve still wasn't sure what Tim wanted him to do. He looked at the bill in his hand again then back at Tim. It almost sounded like he was asking him to get a personal with his wife. He was new at this work but he had heard a lot of wild stories. He shrugged his shoulders as Tim walked out the door, deciding he would see how things went. However, the last thing he wanted to do was jeopardize his license. A few minutes later, Steve saw Janice walk quietly into the room. He almost gasped. She looked gorgeous with her short robe barely covering her thighs. She also looked very uncomfortable. His first job would be to get her to relax.
"Nice to see you again, Mrs. Harwick," Steve said with a boyish smile. He knew that his twinkling blue eyes and smile could be very disarming.
"Yes," Janice answered in a noncommittal tone, glancing at the young man. He was wearing a skintight tee shirt that emphasized his strong chest and arms. Instead of shorts, he was wearing a pair of baggy exercise pants. The pants almost looked like harem pants, gathered in the front, tied at the waist, and held around his ankles with elastic. On his feet, he had a pair of white socks and running shoes. Janice had to admit that he did look very good: tan, young and fit like a beach boy or lifeguard.



"Okay, Mrs. Harwick, you can take the robe off, then get on the table and cover up with this sheet. I have to get some supplies from the car."
"Where's my husband?"
"He said he had to run out to do some errands."
Janice felt even more nervous now.
"Excuse me. I'll be back in a minute," Steve said.
After Steve walked out of the room, Janice stood nervously, fidgeting with the belt around her waist. She knew that she couldn't wait long or he would be back. Quickly she stripped off her robe and got onto the table naked. She lay on her back and pulled the sheet up to her neck.
Steve came back into the room carrying a container of his massage supplies and a portable CD player. He saw Janice's robe on the floor and that hershe was lying on the table. Good, he thought, at least she wouldn't run out of the room screaming. He immediately noticed her large breasts covered by the thin sheet. He could already see the hard nipples poking through the material. "Okay, Mrs. Harwick, you can turn over on your stomach and I will start with your shoulders first. Give me just a minute."
Janice turned over and lay on her stomach. She saw Steve walking around the room placing scented candles here and there. He lit the candles then dimmed the lights in the room. Then he put some soft music on a portable CD player. When he was done, he took a position at the head of the table. Then he gently and neatly folded the sheet down her back until her upper body was bare. Janice squeezed her arms to her sides to keep him from seeing her breasts as they squished out to the sides.
Steve poured massage oil onto his hands and rubbed them together rapidly, making the oil warm.
Janice almost jumped when she felt his hands touch her shoulders. She could feel the material of his pants touch her head as he began to work on her shoulders, his hands strong and soothing.
"Wow! , You're very tense. Just relax," Steve said as he rubbed the warm, scented oil into her shoulders. Within a few minutes Steve could feel the muscles in her upper back begin to relax.
"Ummm!" Janice moaned in spite of herself as she felt his hands massaging the tension from her muscles.
Steve worked on her shoulders, and then moved down her arms until he reached her fingers. He took each one in his hand and rubbed them until they were limp. He moved on to her neck, then her back again, his hands sliding downward until he reached the end of her spine.
Janice found herself very relaxed as the young man continued to work his magic. When he moved from her head to her legs, she began to tense again. She felt him folding the sheet up until only her backside was covered. She felt exposed as she lay on the table naked but for the thin sheet across her buttocks. This is silly, she thought. He is a professional. Just relax and enjoy it.
Steve began to work on her feet, massaging the tension from them. Then he moved up her legs, caressing her ankles. He was very impressed with the muscle tone of her legs. "You have great legs," Steve said. Then he blushed when he realized how his comment sounded. "Uh... uh... I mean you have great muscle tone in your legs."
"Thank you, Steve," Janice said realizing that the young man was as nervous as she was.
Steve began to move his hands on her tight calf muscles then up to her thighs. He couldn't help but look at the juncture where the sheet covered the back of her thigh. If that sheet were only a couple of inches higher I would have a great view, he mused. Did she have panties on? he wondered. A little shiver of excitement went through him. You're a professional, he told himself in admonishment. Then he remembered Mr. Hardwick's instruction: --"Make sure she has fun." As his hands worked up her thighs, they gently pushed the sheet a little higher. He heard Janice moan and realized that she was enjoying his fingers working the tightness out of her thighs. His fingers worked a little higher and toward the inside of her thighs.
Janice was truly enjoying the hands on her thighs. When she felt his fingers work toward the inside of her thighs she unconsciously moved her thighs a little bit apart. She didn't realize that she was giving Steve a very intimate view between her legs.

Steve's hands stopped for a moment when he realized that he could see between Janice's thighs. He suppressed a gasp when he saw the puffy lips of her sex between her legs. No panties! he thought excitedly. He was also surprised that there wasn't any hair on her pubic area. He knew that it wasn't unusual for some women to shave. However, he didn't picture this professor of law as one of them. Suddenly, he felt himself becoming erect. Down boy!
Janice realized that Steve's hands had been between her thighs for quite some time. Still, it felt so good that she was reluctant to say anything.
Steve, felt his face flush hot as he continued to work on her thighs, gradually spreading them further apart. He knew that he was on the verge of stepping out of bounds. Excitement was taking over.
Janice felt fingers move perilously close to her vagina. Suddenly, she felt a little thrill run through her. Could he see anything? What if he could?
Steve regained control of himself and pulled the sheet down her thighs and over her back, covering her again. "You can turn over now, Mrs. Harwick."
Janice sighed in relief, but she also felt a little disappointed. But disappointed at what? She wasn't sure. Had she wanted the young man to go further? Her body was tingling all over, but not just from the massage.
Steve folded the sheet up Janice's thighs again, exposing the front of her legs. He worked on her legs, slowly moving higher. The front looks just as good as the back, he thought. "Were you a runner?" he asked.
"As a matter of fact, I was. But that was a long time ago," Janice said feeling pride that a young man still thought her legs looked pretty good.
"I thought so."
Janice lay quietly, feeling his strong hands work up her thighs. Suddenly, she realized that her breathing was becoming more rapid. Her eyes were closed as she felt Steve sensuously work on her upper thigh muscles, kneading the flesh like cookie dough. Almost imperceptibly Janice moved her legs apart. She knew it was wrong but she felt thrills running through her. However, she still wasn't sure what Steve could see.
Steve didn't miss the subtle movement. As his hands squeezed her thighs, he pulled gently outward, causing her them to open wider. If only that sheet was an inch higher, he thought lecherously. With a shaking hand he reached up and folded the sheet back a little further as if it was nothing unusual. Suddenly, he had a clear view of her vagina. His eyes stared and his hands stopped moving when he saw the fat lips of her sex exposed in the dim light of the room. His penis sprang to hardness again.

Janice's heart was pounding in her chest. There was little doubt that Steve could see her vagina. She should stop this. It wasn't right to tease the young man. Still, what harm did it do? she reasoned. It was just a little teasing. Besides, didn't Tim really want this? He loved it when she had done it to the boys at the shoe store.
Steve's hands started moving again, working slowly up her legs.
Janice realized that Steve was leaning into the table and that her left hand, which was holding onto the table, was also touching the material of his pants. She almost gasped when she felt something hard touching her knuckles. Could that be his erection? Janice shivered again.
Steve felt her hand touching him. As much as he wanted to stop, he couldn't. Subtly, his hips pressed forward, pushing his erect penis into her knuckles. He felt her hand move. Was that an accident? he thought.
Janice was holding her breath as her hand moved almost out of her control. It pressed toward the hardness. Then it slowly moved up and down, rubbing the backs of her fingers against his cloth-covered erection. There could be no doubt now that he was hard and that he knew what she was doing. Janice felt her vagina swell and her juice begin to coat her swollen sex lips.
Steve's hips began to move up and down in time with her movement. He pressed harder into the hand as his fingers began to move further up her inner thigh. He continued to stare at the swollen lips, his hands moving on the soft flesh of her inner thigh. He could see her vagina begin to glisten with excitement. He knew that she was getting excited now. Boldly, he moved his fingers still higher until his little finger touched the smooth skin of the outer lip. It was just a delicate touch, almost like an accident. He heard Janice moan but she made no move to stop him. He looked up and saw that her eyes were still tightly closed. She was biting her lower lip.
Janice's brain was screaming, No, No, but her excitement was screaming Yes, Yes.
Steve grew bolder and gently flicked his finger over the smooth skin until he reached the swollen inner lips. He thought he heard a little whimper and saw her hips begin to lift slightly off the table.
Janice had no doubt that this had gone beyond a professional massage. Yet she couldn't move to stop him. Instead, her legs slid further apart, exposing her entire groin. "Ohhhh!!!" she whimpered as she felt Steve's fingers slide between her swollen lips. He rubbed her gently, smearing her clear juice across the wrinkled inner lips. Then ever so slowly the finger began to slide inside her body. Janice held her breath as the finger continued until it was all the way inside her vagina.
"Oh God," Janice whispered.
Steve was amazed at what was happening as he pulled his juice-covered finger from the clenching hole. He couldn't believe that he using his finger on this beautiful woman. He knew it was wrong and very unprofessional but nothing could stop him now. Taking a chance, he reached up and pulled the sheet off of Janice's chest. A gasp escaped his lips when he saw her gorgeous breasts exposed. The breasts were milky white with tan lines emphasizing their nakedness. The large brown nipples were hard and long, sitting proudly on her firm breasts. With one hand in her crotch, he reached up with the other and caressed a breast.
Janice moaned as Steve's strong fingers began to play with one swollen nipple. At the same time she felt his finger begin to move slowly in and out of her wet hole. Her breath came in short gasps as this stranger's hands caressed her breast and vagina. Her hips began to move up toward the probing finger in little jerks.
Steve removed the hand from her breast and untied the rope holding his pants up, letting them fall to his feet. He wore no underwear. Steve's large penis stood proud in front of him and pulsed with forbidden excitement. He reached for Janice's hand and picked it up. He could feel it trembling. Cautiously and gently, he placed it on his shaft, fearing her scream of indignation.
Janice almost jumped off the table when she felt the hot flesh in her hand. Her head lifted up and her eyes opened in shock as she looked down at his huge tool. It was much larger than Tim's and had a gigantic purple head, dripping his clear juice. It was almost impossible to believe that she had another man's penis in her hand. It was only the second penis besides Tim's she had held since she had taken her marriage vows.
When Janice looked up at Steve, she saw his wide eyes staring down at her. She knew that he was waiting for her to stop him. She also knew that she should yet instead she moaned and closed her eyes again, laying her head back on the table. God, what if Tim saw me now? she thought.
What Janice didn't know was that Tim could see her now. When he left the house, he drove down the block and parked the car. He snuck back to the house, letting himself in by the back door. He now stood in the shadows in the dinning room watching his wife and another man. Steve had his back to him so he obviously didn't know he was there. He couldn't see Steve's penis but from Janice's look it must be big. Tim held his own hard penis in his hand.
As Steve's finger began to move in and out, Janice moved her hand on his rod. It filled her hand, barely letting her fingers touch. She wanted to look at it but couldn't bring herself to open her eyes again. Somehow she thought that if she didn't look, what she was doing wasn't so bad.
Steve was incredibly excited now. He didn't know what to look at --- this woman's beautiful vagina with his finger working in and out or her soft hand working on his throbbing penis. Then there were those gorgeous breasts. He moved his hand back to her chest and began to play with her nipple. He watched Janice began to squirm on the table. He thought about climbing on the table but realized that Tim could come back at anytime. Occasionally he would look out the window in front of him, watching for headlights. The table blocked his lower region so someone coming up in front of the house would not know he was naked from the waist down.
Janice became delirious with excitement. The fact that it was so wrong and against all of her upbringing added to the thrill. It was almost like she was flaunting her sexuality at all those narrow-minded people that had taught her that pleasures of the body were wrong.
"Oh God," Janice moaned when Steve added another finger to her dripping hole. Her body began to shake and she knew that she was getting very close to losing control. Her hips lifted off the table as Steve began to move his fingers in and out rapidly, causing a squishing sound that echoed around the quiet room. Janice's hand matched Steve's fingers as it flew up and down the large shaft. "Ohhhhhh!!!" she cried as her vagina began to pulse around the probing fingers. The pulsing turned to shudders of excitement as a climax overtook her senses. She felt like all her relaxed muscles had tightened back into a knot. Janice moaned as her body convulsed in pleasure and her back arched off the table.
Steve watched in amazement as Janice trembled in pleasure, her hand halting its movement as her climax took over. The finger's squeezed him tight as illicit pleasure consumed her.
It took Janice a few minutes for her to calm down. When she did, she realized that she still held Steve's penis in her hand. She opened her eyes and looked at the large shaft. It was just as hard and maybe larger then it had been before. Incredibly, excitement still coursed through her. Throwing caution to the wind, she pulled Steve by his penis toward the head of the table. She turned on her side, her face just inches from his dripping organ. "Oh Jesus," she whispered and opened her mouth and took him inside.
"Oh my God," Steve hissed as he felt Janice's mouth close around him. Normally Steve prided himself on his control. However, this was too much for him. Within seconds, he felt his balls tighten and his penis throb. He threw his head back and moaned as he began to pour his sperm into her sucking mouth.
Janice was a little surprised that Steve was coming so soon. I still have a lot to learn about men, she thought. Her cheeks bulged with Steve's sperm. Without a thought, she began to swallow. It was thicker than Tim's and tasted slightly different but she liked it. She moved her hand on the large shaft, milking him, pumping a little more of his sperm out. She couldn't believe how much sperm he had. It must be the healthy diet, she thought with a smile. Finally, she couldn't pump or suck any more sperm from his deflating penis.
As the head of his penis became sensitive, Steve moaned and pulled away, leaving Janice's mouth with a pop.
Suddenly, from behind Steve, Janice saw movement. When she looked closer, she could see Tim staring back at her. Oh no! she thought.
Tim scurried from the dinning room, heading out the back door. He was breathing heavily as he rushed to his car. He had never seen anything so exciting in his life. It was all that he had imagined and more.
Steve was packing up his equipment when he saw the headlights in the driveway. Janice had climbed off the table without saying a word to him, put on her robe, and disappeared upstairs. She hadn't even said goodbye. He couldn't tell if she was upset or not, but, suddenly he felt guilty. He was worried that he had lost a customer, but more worried about his career as a professional masseuse
"I'll be done here in a second, Mr. Harwick," Steve said as innocently as possible when Tim walked into the house.
"No hurry, Steve. Did Janice have a good time?"
"I... uh... I think so," Steve stuttered.
"Good. , Maybe I'll call on you again."
"Anytime," Steve said as he hurried out of the house with his equipment.
Chapter 9
Tim gently opened the door to their bedroom and looked inside. He could see Janice lying on the bed, her face in the pillow. Slowly he walked over and sat next to her. When she didn't move or acknowledge him, he pulled her up from the pillow. There were tears streaming down her cheek. Tim hugged her and she began to sob on his shoulder.
"What's wrong," Tim asked stupidly.
"You... you... know what's wrong," she sobbed.
"It's okay sweetheart. I love you."
"How... how can you say that after... after you saw what I just did?"
"I'm not mad, sweetie. I guessed that something was going to happen. I saw the electricity between the two of you at the gym."
"You knew something was going to happen? Then why didn't you didn't stop it?" Janice asked drying her eyes on Tim's shirt.
"I didn't want it to stop. But you could have with the safe word. Janice, I think that was the most exciting thing I have ever seen in my life.
"You mean you enjoyed watching your wife sucking another man? You saw me swallow his sperm and you're not jealous?" she asked incredulously. Again, she though about how little she knew about this man.
"Well, I really didn't see you suck him or swallow his sperm. His ass was blocking my view," Tim said in an attempt at humor. "But to answer your question, yes I did enjoy it and no I'm not jealous." Tim pulled Janice to him for a passionate kiss.
Janice resisted the kiss at first, knowing what she had just done with her mouth. However, Tim was insistent. Janice could feel his passion as their tongues dueled. When she pulled away, her breath was coming in short gasps again, excitement coursing through her as well. God, what's happening to me? she thought. I'm getting excited all over again.
"I love you," Tim said and pushed her back on the bed, searching for her lips again. Janice pushed him away and sat up. "Tim, wait. I have to tell you something that has been bothering me for a long time." It was time to fess up, to come clean, she thought.
"What?" Tim asked.
"Last year... uh... last year when I went to that convention in San Francisco, there was this guy there, a professor at a university. He... he and I... well, we went out one evening." Janice stopped, tears coming to her eyes again.
"Yes? So what happened?" Tim said, clearly interested.
"Oh God, this is hard. We went out and I had a little too much to drink. He... he wanted me to come back to his room." Janice stopped, still sniffling.
"And?" Tim said, with growing excitement.
"I didn't go."
"Oh." There was a note of disappointment in Tim's voice.
"But that's not all. We... we went to his car and did stuff," Janice continued elusively.
"What did you do?" Tim felt his penis spring to erection.
"You're going to hate me. Tim, we sat in his car and he started kissing me. It was the wine, I sear."
"Then what?" Come on, he thought.
"I... I let him open my blouse and he played with my breasts. I was so excited that I couldn't stop him when he put his hand up my dress. He... he... he put his finger in me. Then he did like Steve did and pulled my hand to his... his... penis." Janice turned and buried her head in Tim's shoulder. She waited for the recriminations but none came. She could feel Tim's chest moving up and down with his rapid breathing. When she pulled back, she looked into his eyes, fearing hate but seeing only excitement.



"Go on, please," Tim said and caressed Janice's face with his hand.
"We... didn't actually have sex. He used his finger to get me off and I jerked on him until he came in my hand. Then I felt so guilty that I jumped out of his car and almost ran back to the hotel." Janice paused for a long moment. "God, Tim, when I walked into the lobby of the hotel, I still had his cum dripping off my hand." Janice began to sob again. "Do you hate me?" she asked, looking into his eyes. Again, she saw only excitement and love.
"No, I don't hate you. I'm a little surprised but I'm glad you told me the truth." Tim was more than a little surprised. He found it hard to imagine his demure and prudish wife jerking off some guy in a car. There has been a "screamer" inside her all along, he thought.
She had to tell him the whole truth. "Tim, the man is Dan Forsman. He's the professor that is lecturing my class on Thursday. I am supposed to go to dinner with him Thursday night. It's part of the job."
"Really?" Tim said with great interest.
"Yes, but I can still cancel it."
"No!" Tim said a little to loudly and too quickly. "I mean... uh... since he is already scheduled, it would be rude to cancel."
"All right," Janice said, surprised that Tim didn't mind Dan being here or her going to dinner with him.
"Janice, I'm afraid that I have a confession to make as well."
Janice sat up with interest.
"The week before last, after we had talked on the phone about our little game, Danielle came into my office. She could tell I was very excited about something. God she looked so sexy. Well, one thing led to another and before I knew it she was... she was giving me a blo... she was sucking me off."
Janice sat in stunned silence. It wasn't entirely a surprise to her. She had seen his slut of a secretary. Suddenly, she felt a flash of anger. "Was that all you did?" she asked, trying to keep the anger out of her voice but thinking "that bitch!" She knew that it would be hypocritical to condemn Tim after what she had done, but she was running on emotions now.
"Yes, that was all. We had never done anything before that day. She was always willing but I really only want you."
Immediately Janice's anger dissipated. She felt her heart swell with love. "Well, I guess we have that off of our chests. Now where do we go from here?"
"Well, for starters, you can take care of this," Tim said and brought Janice's hand to his hard penis.
"Oh my!" she said. "So you really were excited by watching me and Steve?" Janice said as she pulled his zipper down and removed his pulsing erection. Her own vagina was still quivering and swollen. "I think I can take care of your little problem," she said and pulled Tim over onto the bed on top of her. She opened her legs and let him slip insider her, not bothering to let him undress.
"Oh God, sweetheart," Tim moaned as his penis slid into his wife. At that moment, he loved her more than he ever had.
"Fuck me, baby," she whispered, her hands pulling his ass down, forcing him deeper into her ready vagina.
"Oh yes! Oh yes!" Tim moaned as his hips began to work up and down.
"Just... just one more thing sweetie," Janice whispered between gasping for breath. "Promise me... promise me you won't do anything with Danielle anymore."
At that point, Tim would have agreed to anything. "Sure baby, anything," he gasped as he worked toward a climax.
"Good. Now fuck me! Fill me with that sweet cum," Janice breathed. Then, incredibly she whispered, "Yes sweetie, fill my pussy like my mouth was filled by Steve a few minutes ago. He was so big and came so much that I could hardly swallow it all."
"Oh Jesus Christ," Tim moaned and pumped a huge load into his climaxing wife.
The two lovers clung to each other as their bodies convulsed in pleasure. They fell asleep in each other's arms.
Chapter 10
The following morning, Tim took Janice out to breakfast. He could immediately see a change in her. She was bubbly and excited. The incident with the law professor had obviously been weighing heavily on her mind. Still, it could have been what had happened with Steve yesterday. They hadn't mentioned that yet.
"What's up today," Janice asked with a smile.
"Well, I thought we would relax and go for a little ride. I've been wanting to see the new museum over in Rockton."
Rockton was a town of a couple hundred thousand people, about fifty miles down the road. It was known for its nightlife. In fact, they had a couple of American Indian casino's that attracted people from all around.
"All right... that sounds exciting," Janice said half sarcastically.
"I figure we can get a room over there and spend the night. I will lay out the clothes I want you to bring." Then Tim smiled devilishly.
Janice knew that something was up. She knew that they wouldn't just be going to see a museum.
Later that day Tim loaded a suit carrier into the car with clothes for Janice. He had her dress in a pair of very tight, but not obscene, shorts. She wore a tube top that covered her breasts but still allowed her nipples to be clearly seen. The outfit was risqu‚ but acceptable to Janice. However, Tim didn't let her get off that easily. He brought out the remote controlled penis and made her insert it before she put her shorts on. Tim was pleased that she was much less resistant this time. In fact, she seemed to enjoy it.
Several times during the trip, Tim tested the device, just to make sure it worked, or so he said. Janice knew better.
Tim held Janice's hand as they walked around the modern art museum. In his pocket, he held the control device. This time Tim's intent was to excite Janice in preparation for the night's activity. Every time they stopped to look a piece of art, Tim would turn the device on. He would smile as Janice squirmed. However, she never asked him to turn it off. Maybe she likes it, he thought, or maybe she is just resigned to her fate. Either way, the vibrations were doing their job. Several times during the tour, she had to stop in the ladies room and wipe herself or risk wetting the crotch of her shorts. By the time they left the museum, Janice was incredibly excited.
They registered at the hotel, then went to dinner. Tim had Janice dress in one of her conservative business suits. It was blue with white pin stripes. The skirt was pleated, modestly short and had a matching jacket. The only really unusual thing was that Tim had brought a silky and totally see -through blouse, which she would wear under the jacket. The blouse was meant to be worn under a shirt. If she took her jacket off, her entire top half would be exposed. Finally, Tim had her put on the obligatory thigh- highs and high heels. From a distance, Janice looked like the conservative professor that she was. However, both she and Tim knew the truth.
The hotel where they were staying at had a large nightclub where all the singles and swingers met. It was known around town as the "meat market" because it was assumed that if you went there you wanted to pick someone up or be picked up. However, Janice knew nothing of this.
It was after 9 PM when they returned to back at the hotel. They stood outside the nightclub when Tim said, "I want you to go into the nightclub."
"Alone?" Janice asked surprised.
"No. I will come in after you. I want you to tease some men in there for my entertainment."
"Tim!" Janice balked.
"Are you refusing?"
"Uh... uh no, but what am I supposed to do?"
"I want you to have a little fun. Tease some of the guys. Get them worked up. I want to watch. It's perfectly safe. I'll be there all the time."
"What do you mean by tease?"
"Whatever you want it to mean. It's up to you."
Suddenly a little thrill ran through Janice. "Anything?" she asked.
"Well, anything you can do in a crowded nightclub," Tim said with a smile.
"All right, if that's what you want. But I might get carried away."
"Sure," Tim said in sarcastically.
Janice turned in a huff. I'll show him, she thought.
"Wait," Tim said. "Take off your wedding ring."
"That doesn't work. They won't think I'm single. My fingers are tan and you can still see where my ring was."
"That's okay. I want them to think that you are an overworked and frustrated married lady."
Janice sighed and pulled her rings off and handed them to Tim. Then she turned and walked into the dark nightclub. She stopped and let her eyes adjust to the dim light. The bar was horseshoe shaped and was about half full. There were booths on two levels and a dance floor. A rock band was tuning up.
Tim followed Janice into the bar and took a seat on the opposite side where he could see her. He watched her order a drink. Then he waited. Within minutes there was a guy talking to her. Tim could see her laughing and talking. Then several more came up and gathered around her. Tim felt a moment of pride as he watched his wife attract men like flies.
Janice was flattered that she was receiving so much attention. It gave a great boost to her ego. Without realizing it, she had had several strong drinks. She knew that she had better slow down when she felt her head getting a little light. When one of the guys asked her to dance, she figured that was a way to get away from the bar and sober up a bit. Out on the dance floor she danced to a fast song then came back. No sooner was she back then another guy asked her to dance. Soon she had danced with five or six different guys. They were all nice, however, there were two who seemed particularly nice. They seemed to be friends.
Both men were tall, with dark good looks. In fact, they looked a lot alike.
Tim watched as most of the other guys faded away, looking for other women. When he looked around he saw that the club was almost filled with of people. It was getting difficult to see Janice so he waited until a seat closer to her opened at the bar.
Tom and Jerry seemed very nice, Janice thought (if Tom and Jerry were really their names.). As the men got to know Janice they grew more intimate. They would put their hands on her back or her thigh, whispering things to her. She would laugh at their jokes and lean into them. When a slow song came on, Tom grabbed her hand and tried to take her onto the dance floor. The lights grew dimmer as the song started.
"Wait," Janice said and took her jacket off, feeling she the dim lights would protect her.
"Wow," both men said at the same time when they saw Janice's see-thru blouse.
Janice blushed but thrust her chest out, knowing both men could see her breasts and hard nipples under the thin blouse.
Tim almost gasped himself as he watched his wife take her jacket off. While it was dim in the bar, he could still see that she was almost naked on top.
"You are one beautiful and sexy lady," Tom whispered as he pulled her too him on the dance floor.
"Thank you," Janice said sincerely.
"God, I can see your naked breasts under your blouse. You know you are turning me on, don't you?" Tom said and pressed his groin into her.
"Yes, I can feel it," Janice said with a giggle.
Tom's hands slid down Janice's back until they were resting on her buttocks. Her ass flesh felt warm in his hands. "I bet Jerry that you weren't wearing panties."
"You win," she answered boldly. She heard Tom gasp and felt his hands begin to squeeze her buttocks. In response she pressed harder into his groin, feeling his erection squeezed between them. She was getting very excited.
When the song ended, Tom walked her back over to the bar and let her sit on a stool between him and Jerry. "I win," he said to Jerry.
"I don't believe it," Jerry said, and placed his hand on her thigh. "I'm not paying the fifty bucks without proof," he said and slid her skirt up until the tops of her nylons were showing.
Janice could feel both men's eyes on her legs. She spread them apart and heard them gasp. However, she doubted that they could really see anything in the dim light of the bar.
"There's a booth opening up over there," Tom said, pointing to a booth on the first level. "Come on," he said, pulling Janice by the hand.
Janice glanced at Tim. She saw that he was smiling at her. She followed Tom, with Jerry walking behind them. When they got to the booth, Tom slid in, then Janice and Jerry. When they were situated, Jerry said, "I'm still not convinced you aren't wearing panties. Prove it."
"Come on guys," Janice giggled, "Take my word for it."
"Not for fifty bucks," Jerry said.
"Come on, just a quickie," Tom begged.
Janice looked around and couldn't see Tim. She was a bit trapped.
"Come on, come on," both men said.
Janice felt her heart racing. Tim said to tease them anyway she wanted. Slowly Janice reached down and began to pull her skirt up. Everyone held their breath as Janice's thighs were bared. Inch by inch the skirt moved upward. Soon the soft skin of her thighs above the nylons was visible. Suddenly, both men gasped as they saw Janice's swollen sex between her legs. Janice couldn't believe what she was doing as she held her skirt to her waist and let the two men look at her. She even spread her thighs apart.
Both men groaned when she let it drop back to her knees. "God, baby, you have gotten me so hot," Tom said. He turned in the booth and said, "Look at what you've done."
Janice giggled as she looked down and saw his erection tenting his pants.
Not to be outdone, Jerry grabbed Janice's hand and pulled it to his hard penis.
Janice sucked in her breath in surprise. However, she didn't pull her hand away.
"No fair," Tom said and placed her other hand onto his erect penis.
Janice thought she was going to pass out as she felt two penises throb in her hands. Her vagina was pulsing and leaking onto the back of her skirt. She squeezed both penises, feeling the heat radiating through their pants. Suddenly, both men placed their hands on her thigh and pushed her skirt up again. Her hands were occupied so she let them push her skirt back to her waist. Then their hands pulled on her thighs, opening her legs wide under the table. "Oh God," she moaned when both men moved their fingers to her swollen sex. She closed her eyes as her breathing became very difficult.
Tom smiled over at Jerry. He pulled his hand away and quickly unzipped his pants. Jerry did the same thing.
Janice barely noticed what was happening until she felt both bare penises in her hand. She opened her eyes in shock and looked from one hand to the other. She couldn't believe that she was holding the shafts of two strangers in a public bar. Then she gasped when first Tom then Jerry pushed a finger into her hole.
"God is she wet," Tom said as his finger moved in and out next to Jerry's.
Tim couldn't believe what was happening either. He had taken a position on the top level where he had a good view of the booth below. His eyes were open in amazement as he watched the three in the booth.
"Pretty wild huh!"
A guy standing beside him startled Tim. "What?" he said.
"I said that it's pretty wild what those two guys get away with."
"What do you mean?" Tim asked.
"Well, those two guys are brothers. They come here all the time looking for lonely ladies. They got themselves a real hot one this time."
Tim watched his wife lay back between the two guys as they fingered her. He could see her hand stroking their penises.
"I'll bet you they get a blow job," the guy said.
"I... I don't think so," Tim answered, his face showing his shock. However, he could feel his penis throbbing in his pants.
"Just watch."
It didn't take long for the guy on the left to reach up and put his hand behind Janice's neck.
Janice resisted. However, she wasn't thinking right. The liquor she had consumed was controlling her now. Her hips were moving back and forth on the probing finger and her hands continued to move on the shafts of the two men. Now she felt pressure on her neck. Suddenly she knew what he wanted. She wanted to look around for Tim but the pressure had increased. Slowly she allowed her head to be pulled down until her mouth was inches for Tom's penis. She was close enough to smell him. Janice was out of control now. An animal like moan escaped her lips as her mouth opened and she took the penis into her mouth. "Mmmmmm!!!" The thick head filled her mouth. The finger between her legs continued to move in and out, driving her mad with desire.
"That's it baby, suck it," Tom moaned, pushing Janice's head down on his throbbing penis.
Tim watched his prudish wife sucking a stranger in a bar and couldn't believe what he was seeing. He wanted to pull his own penis out but had nowhere to hide. He had to be content with watching for now.
"Come on, let me have some," Jerry said and pulled Janice's head from his brother.
Janice didn't even try to resist as her mouth was pulled over to the other penis. Soon, she was moving back and forth without any instruction. She would suck Tom for a minute or two then move to Jerry. Her head would move up and down as her mouth sucked and slobbered over one penis then the other. She made little whimpering sounds in her throat as her mouth worked to give the men pleasure.
It didn't take long for the two men gasp that they were close to a climax. When Tom moaned that he was getting ready to cum, a momentary feeling of shame came over her but was quickly replaced by lust. She sucked harder. Suddenly, Tom moaned and pushed his hips up at her mouth. A gasp came from above her and the penis in her mouth throbbed and began to erupt. She swallowed repeatedly as his penis filled her mouth with warm, thick sperm. Tom had barely stopped cumming when Jerry pulled her over to his rampant erection. Her mouth didn't even reach his penis before it began to squirt. A long string of cum hit her in the face before she could cover it with her mouth. She took the rest into her mouth, swallowing it all. Soon, his penis went limp in her mouth.
"Wow, thank you baby," Tom said in an exhausted whisper. "Likewise for me," Jerry said. Then the two men zipped up and unceremoniously left the booth, leaving Janice stunned and frustrated.
Janice was in shock, cum dripping from her face. Then someone was sliding into the booth next to her. She looked at the man for a second before she realized that it was Tim. "Oh God Tim," she moaned, now embarrassed.
"Come on, let's go to the room," Tim said, pulling Janice from the booth. He hurried her out of the nightclub and up the elevator to their room. They were barely inside the door when Tim was stripping his wife. Some of their clothes were ripped as they hastened to get naked. Tim pushed Janice to the floor and opened her legs. His head moved between her thighs and began to suck her incredibly swollen lips into his mouth.
Janice suddenly pushed Tim over until he was on his back. She straddled his face and sat down. She was so wet that Tim had to swallow over and over or risk drowning.
"Oh Tim, suck me, suck meeeeee!!!!" Janice screamed as her hips pressed down on his face. Her hips moved up and down on his face like she was sitting on a penis. She was moaning and screaming in pleasure as an incredible climax overtook her. It seemed to go on and on, juice pouring from her hole like a water faucet.
When she let Tim come up for air, she looked down at her husband sprawled on the floor. His face was literally covered with her juice. She smiled and reached up to her own face and used a finger to scoop off the remaining cum on her cheek and put it into her mouth.
Tim moaned and pushed Janice to the floor under him. He moved between her legs and slid his penis into her still sopping vagina. His lips met hers as he began to pump up and down rapidly. "I can't last long baby," Tim warned.
"Oh God, cum. Cum in me. Please cum in me," Janice whined as she built to another climax. When she felt her husband tense and pump his cum into her, she went over the top again, shaking with pleasure.



Chapter 11
Janice was staring at her husband in the morning light coming through the hotel window. She studied his handsome face. Who was this man laying next to her? A few short weeks ago she thought that she knew him. Now she realized that she really knew very little about him. She realized that they had never shared their inner secrets, all those intimate thoughts that only come out when a couple is truly honest. Had they been living a lie? She wasn't sure. However, she did know that she truly loved this man, maybe more now than before.
"What are you staring at?" Tim whispered as he opened his eyes and saw her eyes studying his face.
"My lover and my husband," Janice answered and moved closer to him, pressing her naked body to his and kissing his lips.
They kissed and snuggled in the comfortable bed for a long time, whispering sweet nothings. It was more intimate than they had been in years, maybe since their honeymoon. It was strange how much closer they felt now.
Finally, Tim had to ask the question that was on his mind. "Are... uh... are you okay with what happened last night?" he asked hesitantly.
"I don't know," Janice said and took a deep breath. "I... I... feel like such a slut. Yet, I also feel so... so... I don't know... desirable I guess is the word." Janice rolled over, looking at the ceiling. It was great having all those men vying for my attention. Then those two, what were their names? Tom and Jerry. Yea, right! But I do have to say they had nice coc... oh, I'm sorry," Janice said, fearing she had gone too far.
"It's okay sweetie. I saw you sucking their cocks. I loved it!" Tim said with a big smile.
"I love how we are communicating and how close I feel to you right now. But..." Janice hesitated. "You don't think I went too far, do you?"
Tim snuggled next to her. "Of course not. I told you that you were free to go as far as you could in a busy nightclub. I guess I just didn't expect you to... to... you know."
"Suck their cocks," Janice answered for him.
"Yea."
"Well, I warned you," she laughed.
Tim laughed with her. "You know what? I love you more than I ever thought I could."
"I feel the same about you sweetheart. But there is something that I still don't understand."
"What?"
"How... how can you watch me do... do stuff with other men and not get jealous?"
Tim was silent for a while. "I guess I do get jealous. I think that's part of the excitement. I can't explain it but I feel this excitement in the pit of my stomach. When I saw you with Steve and then those two guys last night, I was so excited. I felt something strange. It's almost pride, like I own you. I know that 'own' is the wrong word but it's like... like I'm just letting the men have a taste of you but afterward, you are mine."
"You mean me having a taste of them," Janice said with a smile.
Tim smiled at Janice. She is really warming up to this, he thought. "I have read that the biggest fantasy that men have is watching their wives with other men."
"Playboy again?" Janice said with a smile.
"No, I think it was Cosmo."
"Touch‚," Janice laughed. "I know it's not the same for women. I'm sure I wouldn't feel excitement watching you with another woman. I got very jealous when you told me about Danielle. Yet, I have done almost the same thing. I guess it's a double standard."
"Don't worry I don't mind the double standard. I promise I don't want anyone but you," Tim said sincerely.
"I'll take you up on that promise. Nevertheless, it's amazing to me that you get excited watching me with someone else. I guess I'll never understand men," Janice smiled and kissed Tim again.
Tim could see lust in his wife's eyes.
"I think my slut pussy could use a little attention," Janice said as she lifted the sheets and spread her legs.
Tim got the message and didn't hesitate. He began to kiss down his wife's warm body, stopping to suck on her nipples until they were hard and dripping his saliva. Teasingly, he licked down her stomach, tickling her as his head disappeared under the sheets. When he got to her groin, he worked around her vagina, kissing her thighs but avoiding her swollen lips. Suddenly, he felt Janice grab his hair and roughly pull his mouth between her legs. It was apparent that she wasn't in the mood to be teased. He didn't resist and began to suck her lips into his mouth, tasting her sweet juice. The smell of her arousal and the taste made his head spin. Within minutes, Janice was screaming in pleasure.
When Janice had recovered, she pulled Tim up, opening her legs in invitation.
Tim resisted. "No, I want to wait until tonight."
"Why?" Janice asked in surprise.
"Because tonight I'm going to fuck your ass!"
"Oh God, Tim," Janice said closing her eyes.
"You can always use the safe word," Tim reminded her.
"Not a chance," Janice said with confidence. However, she didn't feel confident. She had felt the same was about oral sex and now she loved it. This was very different though. Besides being so wrong and against all her old beliefs, it was so nasty. She was also afraid of having something up "there." She knew that Tim would be gentle but she was certain that it would hurt. Still, she wasn't about to use the safe word. It was clear to her that if she were going to win this contest, she wouldn't be able to use the safe word even once. It was going to be difficult to get Tim to use the safe word once, let alone twice. No, she wouldn't use the safe word, no matter what.
Tim had Janice dress for the day in a pair of hot pink short shorts and a white tube top. The shorts barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks and would ride up between the crack as she walked. The top molded to her breasts, emphasizing their size and fullness. He also had her put on a pair of very high heels.
Janice put the clothes on begrudgingly. She knew that she would look like a slut and again hoped that she wouldn't see anyone that she knew.
They were planning to spend a little time in the casinos then head home.
Tim smiled proudly as he walked his wife through the casino. He knew that most people thought he had a hooker with him. That thought somehow excited him.
Janice could feel her face flush as she saw the looks of the men. Their eyes would follow her as she walked by. She could almost feel their eyes on her ass. She was embarrassed but also excited by the attention. Some of the women almost had a look of hatred in their eyes. Too bad, they are just jealous, she thought.
It turned into a fun and profitable day for Tim and Janice. They won a $1000 jackpot at one of the machines and promptly went out and spent it on more clothes for her. This time they bought some less than conservative business clothes. The clothes were all professional but the skirts were tighter and shorter than any she had and the blouses were frillier and more revealing. Her students were certainly noticing the change. It was going to be a new Professor Harwick that returned to school next week. She was already more aware of her sexuality and now her new dress would make that obvious to everyone. Janice was beginning to like the new person.
On the way out of town, Tim saw an old movie theater. It caught his eye because of the title of the movie that was showing: "Anal Virgins." Tim didn't even know that theaters showed porno movies anymore. He thought video was the only source of dirty movies. He hit the brakes and turned around at the intersection.
It was in a seedy neighborhood but there was a parking lot right next door and he was pretty sure that the theater wouldn't be crowded at two in the afternoon.
"Why are we stopping?" Janice asked as they pulled into the parking lot. "I heard there is a good movie playing here," Tim answered.
Janice hadn't noticed the marquee. She did a double take as they walked around the corner and she saw the title. A little rush of excitement ran through her. She looked around her as Tim got the tickets. The large old homes in the area were beautiful but run down and some were boarded up. It was definitely a run- down section of town. Across the street, there were two women dressed with impossibly short skirts and low cut tops, showing their wares. Janice realized that they were hookers as they bent over to talk to potential clients in cars. Suddenly, she realized that her short shorts and heels made her look like she fit into this neighborhood. She saw the tired old man behind the glass ticket booth look at her with eyes that had seen everything. Janice suspected that he thought that she was a hooker going into the theater with her "john."
They paid the admission and they went into the theater. It was a large old opera theater with remnants of grander times from 30 or 40 years ago. The lobby had tall ceilings with ornate moldings and etchings of famous paintings from the Renaissance period.
Tim didn't bother with any popcorn or soda, walking quickly past the concession stand and through the curtains into the theater, pulling Janice behind him. The movie was already playing.
Janice's eyes opened wide as she saw the action on the big screen. A young girl was taking the largest penis Janice had ever seen up her ass. Her moans and cries came from every corner of the theater. When she felt Tim tugging on her hand, she realized that she had stopped in the middle of the isle. As her eyes adjusted, she could see that there were ten or so patrons in the theater scattered around, slumped in their seats. She followed Tim to the back of the theater, taking seats in the last row. Several of the men turned and watched them walk past. She could feel their eyes. Was she swaying her ass too much as she walked up the isle?
"Tim, this is crazy," Janice whispered when they were seated.
"I know, but I though you needed a little education," he answered and reached over and caressed her bare thigh lovingly. Tim was a little uncomfortable himself but felt excited as well. It was so unlike him to be spontaneous or a risk taker.
When their eyes went back to the screen, the man with the large penis had pulled it from the small girl's ass and was shooting a huge load onto her ass cheeks and her incredibly stretched ass hole. Janice couldn't suppress a gasp of surprise. The scene was incredible gross but exciting nonetheless. Then the movie switched to another young girl and her boyfriend sitting on a living room sofa. The acting was poor and the dialogue stupid but the people were very attractive. The boy was trying to convince the girl that she should let him have anal sex. She was reluctant but was caving in quickly as he began to play with her breast and kiss her passionately.
Janice could feel her excitement grow as she watched the young couple make out. She was so engrossed in the scene that she barely noticed Tim's hand until it was under her tube top and playing with her breast. A little moan escaped her lips as she watched the two on the screen get naked. Then the boy pushed the young girl back on the sofa and lifted her legs high in the air. Janice gasped and her hips began to squirm on the seat when she saw the boy begin to lick the young girl's asshole. She could almost feel the tongue on her own little rear hole. An illicit shiver of pleasure rushed through her.
Within minutes, the boy was sliding his penis into the girl's ass. Janice watched carefully. While the passion was probably fake, Janice could see that the girl was not in any apparent pain. Soon, he was pounding in and out with rapid and deep strokes. It went on for a long time before the moaned that he was he was going to cum. He pulled his penis from the girl's ass, leaving her hole gaping. Janice couldn't believe it when the girl spun around, brought his penis to her mouth, and sucked it inside. Then as he neared climax, the boy pulled his penis out of her mouth and began to squirt his sperm onto the girl's smiling face. Immediately, another scene started with a bored housewife watching a young man clean her pool. In each segment, the anal sex was nastier than the last.
Tim was watching Janice more than he was the movie. He could see her glassy eyes focused on the screen and her breath coming in rapid gasps. As he played with her nipples, he slowly, and without her noticing, pushed her top up until both breasts were exposed. Then he bent his head and sucked one exposed nipple inside his mouth.
"Oh God," Janice moaned when she realized that her breasts were uncovered. She watched nervously as four or five of the patrons moved around into seats closer to them so they could watch. It frightened Janice to see all these men staring at her, their hands now inside their pants. However, there was also a thrill deep inside her. It was all so surrealistic. It couldn't be innocent Janice Harwick, law professor, and pillar of the community, sitting half-naked in a public movie theater letting a bunch of perverts look at her.
"Tim... Tim," Janice whispered.
It took a minute for Tim to realize that Janice was calling his name. He looked up and saw that now everyone in the theater was watching them. "I guess we better get out of here before we cause a riot," Tim said.
"You're right," Janice answered nervously. She saw the disappointment on the faces of the voyeurs as she let Tim pull her to her feet. When she tried to pull the top down though, Tim grabbed her hand whispered for her to leave it up.
Janice's legs were trembling as she walked up the aisle, her breast exposed and bouncing with each step. She could feel every eye in the place on her. Her vagina was throbbing and squishing between her legs. As she walked out of the curtains and into the lobby, she heard several men groan in pleasure or frustration. Suddenly, she was standing in the lobby with her breasts still exposed. There were a few men getting popcorn and a young woman behind the counter. Janice's face turned red when she saw the girl looking at her with a big smile. The men turned to look at her as well. Tim pulled her toward the front of the theater but would not let her pull her top down until they got to the door. She sighed with relief when he pulled her top over her breasts just as they stepped outside into the bright sunlight.
Tim rushed Janice out to the car and sped off the lot. He was now suddenly in a hurry to get home.
Janice slid close to Tim and pulled one of his hands to her crotch. She moaned as his fingers began to rub across the tight material of her damp crotch.
Tim looked down and gasped; Janice's crotch was stained dark with her juices. He could feel it seeping through to his fingers.
As soon as they were in the house, Janice was crawling all over Tim. "Wait... wait sweetie," he said. "Let's take it slow. You go and take a nice shower and I'll lay out some clothes I want you to wear."
Janice moaned in frustration but knew that he was controlling things. "Just one little suck," she pleaded as she grabbed the bulge in his pants. Without waiting for permission, she slid down and opened his zipper. In a second, she had his penis out and was sucking on it and moaning. When she felt Tim take her head in his hands and begin to move it back and forth, she knew that she had him. She thought that she would suck him off, and then get him to eat her. Maybe he would forget about the anal sex. She was very wrong.
Tim watched his wife on her knees sucking him enthusiastically and realized that she had grown to love sucking him now. Her actions were not of a woman that was doing it just to please her man. He also knew that she was trying to delay the inevitable and in fact, he had counted on that. There was no doubt that, in his excited state, when he tried to put his penis into her anus he would last about one second. Janice was unknowingly taking the edge off his excitement. He would be able to last far longer after he had a climax.
Janice worked on Tim's penis with all her recently learned skills. She used her hand to work up and down his shaft as her mouth sucked the head. She smiled to herself at her cleverness.
"Oh God, baby," Tim moaned as he felt his climax approach. Just as he was about to shoot into her mouth, Janice pulled his penis out like the girl in the movie had done. He watched it total amazement as she aimed it at her face, letting the first blast hit her square in the forehead. He realized that she was mimicking the movie by letting his sperm cover her face. He was more than happy to comply.
Janice almost giggled as blast after blast hit her in the face. It was so nasty and exciting to feel his warm sperm covering her face. She had read that some women felt this was humiliating and demeaning but she didn't feel that way at all. It gave her a sense of power and made her body tremble with excitement. Besides, Cosmo said that sperm was good for your skin.
After the last squirt hit her face, Janice smiled up at her husband, her face covered with his cream. Her tongue came out and licked some of the goo that had run across her lips, smiling as she swallowed.
Tim looked down at his wife with amazement. He couldn't believe that she had done that. "Thanks sweetie," he said sincerely. "I was so worked up that I'm sure I would have never gotten into your ass."
Janice's smile turned to a frown as she realized what she had done. Suddenly she knew that she had been tricked. "You tricked me," she said with mock anger. Still, she had to smile as she felt his sperm continue to run down her face and drip onto her chest.
Chapter 12
An hour later Janice came out of the bathroom to find the room lit with candles and an outfit for her laying one the bed. She saw a note on the bed next to the clothes.
"Sweetheart, I wanted to tell you how much I love you. I know that you are apprehensive about what we are going to do. You know that I would never hurt you. I will be gentle, but if it is too painful for you, I will stop and it will not cost you a safe word. Please put on the outfit I left on the bed. I will be up in a few minutes. Love, Tim."
Janice felt tears in her eyes as she read the note. God, she loved this man, she thought. She put on the outfit then looked in the mirror. It was a white teddy with garter straps and matching white nylons. The material was stretchy lace and was almost see- through. The front covered the crotch but still allowed her shaved sex lips to be plainly seen. The back of the outfit was only a thin string, leaving her buttocks bare. She almost looked like the young girl he married ten years earlier.
Janice was lying in the center of the bed when Tim came into the room wearing a short bathrobe. His eyes never left his wife as he walked over to the bed. She was the only thing in the room and everything else faded. He was almost shaking as he dropped his robe, crawled onto the bed, and pulled her into his arms. Their lips met without a word. Within seconds, both of them were moaning in excitement.
Tim worked to kiss every exposed area of Janice's body that he could reach. Then he turned her over and looked at his prize. Her sexy buttocks were white and smooth, without a blemish or freckle. He felt her tremble as his hands touched them, gently running his fingers across her soft flesh. He could see goose bumps appear on the skin. Slowly, he bent his head and kissed first one cheek then the other.
"Get on your knees," Tim said in a hoarse whisper.
Janice moved to her knees and looked back at Tim. She saw a look of wonder in his eyes as he stared at her bare buttocks. Then she watched him crawl between her legs, his hands reaching out to grasp her cheeks. She laid her head on the bed and groaned as Tim spread her cheeks open. She was embarrassed and excited by the view that she knew he was getting. No one had ever looked at her like this. She felt incredibly exposed. "Oh my God," she moaned as she felt his tongue touch the top of her crack where the little string started. She gasped for breath as she felt his tongue begin to slide down between the cheeks. God, he wasn't going to... "Ohhhhhh!!!"



Tim could taste her flesh as his tongue move between her damp cheeks. He pulled the little string away and looked at her pulsing anus then dropped his head and began to lick. He could hear Janice moaning into the pillow but it was muffled, coming from a place far off. There was a roaring in his ears at his own nastiness.
"Oh my God, oh my God," Janice whispered. When she felt Tim force his tongue into her tiny back hole, she lifted her head and screamed. It's so nasty, so perverted, she thought. Yet, her hips pushed back into the probing tongue wanting it to go deeper. Janice never knew that her anal area was so sensitive. She could feel every touch, every lick.
Tim was going mad with lust. Never in his wildest imagination did he think his innocent wife would let him do this to her. He was going to make the most of it. His tongue and mouth worked her little hole until it was pulsing with need. He sucked and licked like a starved man. When he pulled away, he watched it open and close like it wanted something to fill it again. He knew just what that something was.
Janice's moved her buttocks back and forth in excitement, her head buried in the pillow again. Her lungs gasped for breath. She felt Tim moving behind her and knew what was going to happen. Then she felt something cool, almost soothing on her anus. A gasp escaped her as she felt a finger probe the hole then move slowly into her. It felt strange, not painful, almost soothing. She had never had anything stuck up there before, not even her doctor's finger. She groaned when the finger pulled back out, leaving her hole wanting.
Tim coated a second finger and placed both on the little hole. With gradually increasing pressure, he pushed the two fingers inside. It felt warm and smooth inside his wife's secret place. He could feel the muscles caressing his fingers. It was impossible to tell if they wanted him to press inward or pull out. He pressed inward. There was a louder moan from Janice as both fingers went all the way inside her. Then he gently worked them back and forth and around, trying to relax and open her for the larger object to come. He worked for some time, making sure she was lubricated and stretched. When he thought she was sufficiently relaxed he pulled the fingers out and watched the tiny hole remain stretched for a second before closing again.
It was time. Tim leaned over to his wife and whispered, "I'm going to fuck your ass now, sweetheart. If I hurt you tell me and I will ease up. If you really want me to stop, use the code word. It won't count and I will stop." Tim got between his wife's legs again. He poured some lubricant onto his hand and rubbed it across his erection until it was shining and slick. Then he moved closer, lifting up and placing the swollen head at the tiny hole. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, he began to push. He watched as the little hole stretched, the skin gradually covering half the head of the penis. The largest portion of the head was still outside when he paused for a second. He listened for any word from Janice. When he heard nothing but her heavy breathing, he pushed hard.
"Ohhhhhh!!! Ahhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as she felt the head slip into her body. Her hands were gripping the bed sheet tight as her body tensed. Relax, she told herself.
Tim was amazed as he watched the small hole stretch around his large head. It gripped him tight, just below the crown. When he heard no protest from Janice, he began to push forward again. He heard Janice grunt but no words came from her. Soon most of his penis was inside her body. Then, with one final push, he was buried to his balls.
"Oh God, oh Jesus, oh, oh," Janice moaned incoherently.
Slowly Tim began to pull out, watching the grasping hole try to keep him inside. When he was almost all of the way out, he pushed back in. This time he joined his wife in moaning. He couldn't believe how good it felt. It was all that he had imagined and more.
Janice was surprised that it hadn't hurt. She had felt momentary pain when the head slipped inside but other than that, there was only a pleasant fullness. Now she could feel his penis deep inside her, stretching her. She thought she could feel the head pulsing against her sensitive walls. However, she knew that that couldn't be possible. She moved one hand between her legs and rubbed her swollen vagina through the crotch of the teddy. Then her finger slipped under the material and into her body. "Oh yes," she moaned when she felt Tim's penis on the other side of the tiny sheath of skin. "Fuck me," she screamed suddenly.
Tim almost jumped in surprise at her words.
"Please, please fuck my ass," she cried, delirious with need.
Tim began to move in and out, slowly at first but soon he was moving at a steady pace. The same pace as he would have used inside her vagina. This hole was much tighter than her vagina and required him to push and pull harder. His own breathing was labored as he got to his feet, squatting with his knee's bent, and began to pound into his wife's ass. He could feel her finger moving in and out of her vagina as his penis worked in and out at the same time.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!!! Oh Jesus, Tim..." Janice moaned as a climax began somewhere deep inside her ass. Her fingers began to rub her swollen clit. It felt huge between her fingers. "Oh God Tim, I'm going to cummmmmmmm!!!"
Tim could feel the walls of her anus begin to pulse. That was too much for him. Suddenly, his penis throbbed and his balls erupted, spraying her insides full of his sperm.
Janice could feel his cum pouring into her tunnel. Her hips humped up at her husband's plunging penis as a tremendous climax consumed her body. Wave after wave of pleasure rippled through her. Her body shuddered and tensed repeatedly. Each time she thought it was going to stop, another wave hit her. She had never had a climax last so long or be so totally consuming. Her head was spinning and her lungs gasped for air. Then there was one last shudder before she collapsed onto the bed.
Tim followed her, his penis never leaving her body. As the last spurt of his cum was milked into her hole, he collapsed as well, his body heavy on hers.
After a few minutes, Tim's breathing was almost under control. He bent his head and kissed his wife's hot cheek, gently moving her hair away from her face. He saw that her eyes were closed like she was sleeping. Then he whispered, "I love you," but received no response. Tim suddenly realized that she had passed out.
Chapter 13
Tim was up early the following morning, having some chores to do in the yard. He worked for an hour or so then decided to have some breakfast. He assumed that Janice was still asleep.
When he walked into the kitchen, he saw her sitting at the table drinking a cup of coffee. She had her robe on and the paper was in front of her on the table.
"How are you feeling this morning?" he asked almost shyly. There was a nervous excitement in the pit of his stomach. He was certain that she had enjoyed yesterday but sometimes the light of a new day changes things.
Janice looked up without smiling. Then she stood up and turned to him. Suddenly her face broke into a wide grin and her arms opened to him.
Tim sighed in relief as he took his wife into his arms.
Their lips met in an emotional and passionate kiss that went on and on. When Janice pulled away, Tim gasped for breath, stunned by the intensity of the kiss.
"Does that answer your question?" Janice said with a smile.
"Wow, I guess it does," Tim chuckled. He pulled a chair out and sat down, bring Janice to his lap. "I was a little worried after you... you know, passed out."
Janice snuggled warmly into Tim, her head on his shoulder. "I'm the one that should be saying '"wow'", she said. "I've never felt like that... never knew that a climax could be so intense."
"Are you... are you sore?" Tim asked, suddenly embarrassed by the question.
"Maybe a little, but it's a good soreness."
"What's your schedule for today?" Tim asked, referring to the fact that Janice needed to go into school for the lecture.
"Well, Dan is supposed to lecture from one to three o'clock. We are supposed to go to dinner at six." Janice felt a little thrill run through her at the mention of Dan's name.
"I was planning something after you came home but I think I will change those plans. We can do that Friday night."
"Okay," Janice said hesitantly. There was something on her mind and she didn't know how to approach it. Tim knew what had happened with Dan the last time they were together but he hadn't said anything about it since she told him. "Tim... about Dan... What... uh... are you okay... uh... with me going to dinner with him," Janice stuttered.
"Oh yes, I'm fine with it. I want you go out with him and have fun. In fact, I want you to bring him back here after dinner."
"Really! You want to meet him?"
"No, I didn't say that. I want you to tell him that I'm out of town."
Janice looked at Tim like she didn't understand. Suddenly, her heart started to race. "What... what do you want me to do when I get home?" she asked, her voice almost shaking.
"Anything you want!" Tim said.
"Anything?" Janice asked, her eyes searching his.
"Anything!"
"You know... you know what happened the last time you said that?"
"Yes," Tim said with a lustful smile.
"You also remember the... the last time Dan and I we were together," Janice said, knowing that Tim would remember.
"I remember very well what you told me."
"Dan and I together alone could be dangerous," Janice warned, her body tingling.
"I'm counting on that."
"So I can do whatever I want?"
"Yes."
"Are you sure about this?" Janice asked, her heart racing with excitement now.
"Absolutely sure. After the lecture, come home and I will help you get dressed for dinner."
Janice kissed Tim passionately again then pulled her head back and looked into his eyes. She was searching for something. She wasn't even sure what it was. For the thousandth time she wondered how she could have lived with this man for so many years and never really know him.
"You had better get moving. I have some chores to do so I'll see you when you get home," Tim said as he pushed Janice to her feet. "Now you get moving too."
They kissed briefly and went their separate ways.
Janice felt her heart flutter when she saw Dan walking down the hall toward her. God, he is so handsome, she thought. His biggest problem is that he is stuck on himself; his hair was always perfect, expensive suits and silk ties. Only the best for Dan Forsman, she thought. Still, that's part of his charm, she mused. She knew that she could never see herself falling for someone like him but he was irresistible nonetheless.
Dan Forsman had just turned 44 years old and was recently divorced. He was a partner in a prestigious law firm in San Francisco, as well as a professor of law. He stood 6 feet 26' 2" with black hair that had quite a bit of gray along the sides. He was often mistaken for the movie actor, Richard Gere. He always dressed immaculately and prided himself on his physical appearance. In college he had been the star quarterback and could have had a pro career if he had wanted. However, law had always been his first love.
Dan smiled when he saw Janice walking toward him. He noticed right away that she was wearing a new outfit. It was a black business suit. However, it was much more stylish than the outfits that she normally wore. In fact, the skirt was shorter than anything he had ever seen her wear and the blouse, under her blazer, was low cut and very sheer. What a sexy lady, he thought. , Too bad she doesn't know it.
Dan was in for a big surprise.
"God, it's good to see you Janice," Dan said as he hugged Janice to his strong chest.
"It's been a long time," Janice answered, holding him a little tighter and longer than was necessary.
"You look great," Dan exclaimed holding Janice away from him, his eyes running up and down her body. His eyes didn't miss the opportunity to glance down her blouse. He was shocked that he couldn't see any indication of a bra. Still, it might just be one of those low cut things some women wear, he thought.
"Thank you! You look pretty good yourself," Janice smiled back. "We have about twenty minutes before the class starts. Would you like a cup of coffee?"
"That would be great," Dan said and followed Janice to the cafeteria.
The two of them sat and talked, catching up on a few things since they last met. Before they knew it, it was time for class. Before they knew it, it was time for class.
Janice watched as Dan did his thing. He was very impressive. The students listened, hanging on every word. Dan was quite an entertainer, telling them stories of legal cases that combined his academic background with the real world.
When the lecture was over, Janice couldn't get near Dan as the students, especially the girls, gathered around him thirsting for more. Finally, he told them he had to go. The students moaned but eventually left the room, leaving Janice and Dan alone.

"Still quite the entertainer," Janice smiled.
"Just my animal magnetism, I guess," he responded, his white teeth shining with his smile. "Now, for the real reason I came all this way. When do we go to dinner?"
"Well, its four- thirty now. How about you pick me up at my house at six?"
"Uh... at your house?" Dan asked. "Yes, my husband's out of town," Janice answered with a twinkle in her eye. She felt a twinge of excitement when Dan's face brightened.
"Oh, no curfew then?" Dan said and moved closer to Janice.
"No curfew."
Suddenly, Dan was pulling Janice into his arms.
"Dan," she protested weakly.
"There's something different about you. I can't put my finger on it, though," Dan said, looking into her eyes.
"Maybe it's just your imagination," Janice responded, letting him hold her, as her excitement grew. Then she saw his lips move toward hers. She knew this was very dangerous in the open classroom but was powerless to stop him from kissing her. A moan came from her throat as his tongue entered her mouth. She felt his strong hands slide down her back and caress her buttocks, pulling her tighter to him. Within seconds, she could feel his erection growing between their bodies.
As the kiss continued, Dan took a chance and slid his hand inside her jacket and over her breast. He had to know if she was wearing a bra. Now it was his turn to moan as he felt her warm flesh in the palm of his hand. She wasn't wearing a bra - that was certainly different. He couldn't imagine prim and proper Janice going out of the house without a bra. His fingers tweaked her hard nipple through the thin blouse, bringing a shiver from her. Quickly, and with an expertise, he unbuttoned two buttons on her blouse and his hand slid inside to grasp a soft breast.
"Oh Jesus," Janice whispered as his strong hand palmed her entire breasts. With great difficulty, Janice pushed him away, gasping for breath. She could feel the excitement between her legs and knew that without panties she would be dripping juice in a second. "Later," she said with a lustful smile. She wrote her address on the back of his business card and handed it to him. "See you at six." Then she went up on her toes and gave him another quick kiss before she rushed out of the room.
By the time Janice got home, she was even more excited than when she left Dan. Her mind was racing with all the possibilities. Still, she wasn't certain how far Tim wanted her to go. In fact, she wasn't certain how far she wanted Dan to go. She needed to talk to Tim again.
When she walked into the bedroom, she saw that Tim had laid out clothes for her to wear. He was in the bathroom running a bath for her.
"Hi, sweetie," Tim said as he saw Janice walk into the bathroom.
"Hi lover," Janice replied and walked over and gave him a big kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her groin to his.
"I guess the meeting with Dan went well?" Tim said when he saw that a button on her blouse was still open.
"Yes," Janice said, her face flushing a bit at the memory of their boldness in the classroom. Then she blushed again when she realized that her blouse was still open.
"So what's the arrangements for tonight?" he asked, letting her off the hook.
"Dan is going to pick me up here at six," she answered, relieved to change the subject.
"Great, then we have to hurry," Tim said as he began to take Janice's clothes off.
"Tim..." Janice said and hesitated.
"What?"
"Are... are you still okay with this?"
"Yes."
"I just want to be sure. The truth is, I have a hard time resisting Dan. However, I'm still not sure... uh... how far that you want this to go. I'm not even sure how far I want it to go."
"Listen, why don't you just relax and see where it goes. If you feel you don't want it to go any further, just tell him."
"Will that be like I used the safe word if I tell him to stop?"
Tim thought for a minute. After all the cajoling and pushing, the truth was, he really didn't want to force her into do doing this. He wanted her to want to do it. "No," he said firmly, deciding to take his chances.
Janice sighed with relief. At least she wouldn't have to use up a safe word if she felt uncomfortable. "Where are you going to be when I get home?"
"I'll be around somewhere," Tim smiled.
Janice looked at him with concern on her face.
"Don't worry. , You won't know I'm here. Now let's get you undressed or you'll be late."
Tim helped Janice with her bath. Then he shaved her and applied cream to her pubic mound, making it smooth and soft. When he was satisfied with his work, Tim left Janice to put on her dress and make-up.
After Janice was dressed, she came out of the bathroom and saw Tim waiting for her. She had on a red cocktail dress that was form fitting and short on her thighs. It was tight enough that if she wore panties the lines would definitely show. The top was low cut, giving a substantial view of her cleavage. In fact, the top was so low cut that if she moved too quickly, she could have one or both of her breasts pop out. Her hair was done up on her head with two little curls hanging down her cheeks. As always, she wore a pair of very high heels and thigh- high nylons. Around her neck, she wore a heart shaped locket with a picture of Tim and her on their wedding day inside. Somehow, that made her feel better about what she was about to do.
"Well, how do I look?" Janice asked, feeling excitement in her stomach as if she was seventeen again and going out with a boy for the first time.
"You look gorgeous," Tim said as he took her in his arms and kissed her briefly. He was careful not to mess up her bright red lipstick. "I think you're going to have to fight this guy off."
Suddenly, both of them jumped as they heard the doorbell.
Janice could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she walked down the stairs. When she opened the door, she saw Dan standing there in his expensive suit and tie, looking like a movie star. He had a dozen red roses in his arms. "Oh, thank you so much," she said sincerely. "Let me get these in water, and then we can go."
"No hurry, we have plenty of time," Dan said, pulling Janice back to him, his eyes wandering up and down her body. "You look incredible."
"Thank you again," Janice said going up on her tiptoes to kiss his lips quickly. Then she turned and walked toward the kitchen carrying the roses.
Dan followed behind, his eyes watching the sexy sway of her butt. God, she is something else, he thought. No panty line. He felt a little tingle in his groin.
In the kitchen, Janice reached up to get a vase out of a cabinet over the sink. When she did, her dress pulled up, revealing the lacy thigh high nylons and a small section of bare flesh.



Dan stepped over to her and placed his hands on her hips, kissing her neck.
"Behave," Janice said as she felt goose bumps on her neck from his kiss.
"You're driving me crazy," he whispered. He turned Janice around and kissed her passionately, his tongue searching for hers.
Janice was breathing heavily when she pulled away. "Let me finish or we'll be late."
Dan moaned in frustration and let Janice go, reluctantly.
Tim was watching out the upstairs window as Dan opened the door his car for Janice to slide in. He probably just did that so he could look up her dress, Tim thought - that's what I would have done. As Tim watched the car disappear down the street he thought, what the hell am I doing? I must be crazy letting my wife go on a date, especially with a handsome guy like Dan. Suddenly, he felt a twinge of jealousy and fear. The fear and jealousy combined to create an excitement in his the pit of his stomach. It was the same feeling that he had when he watched her at the nightclub and with Steve, just multiplied a hundred times. That feeling was overriding everything else. Then he told himself that all of this was necessary to keep their marriage together. Still, he knew that there were other ways to keep their marriage going. It was all so confusing, he thought as he turned from the window, a bulge in his pants.
Tim went downstairs to get a strong drink and wait. It was going to be a long evening for him.
Dan took Janice to an expensive French restaurant on the 30th floor of a downtown office building. They sat at a special table in the corner, reserved for dignitaries, with a view of the city on both sides. The lights of the city were gorgeous and romantic, twinkling like a million fireflies.
Dan was a gentleman all evening. He entertained Janice with humorous stories and jokes. He also made sure she had plenty of wine. While he didn't want her drunk, he did want her relaxed.
When dinner was over, they walked arm and arm to the elevators. As soon as the doors closed, Dan pulled her to him and kissed her. His hands went to her buttocks and squeezed them, pulling her tight to his groin.
"Let's save it until we get home," Janice said excitedly and pushed him away, fearing that the doors would open and someone she knew would be standing there.
Dan moaned a complaint but he liked the part about "until we get home."
Janice stumbled slightly as she opened the door of her house and walked into the foyer. She giggled as she tried to balance herself to take her shoes off. All the wine had made her just a bit tipsy. She let Dan steady her by holding her hips. When she had her shoes off she sighed and said, "Oh that feels so good."
"Feet sore?" Dan asked.
"Yea, these are new shoes and I think they are a little too narrow. The guys in the shoe story were too busy looking up my dress to get the correct measurements."
"I'm sure they got a very pretty view," Dan said lecherously. "You know I am an excellent foot massager."
Janice felt a thrill go through her as she thought of the boys in the store and the last massage she had in this living room just days ago.
"Would you like a glass of wine?" Janice asked, throwing her shoes in the corner carelessly.
"Yes, thanks."
"Have a seat in the living room. , I'll be right back," Janice said, directing Dan to the living room and then going into the kitchen. She was surprised when she found a bottle of wine chilling in a bucket of ice. A smile crossed her face when she realized that Tim had left it for her. She took the bottle and two glasses into the living room.
Dan was sitting on the sofa with his jacket off and his tie loosened. The lights in the room had been dimmed. Dan smiled when he saw Janice coming in with the wine. "Ah, that was fast. You must have had this all planned. Are you trying to seduce me, Mrs. Harwick?" Dan said facetiously.
"I'll never tell," Janice answered as she sat on the sofa a comfortable distance from him.
Dan poured each of them a glass and handed one to her. "Cheers," he said and clinked his glass to hers. "Now, let's take care of those feet," he said, reaching down and pulling one of her feet onto his lap.
Janice had to turn sideways to allow Dan to hold her foot. "Oh, that feels sooooo good," she said as she lay back in the corner of the sofa, ignoring the fact that Dan could see up her dress. "Thank you."
"My pleasure," Dan said, looking at her sexy legs and higher. "You have gorgeous legs."
"Thank you again."
Dan massaged one foot then the other as Janice sat back and enjoyed. When he was done, he took off his tie and moved over closer to her. He sat quietly looking at her as they drank their wine. Finally, he reached over, took the wineglass out of her hand and set both on the coffee table. Then he pulled her into his arms. "I've been waiting to have you alone all night," he whispered as he brought his lips to hers.
Janice moaned as she felt his lips press to her. This time she beat him to it and pushed her tongue into his mouth. Their lips worked together like two horny teenagers. Within minutes, the room was steaming with passion. Soon, Janice felt Dan's hand slide down her back and across her buttocks. He gently caressed the firm ass cheek before moving lower to her thigh. As their tongue continued to duel, Janice felt his hand slide up her thigh until it was under the hem of her dress. She moaned and squirmed in his embrace when she felt his hand on the bare flesh above her nylons. She suppressed the natural instinct to stop his hand. The hand moved higher.
Now it was Dan's turn to moan as he felt the soft skin of her naked buttock. He had hoped that she wasn't wearing panties. His hand squeezed the supple cheek, kneading the flesh between his fingers. Tim stood in the dark hallway at the top of the stairs with a clear view of the sofa. His heart was pounding in his chest as he watched another man fondle his wife. He could see the hand disappear under her dress and begin to massage the cheek of her ass. Inside his pants, his own penis throbbed with excitement.
Dan pulled his lips from Janice and kissed down her neck. Slowly, he kissed across her shoulder, using his finger to gently push the shoulder strap of her dress down her arm. Then his lips changed direction, moving down her shoulder blade, kissing and teasing the soft skin as he went. Soon, he was at the top of one heaving breasts. The dress was barely holding on, caught on a hard nipple. A flick of Dan's finger and it fell, leaving one large, soft breast free.
"Oh God Dan, no," Janice pleaded breathlessly when she realized her breast was bare. There was still a hint of the remorse at what she was doing. It was so wrong. But, how could something so wrong feel so good? she thought.
Dan didn't pay any attention to Janice's protest. He kissed down the soft orb, opening his mouth and sucking the nipple inside.
"Ohhhh!!!" Janice moaned as she felt his tongue begin to flick the hard nipple.
Dan was ecstatic that he had made it this far. There were no guarantees that she would let him go all the way. He remembered the last time they were together when she jumped out of his car and ran back to the hotel. Quickly, before she could stop him, he pushed the other shoulder strap down, freeing both breasts, and captured the other tit in his mouth. He almost smiled when he felt Janice's hand grab the back of his neck and pull his mouth tight to her breast.
"Oh yes, suck it," Janice whispered in submission. She would stop him in a few minutes. Just a few more sucks and she would make him stop.
Dan pushed Janice over until she was lying on the sofa, continuing to hold the nipple in his mouth like a hungry baby. He sucked hard on the tit, finally letting it pop from his lips. He moved back and looked down at her excitedly. Her eyes were closed and her beautiful breasts were moving up and down with her rapid breathing. Both nipples were hard, sitting proudly on her firm white breasts. Again, he bent over and sucked one into his mouth. At the same time, his hand slowly moved up her thigh. When his fingers reached her vagina, he gasped in surprise. Prudish Janice, law professor, and wife, had a shaved pussy.
Janice was becoming delirious with excitement now. She squirmed on the sofa as Dan chewed on her breasts and began to play with her sex lips. She spread her legs as far as her dress would let her and let his hand have total access. A gasp escaped her lips and she almost screamed when he pushed a finger into her warm and wet hole.
Dan moved his finger in and out rapidly, spattering her juice on his hand. Then he moved away from Janice and slid slowly to his knees. He looked up at her as he spread her legs, pushing her dress to her hips. He could see that her eyes were swimming with lust. Then he looked at her swollen and enlarged vagina. His mouth practically watered when he saw the fat wrinkled inner lips bulging from the smoothly shaven outer lips. Slowly, he began to kiss down her soft thigh.
I have to stop this, she thought, just a minute or two more. Janice closed her eyes in pleasure as she felt Dan's tongue move closer and closer to her vagina. She began to tremble with need as his tongue teased her, kissing her thigh but avoiding the treasure between. Unable to stand it anymore, and no longer able to distinguish right from wrong, she reached for his head and pulled him toward her center. "Ahhhhh!!!"
Immediately, Dan's senses were overcome with the taste of Janice's swollen vagina. He sucked her large lips inside, marveling at the size. He had made love to quite a few women in his life but none had lips as large as hers or tasted as good.
Tim's eyes were wide with lust and straining through the dim light to watch his wife with her lover on the sofa. It was hard for him to believe that he was actually watching another man eat his wife. His shaking hand went to his zipper and pulled it down, freeing his throbbing erection.
Janice's legs were wrapped around Dan's head, imprisoning his face between her thighs. Her hips lifted off the sofa as her hands pulled his head tight between her legs. "Oh God, Dan. Oh yes, eat me. Yes, yes, yes. Oh God," she moaned.
Dan prided himself in his ability to please a woman. He was especially good at oral sex and he loved to do it. The sweet taste and feel of Janice's lips in his mouth was making him mad with desire. He wanted to fuck her so bad, yet he wanted to wait. He wanted to get her off first. His mouth moved up slightly and sucked her swollen clit between his lips. "Ahhhhhh!!!" Janice screamed, her muscles tensing. "Oh God, Dan, I'm going to... I'm going to... cummmmmmmmmm!!!" Then Janice's body started to convulse as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her. Her hips were bucking so hard that she almost threw them both off the sofa. However, Dan held on, continuing to suck her even after her body started to relax. He sucked on and on until he felt Janice begin to tense again. Suddenly, another strong climax hit her.
Eventually, Dan had to pull away or risk drowning. His face was covered in her thick juices. He smiled down at her; wiping his mouth with the back of his hand as he stood up and slowly stripped his clothes off.
Janice opened her weary eyes just as Dan was dropping his slacks and underwear. A new thrill of excitement rushed through her as she saw his long, throbbing shaft. It was larger than she remembered. She saw that his body was strong and well muscled. Janice sat up weakly looking at the penis just inches in front of her face. She hesitated. Then slowly, her hand shaking, she reached for Dan's penis. It felt hot in her hand and throbbed. She moved her hand up and down, squeezing a drop of clear juice out of the swollen head. Janice took a deep breath and pulled Dan's penis toward her.
Dan smiled and moved forward, pleased to oblige her. He moaned as he watched this beautiful woman, wife, and law professor take his penis between her lips. His hips began an involuntary movement back and forth as Janice sucked on his knob. He was surprised at how good she was. He watched in amazement as she pulled it from her lips and used her tongue in little butterfly flicks across the dripping head. Then she licked down the shaft to his balls. "Oh Jesus," he moaned as she sucked one inside her mouth. He couldn't believe it as he watched her cheeks bulge with his sperm filled testicle.
Janice moaned as she sucked first one large testicle into her mouth and then the other. Soon both were dripping with her saliva. She licked back up the shaft and took the head into her mouth again.
Tim was beyond excitement as he watched his wife suck on Dan. This time he had a better view then the two previous times. Yet, he wasn't as close as he wanted to be, so he quietly moved as close as he dared. He almost gasped when he saw his wife's saliva dripping from Dan's penis and balls. He wondered if she was going to suck him off.
Janice was considering sucking Dan off. However, he had other ideas. Before he lost control, he pulled away, his penis making a pop as it came out of her mouth. Janice looked up in surprise. She wanted his cum in her hungry mouth now.
"I'm going to fuck you," he stated emphatically.
"Oh Dan, no. It's not right, I'm married," she pleaded unconvincingly.
"So you don't want this cock in you?" Dan teased, swinging his penis back and forth in front of her face. "Are you saying that you don't want me to fuck you?"
"Oh God," Janice moaned as she watched Dan's hard penis moving back and forth, her eyes following it. Her own vagina was dripping juice onto the sofa now. Janice bit her lip and closed her eyes. Suddenly, she knew that there was no turning back. With a sigh of submission, she leaned back on the sofa and opened her legs.
"No sweetie," Dan said. "Tell me. Tell me you want this. I want to hear you say it," Dan said. He squeezed his penis hard at the base, making it swell even larger and pulse. Dan knew that he was taking a big chance teasing her like this. It might backfire. However, he was pretty sure that he had her now.
Janice looked at Dan's pulsing rod and then at his face. Her eyes glanced briefly toward the stairs. She could see a shadowy movement. She knew that Tim was watching. He could stop this if he wanted, she thought. A tremble shook her frame and her vagina throbbed with need. She couldn't take it anymore. "Fuck me! Oh God, fuck me, Dan. Please!"
"That's what I wanted to hear." Dan reached down and lifted Janice's legs. He went to his knees, bringing his penis level with her swollen vagina. Holding her legs straight up in the air, he pulled Janice forward, letting his penis head touch her fat lips. Slowly he moved his hips forward.
There were three moans at the same time. If Janice and Dan hadn't been moaning so loud, they would have surely heard Tim. Tim's legs felt week as he strained his eyes at the juncture where Dan's penis met his wife's hole. He watched, his body trembling, as another man slowly slid his penis into his wife. The scene fascinated him so much that he forgot all about stroking his penis.
Dan closed his eyes as his shaft moved deeper into Janice's body. He had waited for over a year to do this. Her vagina was as tight and warm as he had dreamed it would be. Janice couldn't wait any longer. She reached forward and grabbed Dan's hips and pulled, forcing him deep into her. "Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned as he hit bottom. She felt full and so stretched with his fat penis. Suddenly, the realization hit her that she was fucking another man --- a man that wasn't her husband.
Dan pushed Janice further back and moved over her. He placed her legs on his shoulders, lifting up and bending her almost double until her knees were near her head. The angle allowed him to go deep into her. As he pushed downward, his lips sought hers. Then he began to move in and out, slowly at first. "Oh God, baby, that pussy is so nice," he whispered breathlessly.
Janice only grunted in response, her eyes squeezed shut. She was rapidly moving toward her third climax.
Soon Dan was pounding in and out of her, grunting out his own pleasure. "Oh God, baby, I can't last much longer," Dan warned.
"Oh yes. Cum, cum in me, please," Janice whispered through clenched teeth, her own excitement near a peak again.
Dan felt his balls pull tight to his body. He groaned as his sperm shot down his shaft and rocketed into Janice's willing hole.
Janice felt Dan going over the top and his juice pumping into her. That was more than she could take. For the third time in just a few minutes, Janice climaxed. It was even stronger than the first two. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," she moaned, holding Dan deep in her body. She could feel Dan's cum filling her hole - another man's cum.
Tim stared in amazement as he watched the two lovers climax. He could see their joined sex in the dim light and the glistening cum running back out and down her ass cheeks.
When Dan's penis stopped squirting, he slowly moved back, sweat dripping from his brow. "Wow, that was something," he sighed as he watched his shrinking penis squeeze out of Janice's body.
Janice dropped her legs to the floor, exhausted. When Dan moved to the side and collapsed onto the sofa. Janice stood up on shaky legs. "I'll be right back," she said and walked unsteadily to the stairs.
Dan figured that she was going to clean up.
Janice walked up the stairs and down the hall, looking for Tim. Just as she passed the bathroom, she felt her arm being pulled into the dark room. She squealed in surprise as Tim pulled her into his arms and kissed her.
"God, baby, I've got to fuck you too," Tim said, pushing Janice up on the sink counter. He spread her legs and placed his throbbing penis at the entrance of overflowing hole. With a shove, he pushed himself into her. "Ohhhh!!!" Tim moaned as her warm and very sloppy hole wrapped around him. It took only seconds for Tim to groan that he was going to cum.
"Yes, cum in me," Janice said, already excited again. As she felt her husband adding his sperm to the juice already inside her, a quick climax went through her.
Tim pulled out of Janice and leaned toward her, kissing her lips gently. They were both silent. Tim was still gasping for breath. His climax had been incredibly intense, draining him.
Finally, Janice spoke. "Tim, I think... uh... I think that Dan is going to want to stay the night," Janice said hesitantly.
"Really?," Tim said thinking quickly.
"He didn't say it but I know him."
"What do you think? Do you want him to stay?"
Janice bit her lip and looked down, her face red. "Yes," she answered quietly.
"Uh... all right... uh... I'll sneak down to the clubroom and sleep on the sofa. The only rule is that I want you to sneak down and see me when he falls asleep. Tomorrow, you need to get him out early."
"That's no problem, he has an early flight. Tim... thank you. I love you," Janice said, fingering the locked around her neck lovingly.
"I love you too. You had better get back down there or he might come up."
"You're right," Janice said and hurried back to the stairs. She stopped when she reached the top of the stairs and realized that she had two loads of cum bubbling out of her vagina. She also realized that she didn't have time to go back and clean up so she shrugged and hurried back to Dan.
Dan didn't have to be asked twice if he wanted to stay the night. When Janice mentioned staying the night, he swept her up in his arms and walked toward the stairs. Within minutes, Dan had Janice on the bed and his head between her legs. He was surprised at how much cum she still had in her after she had cleaned up.
Janice giggled at the thought of what was happening between her legs. If he only knew, she thought. However, excitement quickly took over. She grabbed Dan's head pulled it tight to her, and shuddered in climax again.



Late that night, Janice went down to the clubroom. She gently shook Tim awake. Then she quickly opened his pants and sucked him to hardness. Without Tim moving, she straddled his waist and sat onto his penis. She bounced up and down several times, coating Tim's penis with the sperm inside her.
Tim was moaning again, his hips moving up and down with his wife's movements. Suddenly, Janice pulled up until Tim's penis slipped out. Tim looked at her in surprise.
Janice smiled back and reached between her legs to grasp his penis. She slid forward slightly until her anus was on top of his penis. A wide smile, then a slight grimace, crossed her face as she slowly sat down.
"Oh my God, Janice," Tim moaned as his penis slid easily into her rectum.
Both of Janice's holes were dripping cum as she practically crawled back up the stairs to Dan.
Tim didn't sleep much the rest of the night. Early in the morning, he heard the front door open and close. He peeked out of the basement window and saw Dan get into his rental car and drive away. Then he hurried up the stairs to their bedroom. He peeped in and saw that Janice was still sleeping. As he walked quietly over to the bed, he saw her open her eyes. A smile crossed her tired face and she lifted the sheet in invitation. Tim smiled back and crawled into the bed. He looked at his disheveled wife. Her hair and make-up were a mess and her body showed signs of the frantic activity of the night. Still, Tim thought he had never seen her look so beautiful. He tenderly kissed her lips and fell asleep in her arms.
Chapter 14
Tim smiled as Janice walked into the kitchen. She had on a white terry cloth robe and her hair was still wet from the shower. "Good afternoon sleepyhead," Tim said.
Janice smiled back and walked over to kiss him. "Good afternoon lover."
"Hungry?" Tim asked.
"Starved."
"Sit down and I'll have break... uh lunch finished in a second," Tim said.
Janice sat at the table as Tim served her eggs, bacon, toast and hot coffee. He took a seat across from her and watched her eat. He had already eaten earlier.
When Janice had eaten everything on the table, Tim got up and served her more. Again, Tim sat across from Janice and watched her.
"What?" she asked when she saw him looking at her.
"I was just thinking how much I love you."
Janice smiled then got up and sat on Tim's lap. "I love you too, sweetheart. More that anything in the world." Their lips met in a long and sensuous kiss.
"So... uh... did you... uh have fun last night?" Tim asked hesitantly.
Janice sighed and closed her eyes. "It was incredible. I would have never believed that I would have enjoyed something like that. It's amazing how things can change in just one week. Are... are you okay with what happened?"
"Yes and I agree with you that it was incredible. It was beyond my wildest dreams. It seems like a dream this morning - a nice dream." Tim kissed her again and slipped his hand into her robe and caressed her breasts. "However, it's not over yet." "What's going on tonight?" Janice asked, unable to keep the excitement out of her voice.
"You know I can't tell you that. However, I guarantee that you will be surprised."
Later that night, Janice stood in front of Tim in the bedroom. She was wearing a sky blue silk slip that was form fitting and short, with a sheer lace top. On her legs, she had a pair of silk thigh high nylons and spiked high heels.
"Come on Tim, what's going to happen tonight?" Janice asked nervously.
"Just remember the safe word," he said. Then the doorbell rang. "Wait here, I'll be back in a minute."
Janice sat on the bed, very nervous. She had no idea what Tim had planned for her tonight. It scared her some but she also knew that she was close to getting through the week without using the safe word. She figured she could get through one more day.
A few minutes later, Tim opened the bedroom door.
Janice stood up, her face showing her shock. Felicia walked into the bedroom behind Tim. She was wearing a pair of hot pink short shorts, high heels and a blouse tied under her breasts.
"Felicia, you remember my wife Janice."
"Yes I do. Hi, sweetie," Felicia said with a knowing smile.
Felicia had been surprised when Tim had called after their visit to her shop. He told her that he wanted her to help him with a little game he and Janice were playing. She was more than happy to help Tim. When he explained what he wanted her to do, she said yes in a second.
Janice stood paralyzed, unable to move even her mouth. Her face showed her total shock. She looked at Tim, almost pleading with her eyes. God, what does he have in mind? Janice thought. She wasn't a lesbian and wasn't about to start now. "Tim," Janice said, her lips pressed tightly together.
"You know the word," Tim said and waited for Janice to answer. When she didn't answer he said, "I take it that you don't want to use the word?"
"No," Janice said, trying unsuccessfully to make her voice firm.
"Good," Tim said and took a seat in a chair near the bed.
The room grew quiet.
Felicia walked over to Janice who was suddenly almost shy, looking at the floor. She reached her finger under Janice's chin and turned her face up to her. "Don't worry, sweetie, I don't bite... or at least not hard," Felicia laughed. Then she reached her hands out and touched Janice's shoulders softly.
Janice stood stiff, unmoving.
Felicia ran her fingertips up and down Janice's arms. Then she leaned forward and kissed the nape of her neck.
In spite of herself, Janice shivered just a little. Then she felt Felicia's tongue on her neck, flicking across her sensitive skin. She tried to steel herself. She wasn't going to let this woman get her excited.
When Felicia reached Janice's ear, she gently bit her earlobe. "Relax, sweetie. You're going to love this," she whispered.
Janice just grunted.
Felicia moved around behind Janice. She turned Janice toward Tim as she again ran her fingers up and down her arms. Then she started to kiss her neck from behind.
Tim watched, his excitement growing.
First Felicia kissed across one shoulder, and then she moved her lips slowly to the other. She looked across Janice's shoulder at Tim and winked. Then she reached her fingers up to the straps of Janice's slip. Slowly she pushed the straps down her shoulder and over her arms. Suddenly, the slip fell from Janice's breasts.
Janice gasped as she felt her breasts exposed and she crossed her arms over herself.
Felicia reached her arms around her and grasped her arms, pulling them to her side. Then her hands went back to her waist and began to move slowly upward.
Tim could see Janice's breasts begin to move up and down as the pace of her breathing increased. He watched as Felicia's hands moved closer and closer to his wife's breasts.
Janice felt the hands moving toward her bare breasts. Her eyes closed, in spite of her resolve, when Felicia's soft hands covered her breasts. Stop, her mind screamed just as when she felt her body begin to respond.
Felicia moaned as her hands covered Janice's full breasts. As she squeezed them and began to play with the nipples, she felt her own excitement increase. Felicia liked men but she loved women. Sometimes she thought that was the reason she went into modeling in the first place.
Tim could feel his erection straining in his pants. He wanted to take it out but decided to wait. There would be plenty of time for that.
Felicia played with Janice's wonderful breasts for a long time, caressing them and pinching the nipples. She could feel her beginning to respond. It was subtle, but there was a little movement of her hips and her breathing was definitely faster.
Janice watched Felicia's hands on her breasts. She couldn't believe that she was standing there half naked with another woman playing with her. A little moan escaped her lips when Felicia began to squeeze her nipples harder - not painfully, just firmly.
Felicia pulled her hands from Janice and turned her to the side. Then she stood in front of her and looked into her eyes. Slowly she reached up and untied her own blouse. She slipped it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor behind her, leaving her naked from the waist up. Her breasts were not as large as Janice's but they had held up very well for her age. Still looking in Janice's eyes, she pressed both tits to Janice's. Her nipples pressed directly against Janice's nipples. The she began to slowly grind against her, squishing their flesh together.
Again, Janice had to close her eyes in an attempt to control her excitement. She could feel her vagina begin to swell. She couldn't believe that she was getting excited from another woman rubbing her breasts against her own. She opened her eyes when Felicia pulled away. She felt her tug at her hand, leading her over to the bed. Without a word, Felicia stripped the slip from her. Then she pushed Janice until she was sitting on the side of the bed with just her hose and heels on. She sat next to her. Her hands came up and she began to play with her nipples again.
"Please don't," Janice whispered, squeezing her legs together as her excitement continued to grow.
Suddenly, Felicia's hands were on Janice's cheeks. She stared into her eyes as her lips moved slowly forward. Felicia felt Janice's soft but unwilling lips against hers. The lips were tightly closed tightly. She used her tongue to gently lick across hers, not attempting to enter her mouth.
Janice held her lips tightly together. She felt Felicia's tongue pushing on her mouth again. Suddenly, she moaned as Felicia twisted a nipple. That forced her mouth open and suddenly her mouth was filled with Felicia's tongue. Another unwanted moan escaped her throat as the tongue played with hers. Then she felt Felicia pushing her back, her mouth never leaving hers. Soon she was lying on the bed with Felicia working on her lips, her hands grasping her breasts again. When she felt Felicia's hand sliding down her body, she stiffened. "Oh no," she pleaded as the fingers reached the top of her pubic mount.
"Shhhh!" Felicia said as her finger slowly slid between the now swollen lips of her vagina. The fingertip moved between the lips, crossing the little clit.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as the finger slid gently across her now swelling nub. In spite of all of her resolve, Janice let her legs slip slightly apart. Her thighs began to quiver.
Felicia smiled. She knew that she had her now. Slowly, she insinuated a finger into the wet hole.
"Ohhhh!!!" Janice whimpered as she felt the finger move into her body. Her hips began to move up and down, out of her control now.
Felicia began to kiss down her body, crossing her breasts, stopping to suck each nipple. Across her stomach her lips moved, stopping to circle Janice's navel. When she reached her lower stomach, Felicia stopped and stood up.
Janice opened her eyes in surprise, wondering why she had stopped. She watched as the older woman moved between her knees. She could see Felicia's breasts moving up and down rapidly with excitement now. Then she saw her reach for a pillow from the bed. She threw it on the floor at her feet and knelt. "Oh God," she moaned when she realized what the woman was going to do.
Tim watched as Felicia positioned herself between his wife's legs. He couldn't control himself any longer and reached down and took his hard penis from his pants.
"Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!" Janice moaned as Felicia began to kiss up her thighs.
When Felicia was close enough to touch Janice's swollen vagina she stopped. Gently, she lifted the younger woman's thighs, pushing them back to her breasts.
Janice looked down between her own legs, her eyes wide with anticipation. She saw Felicia's burning eyes looking up at her. Felicia smiled at her and then dropped her head. "Oh Jesus! Oh God! Ohhhhhh Tim!" Janice moaned as if she was looking for someone to help her.
Felicia buried her lips between the fat and swollen flesh of Janice's vagina. Instantly, she was lost in a world of sensation. Janice's sweet juice coated her tongue and ran from her chin. The swollen lips filled her mouth as she sucked and gently chewed on them. It had been a long time since she had tasted a woman this sweet.
Within minutes, Janice's excitement overcame her senses. The few times she had been eaten were wonderful, but never like this. She felt a tenderness and an understanding that seemed to be lacking from men. She realized that a man could never really do it like this. As much as she hated to admit it, she loved the feel of this woman's mouth on her sex.
Everything else in the world disappeared for Felicia as she sucked the beautiful woman. She barely realized that the body beneath her was moving rapidly toward a climax her until she heard a scream. She would have smiled if her mouth were not filled with her swollen clit.
"Ahhhhhh!!! Ohhhhhh God," Janice screamed as waves of pure pleasure rippled through her. Her hips bucked up into the sucking mouth. Her hands gripped the sheet beneath her. When one intense climax ended, another began. On and on it went. When Felicia would move her tongue down to the open hole, Janice's climax would lessen. However, as soon as she took her clit in her mouth, it would start all over again. Tim watched as he sat in his chair, stroking his penis. He was careful not to go too far. He wanted to wait until he could put it into her before he came.
It was probably forty-five minutes before Felicia came up for air. However, she didn't stop because Janice had finished climaxing, she stopped because her jaw was getting tired. Felicia had never seen a woman climax as intensely or for so long. And, she had seen a lot of women climax - many from her own tongue.
Janice opened her eyes in surprise as Felicia let her legs drop to the bed. She was confused. She wasn't sure what had just happened or how long it had lasted. Then she watched as Felicia took off her shorts and climbed onto the bed.
Felicia turned Janice's willing body around until she was lying on the bed. She lay beside her and pulled her close. "Did you like that?" Felicia asked.
Janice closed her eyes and sighed. "Yes," she whispered almost too quietly to be heard.
"Good, because we've just begun." Felicia kissed Janice's lips with her own dripping lips. She was pleased when Janice's mouth opened quickly for her tongue. She kissed her new lover for a long time before she moved away.
Janice was disappointed when she pulled away. Then she watched as she turned around with her head close to her groin. She could feel a renewed excitement when Felicia started to kiss her thighs again. Then Felicia threw her leg over Janice's head. Suddenly, Janice was staring directly at Felicia's dripping vagina. Janice was shocked. She hadn't even thought about this. Her eyes were wide as she looked at the sex lips just inches from her face.
Felicia continued to kiss Janice's thigh, occasionally blowing warm air on her still very swollen lips. She waited, deciding that she wasn't going to force Janice to do this. She wanted her to do it on her own.
Janice had never been this close to a vagina before. It fascinated and, strangely, excited her. Felicia had a little tuff of hair at the top of her slit but otherwise she was shaved smooth. The lips were definitely smaller than hers but the hood of skin covering her clit was fat and extended. She could smell Felicia's excitement and see her juice bubbling from the hole. Like a moth to a flame, Janice's mouth moved upward. Tentatively, her tongue touched the hanging lips. She heard a moan from Felicia. She flicked the lips, getting a little taste of another woman for the first time. She decided that it wasn't so bad and pushed her tongue into the hole.
Felicia lifted her head and moaned as she felt the inexperienced tongue go into her. She wanted to push her vagina onto Janice's mouth but waited. It wasn't time for her to be aggressive.
It almost tasted sweet, Janice thought as Felicia's juice ran down her probing tongue and into her mouth. Janice's tongue began to move in and out, bringing more moans from the older woman. Janice reached her hands up and grasped Felicia's buttocks, pulling them down.
"Oh God yes," Felicia moaned as she dropped her hips to Janice's now sucking mouth.
Now it was Janice's mouth that was filled with flesh. She sucked the mound of flesh at the top of Felicia's vagina into her mouth. It felt wet and squishy, yet firm. When Janice pulled her head back, she gasped. The hood of flesh covering Janice's clitoris had pulled back, leaving the clit bare. Janice had never really seen a clit other than her own. While hers was small, almost the size of a pea, this one was positively huge. It looked like a miniature penis. Janice opened her mouth and sucked the pulsing flesh into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Felicia screamed as a climax raced through her. Her body convulsed in pleasure as her clit was sucked in and out of Janice's mouth. Her juice was pouring into the sucking mouth like a river.
Janice had to swallow over and over to avoid drowning in Felicia's juice. She sucked on her clit until her hips stopped moving. Then she let it slip from her lips. Suddenly, she moaned again as she felt Felicia's mouth on her again, sucking hard.
The moans and screams continued for a very long time.
Tim sat and watched in amazement as the two insatiable women brought each other one climax after another. Suddenly, he felt jealous. Why couldn't men climax like that? A couple of climaxes a night was all he got.
Tim felt his penis throb and knew that he had better do something or he was going to cum all over his pants. He stood up on shaky legs and stripped his clothes off. As he walked over to the bed, he saw that Felicia and Janice had switched positions. They were still in a sixty-nine but now Janice was on top, her legs spread around Felicia's head.
Quietly, Tim crawled onto the bed, his heart pounding in his chest. He was excited and nervous about what he was going to do. He moved around until he was near Felicia's head and lifted his leg over her until his penis was just above her sucking mouth and inches from his wife's vagina. He slid forward until the head of his penis touched Janice's hole.
Felicia smiled as she saw Tim straddling her face. His balls were just above her mouth. She pulled her mouth from Janice's vagina, letting him move into the place where her tongue had just been.
"Oh God," Janice moaned as Tim slid his penis into her.
Tim moaned as well. However, it wasn't just from the warmth of his wife's vagina. As he slid into her, Felicia's tongue began to lick his balls. He tried to hold still and let her lick him but his hips wouldn't cooperate. Within second, his penis was sliding rapidly in and out. Tim wanted it to last longer but unfortunately, the excitement of watching his wife and Felicia was too much for him. His balls tightened and he gasped for breath. Suddenly, his penis was going off like a fire hose inside his wife.
"Oh yes! Oh God!" he moaned as he pumped his sperm deep into his wife's willing hole.
Felicia could see his balls churning and knew that he was climaxing. She moved her tongue to Janice's vagina and to the point where the penis went into her hole. First she licked the juicy connection between the two, and then moved up to the pulsing clit. She felt Janice tense and begin another climax. She licked until Janice stopped shaking. Then she pulled away and watched and waited. She could see Tim's thighs shaking. When his shuddering stopped, he moved back, his penis sliding wetly out of the wet hole, followed by a long and thick string of cum. Felicia lifted her head and closed her mouth over Janice's hole. She sucked and swallowed over and over.



Sometime during the night, Felicia got dressed and left. Tim and Janice didn't even notice until the following morning.
Janice had a smile on her face when she awoke the next day. It wasn't just because she was liberated sexually. She had made it! She had done everything Tim asked and had not used the safe word one time. Now the only thing she had to do is get Tim to use the safe word one time and she would win. She started thinking of names for her baby.
When Tim came downstairs, Janice had already fixed breakfast for them.
"Good morning lover," Janice said with a bright smile as she poured coffee.
Tim face had been somewhat sullen until he saw her smile. He had been more than a little worried that she would be angry about last night. "Uh... good morning. Uh... are you okay with last night?" he asked hesitantly as he sat at the table.
Janice stopped pouring the coffee and looked pensively for a second. "Well, I guess I'm a little embarrassed to admit it but..." she hesitated, drawing out the suspense on purpose. "I loved it."
Tim almost sighed with relief. He looked at Janice and smiled. "So how did you like your week?"
"I think you know how I liked it," Janice said as she took a seat across from him.
"Yea, I guess I do. Uh... uh, about my week," Tim said referring to the game.
"Yes," Janice asked when he hesitated.
"Well, I was thinking uh... I'm pretty sure you are going to win this thing."
"What are you trying to say?" Janice asked.
"I guess... I guess that I'm conceding. You win!"
Janice looked at him like she didn't understand. Suddenly, it dawned on her. She jumped up, screamed and rushing onto Tim's lap so fast that the chair almost tilted over backward. She kissed his lips then all over his face. "Thank you sweetheart," she said as tears streamed down her cheeks. She hugged him tightly.
"We need to talk honey," Tim said as Janice continued to hug him.
"About what?" she asked as she pulled back and wiped her eyes.
"Well, for one thing, where we go from here. I mean... are we going to... uh you know, go back to the way we were?
"I don't think we can," Janice said as she felt a little thrill run through her.
"Does that mean that we... uh can do things? You know, like this past week." Suddenly Tim was very nervous.
"Well, we'll have to see," Janice said seriously. Suddenly she smiled. "I still have Dan's phone number and that was an excellent massage."
"Oh God," Tim moaned. He picked her up and carried her toward the bedroom, leaving the breakfast forgotten on the table.
The End
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Before you read Part II, you should read Part I of this story if you have not. This is the story of a professional couple that, after ten years of marriage, realized that their sex life had become boring. The husband suggested a game where each of them would take a turn obeying the other for one week. The winner would be judged by how often they used a "safe" word. However, the husband had an ulterior motive; he wanted to see his wife with other men. The wife also had an ulterior motive. She bargained that if she won the contest, he would agree to let them have a baby a year earlier than planned. She played the game well, never using the "safe" word. Tim concedes the contest when he realizes that he had accomplished what he wanted. He knew that he had won the game. However, now that Janice has a taste of the forbidden, she finds it difficult to control her lust. Tim is more than willing to go along although he is a little concerned about the eventual outcome. As the story progresses, they both become more comfortable with the lifestyle and find that they have fallen even more deeply in love.
Prolog
During the week in which Tim's wife obeyed him, he had seen his normally prudish wife blossom into the woman of his dreams. His fantasy of seeing her in sexual situations with other men excited him more than he even imagined it would. He couldn't explain why watching his wife make love to another man turned him on so much. While he knew that it was wrong and against every moral code, he also knew that he couldn't stop. However, along with his excitement, there is a strange feeling that he was finding difficult to define. It is almost a feeling of jealousy, but without the anger that he would have expected. Instead, in his stomach there are butterflies of excitement, churning restlessly, and making him shiver with desire. Yet, his brain screamed for him to stop it, to take her back and possess her himself. His paradox is that this strange emotion drives his excitement to even greater heights.
For Janice, the week was a turning point in her life. It was the discovery of inner desires, long suppressed. Her overbearing and strict parents had drummed into her that sex for pleasure was a sin. They made her believe that sexual relations were for one thing--making babies! Now, she had discovered a sexual person deep inside that was rapidly becoming insatiable and demanding satisfaction. The intensity of her desire almost frightened her, yet it continued to grow. The "Genie" had been let out of the bottle.
Chapter 1
A month or so later...
When Janice walked into her classroom on Monday morning, the normally noisy room grew quiet. She could feel the eyes of her 80 plus students following her. She smiled to herself as she walked to the podium, her naked thighs, above her thigh high nylons, touched sensuously and her nipples rubbed against the silk of her blouse. Suddenly, she was happy that Tim had finally convinced her to change the way she dressed for work.
As she stood in front of the crowed room, she felt a little thrill run through her at the thought that she was practically naked under her short skirt and low cut blouse. Her nipples grew hard and a tremor ran through her as she looked out at the class. It was so exciting to see the eyes of the young boys, and yes girls, focused on her thinly covered breasts. Little tingles of electricity were coursing through her groin. While she knew that her dress was inappropriate, the excitement coursing through her overshadowed her doubts.
"All right class, let's get started," Janice called out to the quiet room. She lectured for fifteen minutes or so then gave the class an assignment. As they worked, she walked around the room, stopping to look over the shoulders of the students to make sure that they were on the right track. When she saw someone struggling, she would lean over him or her to help. She could feel their eyes looking down her blouse. She knew that by the time the class was over, she was going to have to go to the bathroom and masturbate.
Several of the boys made it obvious where they were looking. In fact, some of the girls also looked. While she knew what the boys wanted, she wasn't sure about the girls. Was it envy or was it lust? she wondered. It surprised her that one of the girls accidentally (on purpose?) touched her breast with her forearm as she leaned close. What surprised her even more was that she pressed back, making it obvious that the touch was welcomed.
As Janice drove home that afternoon, she could feel her swollen sex lips throbbing between her legs. She rubbed them together unconsciously, squeezing the large lips in a vise between her thighs. Unfortunately, her day had been too busy to take the time to pleasure herself and now, she desperately needed relief.
When Janice approached the entrance to the expressway, she drove past it accidentally, her thoughts consumed in a sensual daydream. Before she realized it, she was on the street where Tim had taken her to the movie. Excitement rippled through her when she looked up and saw the flashing lights of the porn theater. On the marquee, in big letters, was the title "Brazen Slut Wives." As if some unknown force were pulling her, she turned into the parking lot and parked the car. She sat for a second, wondering what she was doing. Then, she got out of the car on shaky legs and walked around to the front of the theater, looking with concern at the rundown neighborhood. She quickly paid the attendant and waited for what seemed like a very long time for the little old man to produce her ticket. As she stood nervously at the booth, she looked behind her like a criminal watching for the cops. Then, with a ticket in her shaking hand, she walked into the grand lobby. She moved quickly past the concession stand, and into the dark theater, relieved to be out of the lobby.
As Janice's eyes adjusted to the dark, she walked slowly down the isles. The movie was already playing. She looked up and gasped when she saw what was on the screen. In bigger than life form, a woman was sucking on a man's penis, taking it all the way down her throat until the balls slapped her chin.
Janice stopped and stood frozen in the middle of the isle. She watched until the guy pulled an incredibly long penis from the girl's mouth and shot his cum all over her face. She shivered and watched as his goo dripped from the girls smiling face. Then, suddenly she realized she was standing in the isle staring at the screen and turned back to the darkened theater.
When Janice's eyes had adjusted from the bright light of the screen, she could see that there were ten or twelve men scattered around the theater, slumped down in their chairs. She found a seat in an empty row in the middle of the theater and slumped down herself, hoping vainly that she would be unnoticed by the other patrons.
This was totally insane, she told herself repeatedly. She must be nuts to drive into this section of town, let alone coming into a porn theater by herself. Still, her heart thumped with excitement as she stared at the big screen.
Janice relaxed a little in the relative security of her seat and watched the movie. The dialogue was inane but the point of the story was clear; there were men that liked to watch their wives have sex with others. It occurred to Janice that if they were making movies about that kind of relationships, it couldn't be that unusual. She almost smiled as she watched scene after scene depicting every sexual perversion imaginable. Her excitement was growing by the second. She watched in fascination as two men screwed a small blond girl, with both of their penises in her vagina at the same time. That's not even possible, she thought as her hand moved unconsciously to one thinly covered breast. Her nipple responded immediately and became hard under her fingers. She stared transfixed at the screen, unaware that two men had moved to her row, several seats away on either side. When she finally noticed the movement, she looked both ways in fear and felt trapped. For a moment, she thought of screaming but when they made no move to get closer, she relaxed a little, her eyes drawn back to the screen.
Now a black man was pounding into a pretty white woman's ass as the woman's husband sat in a chair watching.
Janice felt her pulse quicken as she watched the giant penis stretch the young woman. Although it looked like the girl should be in pain, she smiled and pressed her ass back at the large black shaft.
A few seconds later Janice looked to each side again. This time she gasped; both of the men had their penises out and were stroking them. Her eyes opened wide in amazement at their audacity. Suddenly, she realized that they could see her looking at them. However, when they made no move to get closer, Janice realized that this was a game that they were playing. She guessed that if she made any motion to them, they would move closer.
Janice sat rigidly, her hands on the arms of the chair. Her breathing grew rapid as she alternately watched the screen and the two men. As the minutes passed, Janice relaxed and a little smile came to her lips as a naughty thought crossed her mind. Her vagina throbbed almost painfully between her thighs.
Ignoring all of her rational senses, Janice reached up and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. Her nervous fingers fumbled with each button. She groaned excitedly when the last button was undone and the blouse hung open, held together only by her hard nipples. Her heart was pounding so hard that she could feel it in her temples. She felt a trickle of sweat roll down between her breasts.
Again, her rational mind screamed at her to stop this insanity. Finally, she gave in to her excitement, took a deep breath, and pulled the blouse to the sides, freeing both breasts. The cool air on her chest gave her goose bumps and made a little shiver run through her. Now, she could see other men in the theater moving so that they could get a better look at her.
In an incredible display of wantonness, Janice lifted her feet to the seat in front of her and spread her legs, her skirt falling to her hips, exposing her shaved vagina. One hand began to pinch an already hard nipple and the other went between her thighs. She moaned in excitement and shook with fear as the patrons of the theater gathered around her, still staying several seats away. Her eyes were wide with amazement as she pretended to watch the movie. However, she could see everything going on around her. Within seconds, each man had his penis out and was stroking it in an obscene fashion. She could feel their eyes on her private parts. They're watching me masturbate, she thought excitedly as her fingers began to make sucking noises between her legs.
Suddenly, there was no pretense of anyone watching the movie any longer. The large theater filled with quiet groans from the men and the slapping sounds of hands on penises.
Janice couldn't believe what she was doing. Yet, here she was, a college professor and wife, in a dirty theater, masturbating while a bunch of perverts watched. Who's the pervert? she thought. She felt like such a slut. Her mind screamed for her to stop this craziness but her fingers wouldn't listen.
Her fingers moved rapidly in and out of her sloppy hole as her eyes traveled from one pulsing penis to another. She no longer tried to hide the fact that she knew what they were doing. Her eyes scanned the dark room, watching hands moving rapidly on throbbing organs. Never once did she look at the faces of the men. Her whole world consisted of her fingers and the throbbing penises pointed at her.
The penises were all shapes and sizes, some large and some small. There were eight white and two black men. Janice had never seen a black penis in real life, until this moment. She shivered at the thought of her proper southern mother finding out that she had watched men masturbate.
Soon, Janice heard a loud groan. She looked at the screen but realized that it was the man next to her climaxing. She turned just in time to watch as his penis throbbed and began to squirt his juice. It was almost as if his climax was happening in slow motion. She could see the thick white juice spew out of the head and past the arm of the empty chair next to her, splattering on the seat. She briefly thought of the next person who would occupy that chair. Then another moan caught her attention as he was shooting his sperm onto the floor. Then, one after the other the men climaxed, moaning and spraying their juice. Two of them even hit her nylon-covered leg.
Suddenly, the air in the theater was heavy with the smell of sex and the groans of climaxing men. Janice felt her own vagina begin to throb. The muscles in her legs tighten as her legs stretched over the seat in front of her. She squeezed her nipple hard and buried her fingers deep in her hole. Her hips lifted up off the seat and she screamed as a strong climax ripped though her. Her scream was so loud that it drowned out the moaning coming from the speakers. As her body convulsed in pleasure, she slid further down in the seat until her legs were in the air and obscenely spread. Her hips moved up and down to meet the plunging fingers until, finally, she collapsed back into the seat with her eyes closed, her breath coming in great gasps.
Suddenly, around the room Janice heard the scurrying men and the sound of zippers being pulled up. When she opened her eyes again, the men had disappeared, like insects when the lights come on. Some had gone back to their seats while others had apparently left. The entire scene had taken only minutes to happen and seemed so bizarre, almost surreal.
Suddenly, Janice's face felt flushed as embarrassment consumed her. Quickly, she straightened her clothes and hurried toward the lobby. She kept her head down as she walked past the concession stand and onto the street. It felt as though every eye in the lobby was on her... like everyone knew what she had done.
Janice could feel her swollen vagina still pulsing as she drove home. However, gradually, the embarrassment and fear disappeared, replaced by a strange satisfaction. A smile crossed her lips at the total craziness of the situation and she laughed aloud. God, what would her "oh so proper" friends and associates at school think? she mused. It was all Tim's fault anyway, she rationalized... he was the one that started all of this... it was his fault that she was becoming a slut.
Chapter 2
Tim barely knew what hit him when he walked into the house that evening. He had just sat his briefcase down when he saw Janice coming toward him wearing only a sexy bra and panties. He didn't even get to voice his surprise before their lips met in a passionate kiss. As soon as their lips parted, Janice was stripping off his clothes in a frenzy. Then she practically dragged him into the living room, pushed him onto the sofa, and slid between his legs. Within seconds, he was moaning in pleasure as she began to suck his rapidly swelling penis.
Janice was so hot that she could barely stand it. She had been fantasizing about this moment since she walked in the door. As she sucked Tim's penis, she could almost see those men watching her. She fantasized that she was sucking one of them-though she knew she would never do that. In her fantasy, she would suck one off, then move to the next one, and then the next, until they had all cum in her willing mouth, the crowd cheering their approval.
Janice barely realized that Tim was calling out a warning until she felt him begin to squirt his semen into her mouth. When she realized what was happening, her vagina throbbed as a little climax ran through her. She gagged momentarily, but continued to suck until he was limp. Then, her eyes looked up at her husband lovingly as she swallowed one last time and then licked her lips.
"Wow, what did I do to deserve that?" Tim gasped as he tried to catch his breath.
Janice smiled up at him and went back to sucking, never answering the question. When Tim was hard again, Janice stood up with a wild look in her eyes. She straddled his waist, reached down and pulled the crotch of her panties aside, then slid her already wet vagina over his penis.
"Oh God," she moaned as her weight forced the hard shaft deep into her warm hole. Grunting her pleasure, Janice began to bounce up and down. It only took a few seconds until she was climaxing. She pulled Tim to her breasts as her body shook in pleasure. As the tremors slowed, she began to move up and down again, never letting his penis come out of her hole. Janice worked her husband's penis for over an hour, until she had climaxed several more times and Tim had released his second load into her satisfied body.
Tim knew that something must have happened today for Janice to be this hot. He wasn't complaining, just curious. He knew that she would eventually tell him.
Janice and Tim sat at the table having a late dinner. They were both tired but very satisfied for the moment. Janice could feel little pangs of regret at her out of control behavior today; both in the theater and later at home.
"So, what got into you today?" Tim asked with a smile. His eyes twinkling as he looked at his sexy wife.
"I guess walking around all day practically naked must have had some affect," Janice lied with a smile. Actually, it wasn't really a lie; it just wasn't the entire truth. However, she found that she had to tell him. The truth was what their new relationship was all about. So, in a halting tone, she began recount her day.
Tim sat with his eyes wide in amazement as Janice revealed the true story. He had a perpetual grin on his face and he hung on every word. It seemed to him that he was listening to some unbelievable porn movie script. This couldn't be his wife, he thought.
When Janice was done, she looked at Tim for his disapproval. She was surprised to see him smile.
"Wow, that was some afternoon you had. But you know how dangerous that was don't you?" he added with caution and a bit of a frown.
"Yes," she whispered. "It was really stupid."
"Next time," he said seriously then paused, "Make sure you take me." Then his face broke into a smile.
Janice's face lit up. "I will," she said sincerely and jumped up and sat on his lap. "I don't know what's gotten into me but, I'm horny all the time now."
"I guess I created a monster," Tim said and laughed. Maybe he HAD created a monster, he thought. A beautiful and sexy monster!
Chapter 3
Tim wasn't a carpenter, but he felt good about the work he had done on their bedroom closet. The only thing left to do was to hang the door with the large see-through mirror. Inside the closet, Tim had designed a place for a chair, which bolted to the floor, but could be moved when not in use.
When he had suggested to Janice that he redesign the closet with the special mirror, she was ecstatic. As a reward, Janice told him that she would have a special surprise birthday present for him when he was done the room. He could only guess that the surprise would be sexual in nature.
Tim was deep in thought and had just finished hanging the door when Janice walked into the room.
"Very nice," Janice said, impressed with Tim's work. She never realized that he had that kind of talent. "Wow, it looks just like a normal mirror from here. Sit on the bed and let me see," she said as she walked into the closet and closed the door, turning out the light. She sat in the comfortable armchair, now attached to the floor, and looked into the brightly lit bedroom. She almost gasped when she saw that the mirror seemed to have a magnifying effect on the features of the bedroom. It appeared as if she could reach out and touch Tim as he sat on the end of the bed. Then she looked up and saw the speakers Tim had installed. She could actually hear him breathing.



The large mirror on the door was very special. Tim had paid a great deal of money to have it specially designed for his purpose. It was shaped in a way that made everything seem much closer without distorting the view. The speakers had also been a special purchase from one of those Internet spy shops and were designed to pick up every sound in a room, including a whisper.
"This is incredible," Janice said with a big smile of excitement as she came out of the closet. She walked over to Tim and pulled him to her, kissing his lips passionately. "Only two more days. I can hardly wait," she said breathlessly.
Tim would be thirty-six years old in two days.
Tim could feel that now familiar fluttering in the pit of his stomach as he sat in the chair behind the mirror. It had been a wonderful evening. Janice had gone out of her way to prepare his favorite dinner and then had a cake with thirty-six candles. She had teased him unmercifully all evening. However, she wouldn't let him go any further than passionate kisses and a little finger action. He had been erect since he first saw her walk into the dinning room with that skintight blue dress on. It barely covered her crotch and the V at the neck went all the way to her navel. He stared at her hard nipples all night under the thin material of the dress.
Tim noticed that Janice had chosen to wear a locket around her neck again. It was the one that she had worn the night she made love to Dan. Inside was their favorite picture of their wedding day. It had becoming a symbol, symbolizing her love for him, no matter who she was with. It was an incredible physiological bond between the two of them. It was like a secret that they alone shared, like they were conspirators of sorts.
Now, Tim was sitting nervously behind the mirror waiting for Janice; waiting to see what she had planned as his special present. He had a pretty good idea what it was, so he wasn't surprised when she told him to sit naked in the chair and wait for her. She made him promise not to touch himself; she wanted it all for her later. He knew that that order was going to be difficult, if not down right impossible to obey.
Janice was very nervous also as she sat waiting for the doorbell to ring. She had been incredibly brazen when she called Steve several days ago and told him she needed another massage. Then, when she told him that her husband would be away, she could almost hear him gasp. It was no surprise to her that he immediately agreed to come over. He even had to cancel another appointment.
When the doorbell rang, Janice jumped and then stood on weak legs, walking self-consciously to the door. Did she look okay? she thought as she straightened her robe. She had on the same soft white robe that she wore the last time, and, like the last time, she was naked underneath. She had spent the afternoon in the beauty salon having her hair, make-up, and nails done. She took one last look in the foyer mirror before she turned to the door.
"Hi Steve," Janice said as she opened the door and saw the attractive young man standing on the porch nervously. She saw his eyes scan her and then an approving smile appeared on his handsome face. Janice scanned his trim body with her eyes also. He was wearing the same type of outfit as before: tight tee shirt, thin harem pants with a rope belt and tennis shoes. It must be his "work" uniform, she thought.
"Hi Mrs. Harwick," he said formally as he walked past her, carrying his case of supplies.
"It's Janice," she said in a seductive tone, her eyes swimming with lust.
"Okay, uh... Janice, let me sit this down and I'll get my table," Steve said shyly.
"No need to do that Steve. We'll just use my bed." Janice saw Steve's eyes grow wide in surprise. Suddenly, he almost looked like a little boy who's mom told him that he was going to the circus. He's so cute, she thought. Then a naughty thrill rushed through her as she glanced at his crotch brazenly. There was a definite bulge there already. She felt so much like a femme fatale, a seductress-maybe a younger Mrs. Robinson.
There was a wide smile on Steve's face as she looked back at Janice, just as brazenly. He had hoped for a replay of the last session, at best, but now it appeared that she wanted a lot more. While he knew what he was about to do was incredibly unprofessional, yet wild horses couldn't stop him now. He could feel his penis begin to throb under his thin pants.
"Follow me," Janice said, then took his hand and led him to the stairs. When they reached the steps, Janice led the way, moving quickly in front of him. She could feel her already swollen sex lips begin to drip as she walked up the stairs. Am I swaying my hips too much? she thought as she ascended the steps. She knew that he must have quite a view.
Steve did have quite a view. He held back just a bit, letting Janice move up a step or two. A gasp escaped his lips when he saw that she was naked under the robe. He could see her soft thighs and the pout of her smoothly shaved sex, with those fat inner lips, squeezed between her legs. He remembered those lips. He had never seen any that large before. His mouth practically drooled at the thought of sucking them. By the time they reached the top of the stairs, his penis was throbbing painfully in his pants.

When Tim saw the light come on in the bedroom, and Janice walk in, he felt his heart begin to race. Then he gasped when he saw Steve walk into their bedroom, a step or two behind her. While, he had guessed that she would be bringing Steve over, it still shocked him to see the fit and handsome young man walk into his personal domain that he shared with his wife. When Dan had stayed here, Tim had slept in the basement and had not seen him in his own bedroom. This was so much more personal, he thought. Most men would have been upset to have their wife alone in a bedroom with another man. However, it thrilled Tim immensely.
Tim was so close to the couple that he was afraid to move. It almost seemed like he was in the room with them; the mirror was working beautifully. He could even hear their excited breathing through the speakers on the wall above him.
"Uh... we should, uh... we need to put something on the bed so the... uh oil doesn't get on everything," Steve said, suddenly nervously, as he sat his case down.
Janice walked over to the bed and turned around, smiling at the young man and said, "I don't think we're going to need that much oil, I think I'm lubricated enough." She looked into Steve's eyes as she slowly slipped her robe off her shoulders and let it fall to her feet.
"Oh God," Steve moaned as he stared at her gorgeous naked body. His eyes traveled from her smiling face to her large breasts, now moving up and down with her excited breathing. Then his gazed moved to her groin. Another gasp escaped him as he saw the shiny liquid dripping from her swollen lips. He could see strings of the clear juice hanging like a silky spider web, attaching her sex lips to her thighs. He had never seen anything so exciting in his life.
Janice opened her arms to Steve.
It took him three quick steps to reach her and pull her naked body to him passionately. There were three moans as the two kissed; one moan came from behind the mirror.
As soon as Tim moaned, he realized that he needed to be careful because another slip could have given him away. However, that might be impossible because, like Steve, he had never seen anything as exciting in his life. When he had watched Janice kiss Dan, it had been dark and they were a good distance away. Even in the bar with the two strangers, it had been dark. But, now he had a close up view, and could plainly see their tongues working in each other's mouths and his wife's soft breasts squeezed tightly between their bodies. Then, as if Janice knew what Tim was thinking, their lips parted and their tongues dueled out in the open, exchanging their saliva in an almost obscene manner. He watched Janice suck on Steve's tongue, then switch and let him suck her tongue into his mouth. They're almost "fucking" with their mouths, he thought.
"Come over here," Janice said breathlessly as she pulled away from Steve and took his hand. As soon as they were standing in front of the full-length mirror, Janice pulled Steve's tee shirt over his head. Then, she paused and looked at his half-naked body, her eyes admiring his chiseled frame, her hands caressing his hard chest. There was no doubt that he spent a lot of time in the gym, Janice thought. Then she took a deep breath of excitement and slowly began to kiss down his tanned chest, stopping to suck and lick his nipples briefly.
Tim's heart was beating so fast that he thought they would be able to hear it and his eyes were wide in excitement. He could almost feel that sweet tongue that he knew so well, licking his own chest. Then, he saw his beautiful wife go to her knees in front of her soon-to-be lover and watched her kiss his muscular stomach, making the muscles tremble. He could feel his own stomach twitch in excitement.
Steve's excitement was so great that he could hardly watch the older woman kiss him. Still, he forced his eyes to stay open and watch her tongue work across his stomach, leaving a wet trail of saliva on his hot skin. He couldn't believe his good luck. While he had had sex with some beautiful women before, none were as hot or as enthusiastic as Janice.
As Janice reached the waistband of Steve's pants, she pulled back and stared at the bulge. Then, she reached up with both hands and caressed the throbbing erection under the cotton pants. She squeezed the material around the shaft, outlining the long tube of flesh, and running her hands up and down. She smiled when she saw a wet spot appear at the point where the slit touched the material. Her head moved forward and began to kiss the wet fabric at the tip, tasting his juice.
Steve moaned as he watched Janice's lips and tongue cause the cloth to become saturated with her saliva. Soon, he could feel the heat of her lips through the sopping wet cotton.
Finally, Janice pulled back and smiled up at Steve, her hands still holding him tightly. She could feel his penis pulsing with need. She took a deep breath and reached up to the waist of his pants.
Tim held his breath as well as he watched Janice's pretty, manicured hands untie Steve's rope belt and then put her red painted fingers into the sides of his pants.
Slowly, Janice pulled the material out from his waist and moved it downward. The elastic waistband caught on the swollen head and pulled his penis downward. Then, like his penis was spring loaded, it sprang up and hit his stomach with a splat, his pre-cum juice splattering onto Janice's face. She giggled, but her eyes were filled with lust as she watched the long penis throb, just inches from her suddenly dry lips.
"Oh my God," Tim whispered to himself as he saw Steve's large penis for the first time. It stood like a tower, throbbing with his heartbeat, the crimson head almost touching his navel.
Janice let Steve's pants fall carelessly to his ankles. Without realizing it, she licked her dry lips as she stared at the drooling head. Then, she reached up with a trembling hand and grasped the shaft, pulling it down until it was pointing at her mouth. "Watch me in the mirror as I suck your cock," she whispered, her voice hoarse with excitement. Then, she turned and looked directly at Tim, her eyes sparkling with lust.
The two lovers were so close that Tim could actually see the veins pulsing in Steve's penis. He had never been this close to another man's sexual parts. "Oh Jesus," he moaned quietly as he watched his wife open her mouth and take the large head inside. Then, suddenly he squirmed in the chair when he saw both Steve and Janice's eyes looking directly at him.
Janice moaned deep in her throat, as she tasted Steve's sweet pre-cum juice again. His juice was running out of the slit like a river. She held the large head in her mouth and grasped his hips, her fingers squeezing his strong buttocks, pulling him into her waiting mouth. She sucked him as deeply as she could before her gag reflex took over and she had to let him slide slowly back out.
Tim eyes never left his wife's mouth. He could see her lips stretched impossibly wide to accommodate the large tool. He watched as the shaft quickly became saturated with her saliva that dripped carelessly to the floor. Then, he heard Steve moan and saw him grasp his wife's hair possessively, guiding her head up and down his pole. Tim's own shaft throbbed painfully. He wanted desperately to grasp it but knew that if he did, he would shoot off in a second. His fingers gripped the arms of the chair tightly as his brain urged him to go ahead and jerk off.
It didn't take a long time for Steve to show signs that he was going to climax. His hips jerked in little spasms as his hands moved Janice's willing head back and forth. His fingers tangled in her hair as he groaned in excitement.
Janice recognized the signs and quickly pulled away, leaving his penis throbbing in the cool air. "Get on the bed," she ordered.
Steve complied without a word. He quickly climbed onto the middle of the bed and spread his legs almost obscenely, his strong thighs framing his squirming testicles, his shaft pointing at the ceiling.
Tim almost felt like he was on the bed with them. He could see every hair on Steve's large balls as they hung heavily between his thighs. An incredible thrill ran through him when he thought of the all the sperm inside those balls. He knew that it was going to end up somewhere inside wife in a few minutes.
When Janice joined Steve on the bed, she straddled his face, standing unsteadily on the soft mattress, facing the mirror. Then, she looked at the mirror and slowly squatted. She had to close her eyes in pleasure as her swollen vagina spread across Steve's mouth.
Steve was in heaven as he watched the smooth lips of Janice's vagina move toward his mouth. He had wanted to suck those lips the minute he had seen them. He moaned when he tasted her abundant juices as the warm flesh pressed to his waiting mouth. Immediately, his tongue went to work.
"Oh God, that's it Steve, lick me," Janice moaned. She sat heavily on Steve's face, opening her legs and forcing her weight onto his squirming mouth. His tongue went in deep, touching places that no tongue had ever touched. Janice began to move up and down, partly from excitement but also to let Tim see what was happening.
Tim was watching closely. He could see Steve's tongue disappear into his wife's hole and then come back out glistening with her juice. He watched those beautiful sex lips spread on Steve's face each time she forced herself down. He knew how that felt and could almost taste her himself.
Soon, Janice was literally bouncing up and down on Steve's face, her juice splattering on his chin and running down his neck. When she felt like she was close to a climax, she stopped moving and leaned forward until her face was over Steve's pulsing rod. Her hands rested on Steve's strong thighs as she looked at the mirror.
Tim saw her lust filled eyes looking directly at him. He felt his heart soar as their eyes met secretly.
Janice took the locket with the picture inside, held it up and kissed it, and then mouthed, "I love you!" She laid the locket over Steve's penis so that it would be visible as she sucked him. Then, she opened her mouth and took his penis deep into her throat, almost to his balls. It was the deepest she had ever taken a penis. She fought the need to gag as the large head stretched her throat.
Steve moaned and his mouth stopped moving on her swollen lips as excitement rippled through his body. He gasped for breath as he felt her throat muscles working on him.
Janice held him like that, barely breathing as she let her throat adjust. Saliva began to run from her stretched lips and across Steve's testicles.
The excitement was almost too much for Tim. He wanted to close his eyes but forced them to stay open. He was amazed at how much of Steve's penis she had in her mouth. As he looked at her pretty eyes, he could see them watering with the effort. Suddenly, he knew that she was doing this for him. Tim shivered in excitement.
Finally, Janice had to pull away in order to breath. Quickly though, she took the shaft back into her mouth, forcing it deeper still. She kept trying but was unable to take it all. Finally, she gave up and began to suck.
Steve's mouth began to move again as he controlled the urge to climax.
Janice moaned around his shaft when she felt Steve's mouth suck her trembling lips inside. It didn't take very long for Janice to feel like she was ready to climax. The combination of Steve's experienced tongue and the thrill of sucking Steve as Tim watched brought on a cascade of emotions. Just a few short weeks ago she would have chastised herself for even fantasizing about something like this. Now, incredibly, she was sucking another man's penis as he ate her, with her husband secretly watching.
Steve licked Janice's swollen sex lips, then took the meaty flesh into his mouth, and sucked hard. The thick, blood engorged lips filled his mouth. He chewed her flesh gently before his tongue slid through the slick skin searching for her clit. When he found the hard nub, he began to flick his tongue rapidly across it.
Suddenly, Janice pulled her head back from his penis and moaned as her body began to shake in pleasure. "Oh my Goddddddd!!!" she screamed as a strong climax roared through her. Her hips pressed hard onto the young man's face, her juice was squirting out like rain, running down his cheeks and chin, nearly drowning him.
Steve swallowed quickly to avoid choking, but there was just too much juice and it began to run out of his mouth. Still, Steve took as much as he could and sucked for more.
As soon as Janice's body stopped quivering, her mouth went back to Steve's throbbing penis. Now, she was like a mad woman, sucking and licking his pulsing shaft, her head bouncing up and down, taking him deep into her throat again. Several times she looked directly at the mirror, her mouth filled with his penis, her lips stretched wide, a slick drool of saliva leaking from the corners, the golden locket bouncing on his balls.
Tim was beyond excitement now. He was shaking as he stared at his wife's beautiful face, her lips wrapped around a strange man's penis and the symbol of their love lying on his balls. When he saw those balls tightening under the locket, he knew that Steve was close. He watched the young man's leg's stretch out and his thigh muscles become taut. Tim thought he might be climaxing when he saw the base of Steve's penis pulse, his balls tighten and heard his loud moan. Then he saw Janice's eyes close in pleasure. Still, he wasn't certain what was happening.
When Janice's eyes opened again, she looked directly at Tim, her eyes swimming with lust. Her jaws were sucked in and her lips were almost smiling around Steve's shaft. Then, she slowly pulled up from his penis with a pop, her lips closing quickly. With her beautiful face looking directly at the mirror, she opened her mouth as wide as she could.
Tim gasped aloud again. "Oh my God!" he moaned. He felt like he was going to pass out when he saw that his wife's mouth was filled with Steve's thick white cream. The sperm filled her mouth almost to overflow, the thick juice completely hiding her tongue, the bubbles making it look as if it were boiling. It was hard for Tim to believe that one man could cum so much, but there was the proof in his wife's open mouth.
Without her eyes ever leaving the mirror, Janice closed her mouth and swallowed once, then again, and again, forcing the thick liquid down her throat. A long trickle of cum ran from the corner of her mouth and dripped from her chin.



Tim sucked in his breath as he saw his wife's throat muscles work to swallow the thick discharge. Suddenly, without being touched, Tim's penis gave a mighty throb, the head expanded as if it were going to burst, and then sperm began to shoot out like a fountain. It squirted all the way up his body and hit him in the face with a splat. Then each throb afterward sent a string of cum onto his chest and stomach, almost scorching his skin. Finally, the ropes of sperm grew shorter until there was just a dribble. His balls were finally empty. He slumped exhausted in the chair, his eyes barely open. Through an exhausted haze, Tim saw Janice lick her lips and smile dreamily. She even lifted the locket and licked a drop of sperm from the gold surface.
Chapter 4
Tim looked around the closet, found an old shirt, and used it to clean himself up. When he went back to the chair, he saw that Steve and Janice's naked bodies were pressed together and they were kissing again. Tim sat patiently, watching as they kissed and cuddled for a long time. He wanted to be the one holding her, to be the one kissing her lips. However, he knew that his time would come soon.
As Janice continued to kiss Steve, she reached down and began to play with his flaccid penis. She laid her head on his shoulder, looked at the mirror, and smiled at her husband as her hand began to bring a response once more from her lover. It only took several minutes before she had him hard again.
Tim was amazed at the young man's recuperative powers. He didn't think he was ever able to recover so quickly, he thought as he watched his wife work his penis until it was throbbing in her fist again.
When Steve was about ready to move between Janice's legs, she stopped him. "I don't want you in my pussy," she said almost shyly.
Steve looked at her with surprise, suddenly confused.
Janice's comment caught Tim's attention as well.
Janice hesitated, avoiding Steve's eyes. "I... I... want you to fuck me in the ass!" she said breathlessly.
The words jumped out of the speakers at Tim. He gasped and amazingly, his own wilted penis began to fill with blood. He couldn't believe what his wife had just said nor could he believe that he was hard again. Maybe he just needed to have the right stimulation in order to recover quickly.
"Really?" Steve asked in shock and then a wide smile crossed his face.
"God, yes. I've wanted this hard cock in my ass ever since the first day I saw you," Janice lied. When she first saw Steve, she hadn't ever had a penis in her ass. It would have been beyond her wildest imagination at that time, but now she was acting like she did it all the time.
"Uh... I've... uh never done that," Steve said as face turned red with embarrassment.
Janice couldn't hide her surprise. "A virgin!" she said in shock, before she caught herself. Janice was not much more experienced than Steve. In truth, she was more than a little frightened to take his large instrument up her tiny passage. However, it also thrilled her and she knew that Tim would love to see it.
"Get some oil," she said.
Steve hurried to his case, his erect penis bouncing in front of him. He pulled out a bottle of expensive scented oil and brought it back to the bed.
Janice slid to the foot of the bed and sat up. "Come over here lover," she said, crooking her finger at Steve.
Steve walked over, his hard penis pulsing with life, already dripping his pre-cum again. He, like every man, had always wanted to try anal. Unfortunately, his penis was so large that he hadn't met a woman that would let him do it. He wasn't about to miss this chance. His legs were almost shaking as he hurried over to stand in front Janice.
Janice almost gasped when she looked at the size of his throbbing organ and thought of it stretching her tiny anal hole. She swallowed bravely and took the oil into her trembling hand. Then, she had Steve stand to the side so that Tim would be able to see. She held his penis in one hand and poured oil on the swollen head. She put the bottle down and used both hands to smear the slick liquid up and down the shaft, paying special attention to the head. Her fingers twisted and turned on the head, covering it with a thick coat of oil. Her index finger and thumb made a circle around the base of the crown and then them pulled down to coat the shaft. Then she poured more on the swollen head. Janice knew that once she got the head inside, the rest would be easy.
Tim was holding his breath as he watched his wife work her hands up and down the long shaft of Steve's penis. If anything, it looked even longer than before. He could see that the young man was incredibly excited at the prospect of putting his penis into his wife's ass. The veins were so swollen that it didn't look real. It looked like one of those life-like dildos that women used on each other. The head was purple, almost angry looking and shining with oil. It throbbed in her fist.
When Janice was satisfied with her work, she climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees.
Both Steve and Tim watched in amazement as she reached back and separated her ass cheeks with her hands. The skin stretched taut and the tiny crinkled star puckered outward. Her tiny hole was twitching in excitement and her swollen vagina lips were slick with juice again.
"Put some oil on my asshole." Janice said breathlessly, her ass beginning to sway back and forth in need.
Steve crawled onto the bed on his knees. He held the bottle of oil in his trembling fingers and let a long stream of oil pour on Janice's asshole. Quickly, he reached a finger up and forced it deep into her ass, pushing the oil inside her.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as the thick finger went into her as far as it could go. Then, the finger began to move in and out slowly, twisting around to coat her anal walls with oil.
Steve heard Janice grunt as he added a second finger, pressing it deep into her bowels. This was beyond anything he had imagined. It was hard from him to believe that this woman was letting him do this. He was almost afraid to put his large instrument inside the tiny hole. However, he was surprised at how elastic it felt as he turned his fingers this way and that, stretching her open. He spread his fingers apart until he could actually see into her body. Then he took the bottle of oil and let a stream pour directly into the opening between his fingers. He watched with excitement as the clear liquid disappeared into her dark cavern.
Tim was trying not to grasp his own hard penis as he sat mesmerized in his chair. This time, he definitely wanted to wait until they were done. Unconsciously, he slid to the edge of his chair and leaned forward, staring at the fingers in his wife's anal passage.
"Fuck me! Please!" Janice moaned when she couldn't take anymore. "Fuck my assssss!!!"
Steve threw the bottle of oil onto the bed and moved between her spread legs. He had to lift up on his toes to position his penis at the entrance of her little hole. He pointed the swollen head downward. It'll never go in, he thought as he pressed the fat head to the tiny hole.
The sphincter muscles resisted mightily.
Janice grunted and pressed outward, forcing the hole to open slightly.
"Ohhhhhhhh Jesusssss!!!" she hissed as the head slid through the elastic band of muscles, stretching the hole wide. It was a tight fit but finally the head disappeared inside her anal canal, the sphincter muscle clamping tightly to the shaft just below the swollen crown.
Steve sighed with relief when he saw her little hole grasping the head of his penis, the tight ring almost cutting off circulation. He waited a few seconds, letting them both catch their breath and then, he lifted up further and pressed downward with his hips, using his weight for leverage. Slowly, inch-by-inch, his penis began to move into her body.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Janice moaned incoherently. Her head tossed back and forth and her fingers gripped the bedspread tightly as her anal canal began to spasm around the invading shaft. She could feel the swollen head stretching her as it moved deep inside, sliding across the elastic walls.
Tim had a great view now. It was almost as if Steve knew he was watching from the foot of the bed. He stared with wide-eyed amazement as Steve's shaft disappeared. He couldn't imagine where it was all going. However, within seconds, the entire shaft was inside his wife's body. He felt that tightness in his stomach that came with jealously. It was almost as if he was watching his wife's virginity being taken. He suddenly wanted it to be him. Still, his penis throbbed and poured a steady stream of pre-cum juice from the tiny slit in the head.
"Wait! Wait!" Janice gasped, when she felt the shaft hit bottom and his balls touch her swollen sex lips. Her breathing had become rapid and erratic as she gasped for breath.
Steve held still, his legs beginning to shake with the strain as he waited for her to tell him it was okay to move. He could feel her trying to relax, her hips squirming back and forth under him. Seconds seemed like hours.
Slowly Janice forced her anal canal to relax and adjust to the invasion. She felt fill, stretched, but there was no pain. Then, she felt little spasms of pleasure began to radiate deep inside her. She squirmed from side to side and moved her knees further apart. "Okay... okay... fuck me! Fuck my ass!"
Steve didn't need to be told twice. He bent his knees and lifted up, pulling his long penis almost all the way out of her ass and paused. He held his breath, looked down, and saw the way his penis was stretching her ass. Then he exhaled and pushed back inside forcefully.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as the shaft slid deep into her. She could feel ever inch move past her stretched sphincter muscle. A second later she gasped as she felt his balls slap on her swollen sex lips again.
Steve pulled quickly back out, and then pressed downward again. Soon, he was moving at a slow but steady pace. His ass moved up and down, his balls swinging back and forth, making a wet slapping sound.
Tim looked on in total amazement as his shy, formerly prudish wife took the large penis into her body with ease now. With each outward pull, her ass would pucker out, gripping him as if it wanted him back inside. When he pushed forward, the tiny ring would disappear and her ass cheeks would close around his shaft. Tim watched as her hips began to respond, moving in time with Steve's thrusts, pushing back to take him deep.
"Oh Jesus, fuck me hard! Fuck me hard!" Janice screamed, suddenly wanting him to pound her as hard as he could.
Steve complied, his hips moving up and down with almost blinding speed. Sweat began to drip from his body as his ass moved in a blur.
Suddenly, Janice grunted in pleasure and her vagina convulsed, her ass squeezing the rod even tighter. From deep inside her body, spasms began rippling through her abdomen and up her torso, turning her into a quivering mass of flesh. She began to shake all over as she began to climax.
Steve felt her spasms but didn't stop for one instant. He continued to pound into Janice's little hole, bringing her to one peak after another. Now that he had climaxed once, he could go on for a long, long time. And, he did, driving into her hole tirelessly and relentlessly.
Tim watched as Steve pounded his wife's ass for over a half-hour. It was impossible to tell how many climaxes Janice had during that time. It may have been only one, long, continuous climax. There seemed to be no beginning or end.
Eventually, Tim could see that Steve was close to losing control. His strokes grew shorter and even more rapid. Then, Tim saw Steve's ass cheeks tense and then he bellowed like a bull, forcing his rod all the way into her.
Janice was whimpering deliriously as she felt Steve's penis expand deep inside her. Then, she felt his sperm pouring into her bowels, filling her with his thick discharge, and soothing her ravaged asshole. Throb after throb sent a copious load into her body, making her wonder if it would ever stop. Finally, she heard her lover sigh and felt him slowly begin to pull his shrinking penis from her hole. Her sphincter muscles rebelled, trying vainly to keep it inside.
Tim watched as the once huge penis began to shrivel and then slide reluctantly from his wife's ass. The normally tiny hole was stretched grotesquely and remained open for several seconds, red and raw and bubbling sperm. A trickle of sperm drooled out and ran down her still swollen vagina lips before the hole snapped shut, cutting off the flow of sperm.
Janice collapsed onto the bed, exhausted.
Steve lay beside her, breathing heavily, his eyes closed in satisfaction, sweat running down his strong chest. After a few minutes, he turned and pulled Janice into his arms.
However, Janice wanted her husband now. She cuddled for a few minutes with Steve then told him that it was time to go. Janice almost giggled at her callousness. Wasn't it normally the man that did this? she mused. Then she had a pang of remorse, and pulled Steve back, and kissed him saying, "Thank you sweetie. That was wonderful. I'll call you for another massage sometime."
Steve smiled and reluctantly got out of bed. He dressed, then kissed Janice once more, and left. While he felt somewhat dejected, he was nonetheless a happy man. He had gotten more than he ever expected. He had a wide smile on his face as he walked to his car.
The front door was barely closed when Tim was out of the closet and on the bed. "God, that was the most amazing thing that I've ever seen," he said as he hugged his wife's sweat covered body.
"If you thought that it was amazing watching, you should have felt it," Janice said dreamily with a tired sigh. Then she looked at her husband and whispered, "I love you. God, it was so exciting knowing that you were watching from inside the closet. I could feel your eyes on me the entire time."
"My eyes never left you for one second," Tim said and kissed her lips passionately, his excitement still high. "Can I... can I fuck your ass?" he asked hesitantly, almost sheepishly. He thought that she might be too sore.
Janice wasn't surprised by the request but she was a little sore. Still, there was no way she would deny him her ass tonight. "Oh God yes," she whispered. "You can fuck me any place you want."
Tim turned Janice over until her back was to him, and pulled her close. Then, he reached down and grasped his penis, moving it between her still slick cheeks. There was no need for any lubricant, as the oil and Steve's sperm made her already stretched hole slick enough. Tim pressed forward and felt the hole open rather easily. "Oh Jesus," he moaned as his formidable, but smaller penis slid easily into his wife's ass. His heart was pounding with excitement as Janice's warm and slick hole surrounded him. He could feel Steve's juice swimming inside her. Suddenly, he felt her hole grip him tightly as Janice squeezed.
"Fuck me, fuck my slut ass," Janice moaned. When she felt Tim respond to her dirty words with rapid thrusts, she said, "That's it! Fuck it! Fuck it! I need that big cock in my cum filled ass!" Incredibly, Janice's words were exciting her and building her to another climax as well.
Tim was as excited as he had ever been. The thought that he was sliding in and out of his wife's recently used ass brought him to a peak very quickly. "Oh God baby, I'm going... going to... oh yes... cummmmmmmmm!!!" Tim's penis pulsed and began to add his sperm to his wife's already filled hole.
Janice heard and felt her husband's climax begin. Suddenly, a warmth engulfed her body and she started to tremble. The rest of the world disappeared as her climax merged with Tim's. Each throb of his penis brought a corresponding throb in her anal canal. It was a different type of climax this time, not like the all-consuming climax of earlier. It was soft, warm, and in many ways more satisfying. It was a climax based on love and not lust.
The two lovers fell asleep in that position. Neither of them even noticed when Tim's penis slipped out of the stretched hole, followed by a flow of sperm from both lovers.
Chapter 5
There was a fresh spring breeze in the air as Tim sat on his deck outside the bedroom the following morning. He was in his robe and had a cup of coffee in his hand. As he looked over the horizon, he could see the green foliage of the trees rippling in the breeze. It was a warm, late spring morning and the flowers were in full bloom, the birds were singing. He looked back in the bedroom and saw Janice sleeping peacefully, serene, her body lying carelessly with the sheet twisted around her. Her face was glowing, almost smiling. God she looks beautiful, he thought.
Tim had gotten up early because of a nagging though on his mind. It seemed that his insecurities were always more apparent in the mornings. He was still struggling with what he had done to their marriage and where it would go from here. Yet, there was a more personal concern on his mind.
"Penny for your thoughts," Janice said as she stood in the open door. She had put on the same little bathrobe that she had worn last night and was bare footed.
Tim turned and smiled. He hadn't heard her get up. She looked gorgeous, even with her hair messed and makeup smeared. She looked like a well-used and very satisfied woman. He opened his arms to her.
Janice walked over, feeling a little tender between her cheeks, and sat on his lap, kissing his lips. "Opps! I need to brush my teeth," she giggled.
"Here, take some coffee. That should help," Tim said holding his cup up to her mouth as she took a sip. He watched her lips on the cup and had a sudden flashback of them stretched around Steve's penis. He closed his eyes and shook his head. It's too early for that, he thought.
"So what were you thinking a minute ago, before I came outside?" Janice asked.
"Just how much I love you," Tim said. It wasn't a lie, just not the entire truth.
Janice could see that something was bothering him. "Come on, you were looking very pensive. I was standing there for a couple of minutes watching you."
Tim sighed and looked out toward the trees again. "I don't know. Sometimes, in the mornings, I have these feelings. It's nothing, really."
"Tell me, please." Janice pleaded.
Tim hesitated and then said, "It's... it's what we've been doing. I've read stories on the Internet about guys like me... you know guys that like to watch their wives with other men. They always seem to be... to be... you know... wimps!"
Janice looked at Tim startled.
"Do...do you think I'm a wimp?" he asked suddenly.
"Lord no!" Janice said with amazement in her voice. "That thought has never occurred to me," she added. Then, suddenly she understood. It was the "male" thing, the pride of ownership, and maybe ego. She hugged Tim to her and said, "Truthfully, I'm not sure what the word really means. However, I know that you're not a wimp. You're as much a man as anyone I have ever known!" she said sincerely, then paused. "I know this sounds incredibly self-serving, but I think you are more of a man because of what we do."

"What do you mean by that?" Tim asked curiously.
"Well, I don't believe most men could handle it. A man has to be very secure in his masculinity to allow his wife to be with other men. Think about it. A jealous, possessive man is an insecure man. That's a wimp to me. However, that doesn't mean that you have to let your wife be with other men to be a man either."
"I guess that makes sense," Tim said thoughtfully.
Then the two of them sat quietly for a few minutes, deep in thought.
Janice was a little worried about Tim. She had enjoyed their adventures immensely. However, she was ready to give it up in a second if it jeopardized their relationship or made him feel uncomfortable. "Do you want to stop what we are doing?" she asked.



"No!" Tim blurted immediately. His face turned red with embarrassment. Then he said in a quieter tone, "I love what we've been doing. As I said, I'm just being silly. I... I... don't want to stop."
Janice still felt that she had to do something to cheer Tim up. There was something that she thought he would be excited about, but she also knew that there was a risk he wouldn't. It was their agreement that they would start trying for the baby soon. She had gone off the pill soon after the night with Dan but she hadn't told Tim. Not because she was hiding it, she just assumed that he was okay with it. She took a big breath and said, "I wasn't going to tell you this until a special time but..." Janice said and paused.
"What?" Tim asked, suddenly worried.
Janice leaned into him and brought her lips to his ear. "You're going to be daddy."
It took a second for Janice's words to register in Tim's brain. When it did, Tim wanted to jump up and down, except that Janice was sitting on his lap. "Oh my God! God... this is... this is... incredible," Tim said emotionally.
Janice's face lit up at Tim's reaction.
"When... when did it happen... when's the baby due?" Tim asked excitedly.
"It's due in about 8 months," she said with an indulgent smile at his barrage of questions.
"Wow, we'll have to get a room ready. What about clothes and toys? A kid has to have toys."
"Settle down sweetie. We have months to plan all that." Janice looked at Tim and she could feel her heart swell with love. His reaction was more than she could have hoped for. "I love you," she said and then she kissed him again.
When their lips parted, Tim looked concerned.
"What's wrong?" Janice asked.
"Well, uh... will we... you know, have to stop?" Tim said.
"Stop our fun?" Janice said, finishing his sentence.
"Yea."
"Well, I won't be showing for a while so I think we have some time left. Besides, the doctor said I had to take care of myself. You know, eat right, get lots of sleep, and take plenty of sperm."
Tim looked at her in surprise. "Sperm?" he asked in astonishment. Then he realized she was joking. Suddenly, he burst out laughing. "Well, we have to listen to the doctor's orders don't we?"
"Absolutely! Why don't we start right now," Janice said and stood up, shrugging her robe from her shoulders, leaving her naked.
Tim's eyes opened in surprise. After all, they were on their back deck, out in the open. He looked toward the houses on either side. Fortunately, since it was still early in the morning, the neighbors were asleep.
Janice felt incredibly sensual at that moment. The thought of being on her deck naked, for the entire world to see, made her tremble. I must be an exhibitionist at heart, she thought. She let Tim look at her naked body for a few minutes, even turning around so he could see the rear view.
Tim could see the dried remains of their activity from last night and felt his penis pulse with excitement.
Then, Janice turned around and slowly knelt between his legs, spreading his robe open. "Oh my," she exclaimed when she saw that he was already erect. Her mouth descended to take the swollen head inside.
Tim held his wife's head in his hands, directing her mouth up and down. Occasionally, he would look to the sides to make sure they were not being watched. He felt her soft hair between his fingers as he watched her lovingly suck him. Her lips would suck, and then her tongue would flick the head. He could feel the saliva from her warm mouth running across his balls. The thought that this mouth had been on another man's penis just hours before excited him greatly. In just minutes, he was moaning in passion.
When Janice had Tim's penis dripping with her saliva, she stood back up and straddled his hips. She grabbed his penis and placed the head at the entrance to her vagina. She looked into his eyes and slowly slid downward. "Fuck me daddy," she whispered as his penis went all the way into her body.
Tim shivered in delight. It was truly amazing how this woman had changed his view of himself in a matter of minutes. He started the morning feeling sorry for himself, thinking he was a wimp. Now, with her words and her wonderful body, she had transformed him. For the first time in his life, he thought that he knew what it meant to be a man. He was going to be a daddy, he thought with pride.
Janice bounced up and down on Tim, her excitement growing rapidly. Soon, there was a squishing sound from between their legs that drowned out the chirping of the birds.
"Oh God, fuck me sweetie," Janice moaned as she raced toward pleasure.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Tim moaned. "I'm going to cum."
"Yes, yes, cum in me. Oh Godddddd!!!" Janice's thighs squeezed Tim's as her body started to convulse in climax.
Tim's balls pulled up tight as his penis throbbed and poured his sperm into his wife until it squished out the sides. Finally, his balls were empty. He fell back in his chair in exhaustion, Janice's naked and heaving chest pressing heavily on his.
When they had recovered, they went hand in hand to the shower. They scrubbed each other down and got ready for work.
Chapter 6
A few days later, school ended and Janice was on summer break. She had signed up to teach several night classes but her days were free. She spent her time in the sun at their pool getting a tan and running errands. Every night, she fixed a great dinner for Tim.
Tim thought he had died and gone to heaven because of all of the attention he was getting. Dinner was normally a quick affair--eating and hurrying to get some evening work done. Now it was different. Every evening, they talked about the baby and what they needed to do. They discussed names for the baby and how they would remodel one of the upstairs bedrooms as a nursery. They also talked a lot about their relationship; of how much they loved each other and that they would never let anyone come between them. It was always an open and honest conversation. Each of them learned new things about the other.
A great deal of their evening conversations was about sex as well. Janice described the excitement of being with a lover while he watched. Tim told her how much he loved watching. He described the feeling in his stomach and, yes, even the jealousy and how that made it somehow sweeter.
One evening at dinner, they were having one of their conversations when Janice said, "Guess who called me today?"
Tim shrugged his shoulders and said, "Who?"
"Dan! He's coming to town tomorrow to visit his firm's legal headquarters in the Ford building. I think he's having lunch with someone. He said that he had an office on the 60th floor with a beautiful view," Janice said, avoiding what was really on her mind.
"And?" Tim knew that there was something that she wasn't saying.
"He wants me to come to his office and see the view," Janice said sheepishly. "He will only be here for one day."
"Oh!" Tim exclaimed. "Do you want to go?"
Janice looked down at her plate almost shyly and said, "Yes."
"Okay," Tim answered quickly. He tried to say it calmly, like it was no big deal, however, he could feel the butterflies in his stomach immediately.
Janice's heart started pounding as she thought of a naughty idea. "I have an idea," Janice said and got up to sit on his lap.
"What?"
"Why don't you go with me?"
"Go with you?" Tim responded in disbelief.
"Don't you think it would be exciting to wait outside as your wife got fucked?" Janice said with a naughty smile.
Tim's face lit up like a Christmas tree at the thought. "So you think he wants to fuck you? I thought he just wanted to show you the view," he said with a wide grin.
"Well, maybe we can do both," Janice teased.
"I'll get the day off."
It was a little before 11 AM when Janice and Tim pulled into the underground parking of the Ford building. The building was a large, modern skyscraper with 60 floors. The glass and steel structure dominated the skyline of the city. Every important corporation had offices in the building.
Janice and Tim stood together on the crowded elevator as it ascended rapidly. Both of them were nervous and excited. Tim had dressed Janice for the occasion. He had her in a professional blue business suit with a full, pleated skirt and blazer. Underneath the blazer, she had on a white blouse with a colored scarf around her neck. She even carried a small valise; there was nothing in it that had anything to do with their meeting. She looked like a well-dressed businesswoman. However, under the suit, she was naked but for a pair of thigh high nylons. Tim had even made sure he shaved her vagina and oiled it until it was smooth and shining.
When the doors opened on the 60th floor, Janice and Tim stepped out and looked around the lobby. It was obvious that the firm Dan worked for had spent a lot of money on the furnishings. The lobby was filled with expensive paintings, Persian rugs on the floors, and mahogany wood walls. It wreaked opulence, if not decadence.
Tim and Janice walked hand in hand to the receptionist who was sitting behind double glass doors. The young receptionist smiled at them and hit the buzzer to let them enter.
"I'm here to see Mr. Forsman... I'm Janice Harwick," Janice said to the young woman.
"Oh yes, Mr. Forsman is expecting you," the pretty receptionist said. She pressed an intercom button and said, "Mr. Forsman, Janice Harwick is here to see you."
"Yes, send her in," Dan answered.
"Follow me."
Janice kissed Tim quickly as she handed him her briefcase and whispered, "I'll be back in a few minutes. I love you." Then she left him to wait as she disappeared down the hall.
Tim felt somewhat like an expectant father, waiting in the delivery room. He sat on the plush sofa and picked up a magazine. However, there was no way he could concentrate on reading.
The secretary led Janice toward Dan's office. Janice tried not to look at the cute girl's butt as she walked down the hall in front of her but her eyes were drawn like a magnet. The girl had on a very tight, short white skirt, and she could see her thong underwear outlined. Her firm butt cheeks swayed back and forth in an exaggerated fashion, making Janice think that she might be doing it on purpose.
Just as they reached the door of Dan's office, the secretary turned around quickly and looked directly at Janice. She had a funny grin on her face.
Janice's face turned scarlet when she realized that the young girl had caught her looking at her ass.
The secretary tapped lightly, then opened the door of Dan's office, and said, "Mr. Forsman, your appointment is here."
"Thank you Melissa," Dan replied.
As Janice turned sideways in the door to let Melissa past, she felt the girl brush her breasts across her own, pausing for just a second.
"Have a nice time," she whispered then hurried back down the hall.
"Wow, you look great," Dan said, getting up and coming over to Janice.
"Uh... uh... what did you say?" Janice said, clearly flustered from the young girl forwardness.
"I said you look great," Dan repeated as he pulled her into his arms. Before she could answer, his lips immediately possessed hers, his tongue delving into her open mouth.
Janice moaned and relaxed into Dan's strong arms as she kiss went on and on. She could feel his excitement growing.
When Dan pulled away, Janice was breathless.
"I've been thinking about that since the last time we were together."
"Wow," Janice said as she tried to recover from the passionate kiss.
"How did you get away from your husband?" Dan asked.
"I didn't. He's here."
Dan's eyes grew wide with shock. "Here?"
"Yea, out in the lobby."
Dan had a funny look on his face.
"It's okay. He thinks we have an appointment to talk about school business."
"Oh!" Dan said, almost as if he didn't believe her. Then he shrugged his shoulders. "You're a very naughty girl Mrs. Harwick," he said as he reached his hands around and grasped her buttocks. He kissed her quickly again then said, "Let me show you the office."
Janice hadn't had time to even notice the office yet. When she looked around, she almost gasped. The room had floor to ceiling windows on two entire walls behind a large mahogany desk. There were two sofas, several chairs, a conference table, and even a bar. The walls had the same artistic d‚cor as the lobby. The view out the window was breathtaking. It was the largest building in town, with no others even coming close to the 60 floors.
"It's not really my office. It belongs to the Chairman of our company. He is a personal friend of mine, and he let's me use it when I'm in town and he isn't here."
Janice didn't know that Dan's family owned the company. Dan didn't mention it.
The Chairman's out of the country for a month," Dan said, walking Janice over to the window. "On this floor, there is only this office and the executive dining facility."
As Janice stood at the window and looked out, she felt a little vertigo from the height. "Wow, this is something," she said as she felt Dan put his arm around her back.
"Quite a view huh?"
"I'll say."
"Money has its privileges. However, I have something better," Dan said. Then he turned to her and said, "You!" He pulled Janice to him and kissed her hard. His hands went to her buttocks and he slowly began to pull the skirt up her thighs.
When the skirt was up to the lower cheeks of her ass, Janice protested. "Dan!"
"Don't worry. We're the tallest building in town. Nobody can see us," he said as her skirt rose above her ass. "No underwear," he whispered excitedly when his hands grasped her smooth, soft ass cheeks.
"Oh God," Janice moaned as her ass was bared and fondled in front of the large window.
Then Janice felt Dan step back, his hands going to her shoulders, applying gentle pressure. Suddenly, she knew what he wanted. She bit her lip and looked out on the city below. Her heart started pounding in her chest. Slowly, she went to her knees. Her hands were shaking as she pulled Dan's zipper down and fished inside his pants for his penis.
"That's it baby," Dan encouraged as he watched the pretty woman take his hard penis from his pants. Then he gasped as her mouth opened and sucked him inside.
Janice's felt incredibly naughty kneeling in front of a window, sucking Dan's throbbing shaft. There were no curtains or shades to hide what she was doing. She felt so exposed, yet she couldn't deny the excitement. Her breathing was ragged as her head moved back and forth, coating Dan's penis with her saliva. She pulled his hard penis from her mouth and licked the head like an ice cream cone. Then she held the penis up and licked him from the base to the dripping tip. A tremor ran through her body at the thought of the entire city watching her exhibition.
"Oh Jesus baby. If you keep that up, I'm not going to last long."
Janice moaned and took the head inside her mouth again. She sucked the crown as her hand moved up and down the shaft. When she felt Dan's hips start to move back and forth, she knew he was close. Suddenly, she wanted his cum. She wanted to suck ever drop down her throat, right in front of this window. When she felt Dan tense, she pulled the penis from her mouth but continued to jerk him. She felt the shaft pulse and throb in her hand, then send his cum flying through the air, directly into her wide-open mouth. She couldn't close her mouth to swallow or she would get it in the face. Shot after shot hit her tongue, filling her mouth to overflow. She groaned as a large glob trickled out of her mouth and dripped from her chin to her blazer.
Quickly, Janice took the head back in her mouth so that she wouldn't lose any more juice.
Dan's legs were shaking as his balls emptied into her mouth. He opened his eyes in time to see Janice swallowing his load. He shuddered one last time and his knees almost buckled.
"Sorry," Dan said as he pulled Janice to her feet and looked at the sperm on her blazer.
"That's okay. It was my fault," Janice said.
"Let me get you something."
"Don't worry about it," Janice answered. She reached down with her finger, scooped the sperm from her jacket, and put it in her mouth. "Don't want to waste any... doctors orders," she smiled.
"Janice, you are one wild woman and your husband is one lucky guy," Dan said sincerely as he brought her to him and kissed her, tasting himself on her still wet lips. At the same time, he began to slip her jacket off her shoulders.
Janice let her blazer fall to the floor and then she let him pulled her scarf off. She watched him without protest as he unbutton her blouse until her soft breasts were exposed. Her vagina was throbbing in excitement as he added her blouse and scarf to the jacket on the floor. She shivered at the realization that she was naked from the waist up standing in the window of an office building, in the middle of town.
Dan bent his head to Janice's breast and sucked on one while his fingers began to play with the other.
Janice held Dan's head as he nursed on her tit. She gazed out over the city as if to say, "Look at me!" It was an incredible feeling of lascivious freedom. She saw a small plane pass, not too much higher than the building, and wondered briefly if the pilot could see what they were doing.
Soon, Dan was pushing Janice toward his desk. He moved his chair back and cleared away the papers. "Sit up here," he said, indicating the desk in front of his chair.
Janice scooted up on the desk, her legs dangling toward the floor. She watched as Dan pulled his chair over and sat down.
"Lean back."
"Oh Jesus," Janice said as she lay back on the desk. A moan escaped her lips when she felt him lift her legs, pushing her skirt to her waist. Suddenly, her legs were spread for the world to see. She felt incredibly exposed again.
Dan pushed her legs high in the air, then back to her chest, opening her dripping vagina to his eyes. He almost drooled as he looked at the engorged inner lips, throbbing wetly. He practically growled as he dropped his head to her swollen lips and sucked them inside.
"Ahhhhh!!! Ohhhh!!!" Janice moaned as his talented mouth began to suck her throbbing hole. Her hands reached for his head. "Oh God, oh God," she screamed as he ate her like a starving man. He chewed and sucked her lips, pausing to push his tongue deep into her hole.
Tim looked up from his magazine when he heard something. He saw Melissa smiling at him. Did she know something? he thought. "Is there a bathroom here?" he asked.
"Yes, right this way."
Now it was Tim's eyes following Melissa's swaying ass as they walked in the direction of Dan's office. The bathroom was the last door before Dan's office. When the two of them reached the door, they both heard the noise at the same time. They stopped and looked at each other. There was unmistakable groaning coming from the office.
"We have some strange noises in this building," Melissa said. She had a worried look on her face for the first time.
A good secretary, trying to protect her boss, Tim thought. "Oh," he said and excused himself and went into the bathroom. Unfortunately, it was impossible for Tim to pee with a hard on. He waited in the bathroom for a minute and then peeked out. Melissa was not in site so Tim quietly came out and stepped to the door of Dan's office. He was embarrassed but still he put his ear to the door.
"Oh God, oh God, eat me, eat me," Janice moaned. Her hips were bucking up at Dan, pushing her swollen vagina into his sucking mouth.
Oh my God, he's eating her, right in his office, Tim thought. He could even hear the sucking sounds. Now his penis was throbbing painfully in his slacks.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned. She pulled Dan's hair, forcing his mouth tightly to her groin. Her hips pushed up into his face as a strong climax overtook her. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming," she screamed. Her body shuddered and shook on the desk as Dan continued to suck her until finally, she had to push his head away.



Tim hurried back toward the front desk but stopped suddenly, before he turned the corner. He could see Melissa, her back to him, sitting at her desk. His heart skipped a beat when he saw that her hand was between her thighs, rubbing her pantied crotch. She seemed to be leaning toward the telephone. He moved forward slightly and then gasped. She had the intercom on and she was listening to what was going on in the office.
Then, Melissa must have heard something in the hall because she quickly pulled her hand from between her legs and hit the button on the telephone, shutting off the intercom.
Tim slowly walked back out and sat down, smiling at an obviously excited girl. He no longer cared that she could see his erection. He looked at her and said, "There are strange noises coming from the telephone as well I guess."
Melissa looked at him with a frown on her face. When she saw Tim smile, her frown turned to a smile. "Yes, it's a very strange building." She glanced down and saw that Tim had an erection. She didn't know what the deal was between him and his wife but she now knew that he knew what was going on in the office.
"Shall we listen," Tim said, walking over and pointing to the telephone.
Melissa looked at Tim and bit her lip in indecision. Then she smiled and said excitedly, "Okay." She reached over and pressed the button on the telephone. At first, there was only heavy breathing. Then they heard Dan's voice.
"I've got to fuck you," he said and pulled Janice to her feet. He turned her and pushed her over to the window, pressing her naked breasts to the cold glass.
There was a strong intake of breath from Janice as she felt the cold on her nipples as her breasts mashed against the glass. Then she felt Dan lifting her skirt again. She pushed her ass back at him, keeping her chest on the glass. She felt Dan kneel behind her and begin to lick her from behind. She moaned as she looked out over the city. She could see the cars and the tiny specks of people scurrying around far below. God, if only those people knew what was going on up here, she thought deliriously.
Suddenly, Janice jumped. "Oh God," she moaned. "Yes, yes, stick your tongue in my ass."
Tim looked at Melissa. He could see that her eyes were swimming with lust. If it hadn't been so dangerous, Tim would not have been able to stop himself from attacking the young girl right there. However, it was lunchtime and there were people coming off the elevators and going to the executive dinning room.
Tim could see the young girl squirming in her seat. Suddenly, he decided to take a big chance. He stared at Melissa and said, "Take your panties off." He held his breath.
Melissa looked up at him with dove like eyes. She bit her lip again and looked at the lobby behind the glass doors. She hesitated.
"Do it," Tim said in a commanding tone.
Slowly, Melissa lifted up, reached up under her skirt, and pulled her little thong panties off.
Tim held out his hand.
Melissa meekly put her wet panties in his hand and then watched excitedly as he brought them to his nose. She sucked in her breath at Tim's wanton behavior. Suddenly, excitement took over and she spread her legs, forcing her skirt up her thighs, exposing her lightly haired sex lips.
"Play with yourself," Tim ordered. He could see the hair glistening with her juices and knew how excited she was.
Suddenly, they were interrupted by a scream from the office. "Jesus Christ, you've got to fuck me Dan."
Dan stood up behind Janice and dropped his pants. He moved between her thighs and placed his hard penis at her opening. His hands reached around, fitted themselves between the glass and her breasts, and began to squeeze. Then, he bent his head to her neck and sucked the skin of her neck into his mouth as he pushed forcefully into her body.
"Ahhhhhhh!!! Janice moaned as the long shaft slid into her very wet hole.
"Come on, play with yourself!" Tim ordered Melissa. He watched the young woman obey, her hand slipping between her spread thighs.
"Ahhhh!!!" Melissa moaned as she slid a finger into her hole.
"Are you and Dan a thing?" Tim asked as he watched the young girl's hand begin to move back and forth, her finger already wet with her juice.
"No," she whispered between breaths. "I'm... I'm a virgin."
"Oh," Tim said in shock. He wasn't sure there were any virgins around anymore.
"I just graduated from high school. My... my... daddy's the Chairman. I'm... I'm... ohhhhh... just working here for the summer," Melissa said as her finger worked between her legs.
"Holy shit," Tim exclaimed. Suddenly, he was worried that she wasn't even eighteen yet. Then, Janice's voice interrupted his thought.
"Fuck me Dan, fuck me," she moaned as she pressed her ass back at her lover.
Dan's hips worked rapidly, driving his shaft in and out of Janice.
Janice's hands were flat on the window, her cheek pressed to the glass. She no longer cared if anyone could see her. "Oh God, oh God, I'm going to cum," Janice warned. Her body pushed back hard and her legs began to shake. Shudders of pleasure began to rack her body. Her eyes were back in her head and her face pressed harder to the glass as she was consumed with pleasure.
Dan wasn't far behind. "Oh God baby, I'm going to cum," he breathed. "Can I cum in you? Can I shoot my cum in you?" he pleaded.
"Oh God yes," Janice answered. "Fill me. Fill my cunt with your juice."
Dan became incredibly excited by Janice's nasty words. His hips pressed forward one last time. He buried his penis deep in her hole and froze. Then, his penis lurched and began to spew the contents of his balls into her willing receptacle.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Melissa moaned as her finger worked rapidly in and out of her body.
Tim was shaking with excitement as he watched the young girl pleasure herself and heard Dan cumming inside his wife. He watched Melissa's hips lift off the chair and her thighs close on her fingers. "Oh, oh, oh, oh," she whimpered quietly as she climaxed.
Suddenly, everything became quiet except for heavy breathing. The elevator doors opened and several men with business suits walked toward Melissa and Tim.
Tim quickly took a seat and covered his crotch with a magazine. He stuffed Melissa's panties into his pocket.
Melissa hastily pulled her skirt down and shut the telephone intercom off.
"Hi, we have a 12 o'clock lunch with Dan Forsman," one of the well-dressed men said.
"Oh yes. I'll let him know you're here," Melissa said as professionally as she could under the circumstances. She reached over and pressed the intercom and said, "Mr. Rodgers and Mr. Thompson are here for lunch Mr. Forsman."
"I'll be with them in a minute," Dan answered, still breathless.
Several long minutes later, Janice came out of Dan's office with Dan walking behind her.
Tim smiled at her and she smiled back. She doesn't look too bad, he thought. Her hair was a little messed up and her lipstick was smeared but otherwise, no one would know what she had just done.
"Thank you Mrs. Harwick," Dan said, formally shaking her hand. "I'll get right to work on that and have something for you again in a couple of weeks when I come back to town."
"Thank you for all your help," Janice said, trying not to laugh. She took Tim's hand and they walked toward the elevators.
"Bye Melissa," Tim said with a conspiratorial smile. He saw her smile shyly back and then wave.
"Cute girl," Tim said as the elevator opened.
Chapter 7
Janice and Tim were suddenly alone on the elevator.
"My God, that was incredible," Janice said, leaning exhausted into Tim.
"I know," Tim agreed, pulling her close
Janice looked at Tim with a funny look. "How do you know?"
"I'll tell you later."
"Uh oh," Janice said.
"What's wrong?"
"I feel something running down my legs."
"Really?"
"Do you want to see?" Janice asked.
"Here?"
Janice reached over and pressed the emergency stop button, bringing the elevator to an abrupt halt. Then she stood back from Tim and slowly lifted her skirt.
"Oh my God," Tim said when he saw sperm on her nylons, just above where the elastic held them to her thighs. Dan's sticky cum was running out and hanging from her swollen lips to her thighs. "God, I want to fuck you right now."
Suddenly, the buzzer on the elevator sounded and a voice came on the speaker. "Is everything okay?"
"Uh... yes... we just hit the stop button by accident," Tim lied. He reached over and pressed the emergency button. The elevator started to move.
Janice sighed and dropped her skirt. "Damn," she said and looked at the floor between her legs. There was a large blob of cum between her feet.
"Here," Tim said and handed her the thong panties from his pocket.
"Where did you get these?" Janice asked, taking the tiny piece of material and sopping up her sloppy vagina as best she could.
"Let's get some lunch and I'll tell you." He took the panties back when Janice was done and put them in his pocket.
A second later, the elevator opened, and a crowd of people got on, forcing Tim and Janice to the back.
Tim leaned over to her and whispered, "You smell like cum."
"I know," Janice giggled.
Suddenly, Janice felt Tim's hand sneaking down her skirt in back. "Tim!" she whispered when she felt his hand move under the hem of her skirt.
Tim ignored her protest, looking forward at the back of people's head. Slowly, his hand slid up the back of her thighs. He could feel the wetness on his fingers as he moved across the elastic leg band and to the soft flesh of her thigh.
Janice grunted quietly when she felt Tim's fingers reach her saturated vagina. Suddenly, Janice had to cough to cover her moan as two of Tim's fingers slid into her.
Tim's penis was now rock hard as his fingers moved in and out of his wife's dripping hole. His fingers and hand were becoming saturated with juice. Suddenly, the door of the elevator opened. Tim quickly pulled his fingers from under his wife's skirt. Then, he snatched the briefcase from her hand and held it in front of him to hide his erection as they stepped off the elevator. Hopefully, no one would notice that his fingers were dripping sperm. A few minutes later Tim and Janice were out on the promenade where there was an outdoor restaurant. They took a seat under an umbrella and ordered lunch. When the waiter was gone, Tim told Janice what had happened with Melissa. She was amazed by the story. Then Janice added the parts that Tim couldn't hear from the intercom.
They were talking and eating lunch when Tim noticed the white stain on Janice's blazer. "What's that?" he asked, pointing at her lapel. When he saw Janice blush, he knew the answer. "It was my fault," Janice admitted. "I've never seen a man that can cum as much as he does. I couldn't hold it all in my mouth."
"God, I would have loved to have seen that," Tim exclaimed.
"Wow, it's getting warm," Janice said, feeling excited again. She pulled the scarf from around her neck.
Tim smiled when he saw "their" locket around her neck. Then his face showed surprise.
"What?" Janice said, reaching for her neck like there might be a bug crawling on her.
"Your friend must have really been carried away," Tim said, pointing to her neck.
Janice reached into her pocketbook and brought out a compact mirror. She opened it and looked at her neck. She gasped when she saw a large purple suck mark. "That rat," Janice said in mock anger. "I'm going to have to cover that up for a week."
"Let's get out of here. I've got to fuck you or I'm going to explode," Tim said.
Janice smiled and said okay.
They paid the bill and hurried to the building elevators. As they stepped off the elevator in the garage, Tim looked around. "Come here," he said, pulling her by the arm. Quickly, he opened an unlocked maintenance-closet door and pushed Janice inside. "I can't wait sweetie," he hissed as the door closed, enveloping them in darkness.
Janice let Tim turn her around and bend her toward the wall.
In the dark, Tim pulled her skirt up and reached for her still dripping hole. He moaned as he felt her sopping vagina again. He shoved two fingers into her as he quickly unzipped himself. Then, he pulled his fingers away and unnecessarily coated his penis with the juice from his fingers. He pushed his hard penis into her. "Oh Jesus," he moaned as he was surrounded by her warm and very wet hole. Immediately, he began to pump his hips back and forth and the room quickly filled with the sloppy sucking sound made by their sexual parts.
"Oh God, I'm going to cum," Tim said very quickly. He was far to worked up to make it last.
Janice sighed and shivered as she felt Tim adding his sperm to Dan's. She didn't climax because she couldn't anymore for a while. Still, it was very satisfying to have the man she loves fill her with his seed.
"Thanks sweetie," Tim breathed as he pulled his penis from her twice-filled hole. Then, he pushed the door open and they stepped into the artificial lights of the garage.
"God, I'm glad there's nobody around now," Janice said as they walked toward the car. She stopped, pulled her skirt up, and showed Tim that her thighs, all the way down to her knees were shiny with sperm. Her hole was literally bubbling with the stuff. "If I wasn't already pregnant, I'm sure this would have done it," she giggled.
"That's just the way I love my wife," Tim said.
"What way?"
"Pregnant and filled with sperm," he laughed. Then he hugged her to his side. "What a day!"
Chapter 8
Janice was daydreaming as her summer students filed into the room, reliving the visit to Dan's office. The meeting with him had satisfied her need for sexual adventures for several days. However, now she felt that sexual longing returning with a vengeance. The bouts of heightened sexual awareness seemed to be coming even more often lately. Maybe it was the pregnancy, she thought. She had read that some women get more amorous when pregnant. Whatever the reason, she knew that she would need to scratch the itch or go mad.
"All right class, let's get started on the test," Janice said, pulling her test material out of her briefcase to a chorus of moans. Then she walked around the room and handed out the test. "You have until the end of the class," Janice announced. "Good luck!"
There were about fifteen people in Janice's remedial law class. Most of them were students that had goofed up during the year and flunked the course. Some were trying to get some extra courses during the summer. A few of them had been in Janice's class before. However, there were several new students. She had noticed three of them the first day.
Sean and Robert were football players that couldn't take the class during the year because of their schedule. However, because they were pre-law, they needed to take this course before they could go on to their junior year. Neither were the typical "dumb jocks". They both carried high grade point averages, unlike many of their teammates.
Janice liked the two young men right away. They were tall and handsome with wide shoulders and narrow hips. Unlike many of the football players on scholarships, neither of them seemed to have that cockiness that often came with being stars. They were always polite and never disrupted the class. However, they were jokesters and would often stop at her desk after class to chat.
Then there was Amy. Yes, shy Amy. She seemed so young. Her dress was always very appropriate, if not expensive. Whereas, many of the students came to the night class dressed like they were going to work in the yard, Amy always wore a dress. She had pretty red hair, sparkling green eyes, and freckles on her face. She always sat in the front row. Occasionally, she would ask a question but mostly she would remain quiet unless called on. When she was asked a question, she always had the answer.
Janice thought she seemed like a very intelligent girl. That's why she was surprised when Amy seemed to be struggling with the test tonight. Everyone else had finished and was turning in their papers, but Amy was still working.
Sean and Robert walked up to Janice's desk and placed their tests in front of her. "All done Professor Harwick," Sean said. He seemed to be the spokesperson for the two.
"I'm sure you two aced it," Janice said smiling at them.
"Oh yea," Sean said sarcastically. "By the way, if we both got the same questions wrong, it's because we study together." Both boys smiled conspiratorially.
"I'm sure," Janice said sarcastically but then laughed. She knew that they didn't need to cheat to get good grades. Suddenly, Janice felt like the old teacher as she saw the smiling young faces. However, when she caught the eyes of the boys on her legs, it wasn't a student/teacher feeling that she felt running through her. Her short skirt had worked up until a good portion of her thighs was exposed. She felt a naughty little shiver run through her as she let her legs slide a little further apart.
"It's true, we do everything together," Sean said glancing at her legs. "We even date the same girl."
This time Robert laughed with Sean at his fabrication. "But she likes me better," Robert said jokingly.
"Hey teach, why don't you go out with us sometime?" Sean said to Janice, continuing his joking. "We make a great double date. Or is it triple, date?"
"My, my, what would my husband think?" Janice joked back. Again, a little thrill ran through her as she looked at the smiling faces of the two handsome boys. She knew that this type of conversation was inappropriate with students but the class was mostly empty now.
"I'm sure he wouldn't mind," Sean answered. "We are always gentlemen."
"Well, then I'll ask him," Janice answered.
"Great! I'm sure he'll let you," Sean said with a big smile. "Well, we gotta run. Hot date!" The two boys walked out of the room, pushing each other and joking.
Suddenly, Janice felt wetness between her thighs as she watched the two fit young men leave. Nice butts, she thought. When she looked back at the classroom, only Amy was left, still working on her test. "Is everything okay Amy?"
"Yes, I... I uh... just need a few more minutes."
"All right, I'll give you ten more minutes," Janice said, getting up, stacking her papers, and putting them in her briefcase. Then she walked around and leaned back on the corner of the desk, waiting for Amy to finish. Janice noticed that Amy kept glancing up at her and she didn't seem to be writing. She chewed on the end of her pencil nervously. She's such a cute girl, Janice thought. Tonight, her red hair was done in curls. The curls would sometimes fall to her face in a cute fashion, almost like Shirley Temple. That's who she looks like, Janice thought, an older Shirley Temple. Amy was wearing a bright yellow sundress with spaghetti straps tied in bows at the shoulders. Janice could see that she didn't have a bra on. She didn't need one. Her pert orange sized breasts stood up without any need of support.
Janice scooted up onto the desk, sitting directly in front of the young girl. Her skirt rose up, showing her thighs.
This time when Amy glanced up, her eyes lingered.
Janice felt a little thrill rush through her when she realized that Amy's eyes were on her thighs where the underside was clearly visible. She was certain that she could see the flesh above her thigh high nylons. Janice's heart started to beat rapidly and she could feel a sexual tension building in the room. Slowly, she uncrossed her legs. She watched Amy. Her eyes never left her legs. With excitement coursing through her veins, Janice gradually opened her legs. She knew that this was crazy but she couldn't stop herself.
The young girl's eyes grew bigger but they never left her legs as they stared into the opening between her thighs.



Feeling like such a slut, Janice sat on the desk with her legs spread apart for quite some time. She could almost feel Amy's eyes on her exposed crotch. She knew that her vagina was wet and swollen now. There was a palpable sexual tension in the room.
The young girl's face had turned slightly red and her chest was moving up and down with her rapid breathing.
"Time's up sweetie," Janice said regretfully. Her voice sounded strained in the quiet room.
Amy jumped, her eyes moving away from Janice's legs for the first time. She looked up startled, her face turning even redder. "I... uh... I... I'm done," she said. She handed Janice her paper and started to pack up her books.
"You seem flustered Amy. Was the test too hard?"
"No, it was okay. I... I just needed a little more time, that's all."
Suddenly, Janice wanted to get to know this young girl. "Listen, I was going to head home," Janice said, "but would you like to get something to eat? There's a nice pub about two miles from here."
Amy seemed stunned. "Uh... yea... sure," she answered quickly, her voice unable to hide her surprise.
"Let me pack my stuff up and I'll be ready in a minute." Janice hurried and packed her briefcase with the remaining papers and joined Amy who was waiting at the door. When they got to the parking lot, Janice was going to tell Amy to follow her, but then she saw her dilapidated car and said, "Why don't you come with me?"
"Sure," Amy quickly agreed.
Janice clicked the locks on her BMW and the two got inside.
"Nice car," Amy said impressed. "I want one of these when I get some money."
The two made small talk as Janice drove them to the pub. They found a booth and ordered hamburgers along with a beer for Janice and a coke for Amy. When the food was served, Janice watched Amy dig in like she hadn't eaten in a week. It was obvious to Janice, from Amy's comments, that she was not financially situated. "So are you in school on a scholarship?"
"Yes I am Professor Harwick. Unfortunately, I could never afford a school like this on my own," Amy said, taking another bite of her hamburger.
"You don't have to call me Professor here Amy... Janice will do fine."
"All right Janice," Amy said with a smile, her green eyes flashing.
Janice could see a fire in those eyes. What was burning? she wondered. Was it the desire to make something of herself, or just desire? She had to find out. "Tell me about yourself Amy," Janice said as she began to eat.
"Well, I grew up in Oklahoma. My Mom died when I was twelve and my Dad... my Dad never really recovered. We lived on a small farm and Dad worked the land. When mom died, Dad couldn't keep the farm up so we eventually had to sell. I went to live with my aunt and uncle in Kansas." Suddenly, Amy stopped, her face flushing.
"What's wrong?" Janice asked.
"You don't want to hear about that stuff," she said.
"Yes I do, please continue."
"All right but you asked. My aunt and uncle did the best they could but they had four kids of their own and not a lot of extra money to go around. So I worked hard and won a president's scholarship for four years here. I want to go to law school but I'm not sure I can afford it." Amy stopped again and stared at the table, then looked back up with determination. "I want to make enough money to buy a farm with horses," she continued as her face lit up. "And a BMW," she added with a smile. Then I'll get my Dad and he can help me on the farm. That is... that is if he is still around. He's not doing too well right now. I think he drinks too much."
Janice saw a tear form in the corner of Amy's eye and then trickle down her cheek. She felt her heart go out to the young girl. "I'm sure you'll get what you want. Don't get discouraged. There are opportunities to get scholarships to law school as well, you know," Janice said.
"Yea, I need to look into that but I haven't had a lot of time. I work over at Wal-Mart five days a week and that takes a lot of my time. I spend the rest studying. I've had to work pretty hard to keep my grades up."
Janice found she liked the young girl more and more as they talked. She was obviously a hard worker and had taken a difficult situation and made the best of it. Janice listened as she told her more of her life story, smiling occasionally at the young woman's zest for life.
"And that's about it," Amy said.
"So what about boys?" Janice asked.
"I don't really have time for boys. Besides, I don't know how much I like them anyway," she answered, looking Janice in the eyes.
There was definitely something stirring there. Suddenly, Janice felt a charge of electricity go through her. "You don't like boys?"
"Well, I haven't really had any experience with them," she answered vaguely. "I'm too busy for one thing. But also, I... I'm diff..." Amy stopped, suddenly flustered at what she was about to say.
Janice stared into Amy's eyes as she felt their knees touch under the table. She started to move it away but decided to let it stay. As she felt the warmth of the girl's knee, Janice felt that familiar pulsing between her legs. Suddenly, even though she knew that it was wrong, she wanted this girl. She decided to be bold. "Amy, were you looking up my dress back in the classroom?" she asked, and then held her breath.
Amy's eyes grew as wide as saucers. Her mouth opened but nothing came out.
Janice waited for an answer, her heart pounding in her chest.
Amy finally looked down at the table and whispered "Ye... yes."
The next question would tell Janice what she wanted to know. "Did you like what you saw?"
Again, there was a whispered answer, but Janice couldn't hear it. It might have been because of the noise in the restaurant, or it could have been the roaring in Janice's ears from the blood pulsing through her veins.
"What?" Janice asked.
"Yes!" Amy answered, louder this time, her face turning bright red.
"Amy... I'm going to ask you to do something. If you say no, that's okay, we will never mention it again. If you do it, then we will talk a little more."
"What is it?" Amy asked with a look of surprise and confusion.
Janice stared into the young woman's eyes and said, "Amy, I want you to take off your panties and give them to me." Janice held her breath again, as she waited for an answer.
Amy's eyes opened wide and she sucked in her breath, her blush moving down her neck to her chest. She looked into Janice's eyes but didn't say anything or move other than to swallow several times nervously. Then, she picked up her napkin and wiped her mouth, her hands trembling. Still unsure, she looked around the pub, now squirming in her chair.
Janice waited. Her rational mine was screaming at her, telling her how dangerous it was to be doing something like this with a student. If Amy reported her... well, there would be hell to pay. However, she was running on sexual adrenaline now.
After a long pause, Amy reached down slowly and placed her trembling hands under her dress, lifted up, and slipped her panties off. Her eyes avoided Janice's as she shyly held the balled up panties out to the older woman.
Janice reached over and took them from her hand. Then she boldly unfolded the silky material, brought it to her nose and took a deep breath. She smiled as she felt the wet crotch touch her nose and realized how excited Amy was. "You smell good," Janice whispered.
Amy's eyes couldn't have gotten any wider. She was breathing though her mouth, as if she had run a marathon. She was visibly trembling.
"Amy, my husband is out of town. I want you to come home with me," Janice said and paused, looking into her eyes again. "Do you want to do that?"
"Yes," she answered quietly.
"Wait here a minute. I need to make one quick telephone call."
"Hello," Tim said into the telephone.
"Tim," Janice whispered, "I only have a minute. I'm bringing someone home with me. Move your car from the driveway. I'll be home in ten minutes."
"Why are you whispering?" Tim asked.
"I can't talk now sweetie," she whispered. Then she added, "Tim, you might be in the closet for a while tonight. I love you. Bye."
Tim stared into the silent telephone for a few seconds. Suddenly, he realized that he needed to hurry. He hung up the telephone and rushed out to the car.
Amy and Janice walked to the parking lot quietly. They both seemed calm. However, inside their hearts pounded wildly. For Janice it was the thrill of seduction; to Amy, it was a secret dream come true.
Janice let Amy into the car and got into the driver's seat. She started the engine but didn't pull away. Turning in her seat, she looked at the shy young girl sitting nervously next to her. She reached over and gently pushed a curl of hair from her face. Then she slid a bright red fingernail down the girl's cheek, scraping gently along the soft skin. She felt Amy shiver, as the nail moved across her cheek, and down her neck to her shoulder. The gentle and sensuous touch brought goose bumps to the young girl's soft skin.
Amy began to squirm in her seat as the older woman ran her fingernail gently across her shoulder. Then, she felt it stop and there was a gentle tug at the bow holding up one strap of her dress. She turned her head to see that the finger was inside one loop of the bow. She looked back at Janice with fear and excitement.
Janice pulled the bow toward her very slowly, giving Amy time to protest. When she didn't say a word, she pulled a little harder, her finger shaking. The tie slowly unraveled, almost in slow motion. Then, suddenly, the thin cotton string came undone, letting the side of her sundress fall.
There was a sharp intake of breath from Amy, as she felt her dress tumbled down. It was held precariously by one pert breast.
Janice's hand moved slowly to the other shoulder, her finger inching gently across the soft skin. Again, she inserted the finger in the bow and slowly pulled until the bow was almost untied, then paused. She looked into Amy's pretty green eyes. With her eyes locked on hers, she gave a final tug. The bow came untied, letting the front of Amy's little sundress fall, leaving both breasts bare.
"Oh God," Amy moaned as she sat frozen in shock. Her mind was racing and her body was shaking as she fought the urge to pull her top up. She knew that she wanted this, but she was scared and shivered like a frightened sparrow. Somehow she knew that this was a turning point in her life.
Janice's eyes shifted to her now bared breasts. She stared with undisguised lust.
Amy's breasts were perfectly round, with freckles scattered over the surface. The gorgeous orbs were the size of oranges, sitting perfectly on her chest. The hard nipples were pink, long and surrounded by her quarter-sized areoleos.
Janice could feel Amy trembling as she reached over and placed her hand behind her head. She pulled the girl toward her until their lips were almost touching. Janice hesitated, waiting for her to show some sign of resistance, or submission. When she saw Amy's eyes close and her mouth open, she couldn't resist. She pressed her lips to hers.
Both women moaned at the same time.
Amy's lips were soft and pliant under Janice's searching mouth. Janice's tongue slid into Amy's open mouth and then she felt a charge of sexual electricity rush through her when the girl started to suck on her tongue. As their tongues dueled, Janice slid her hand down her shoulder and under one breast.
Amy moaned as Janice's hand covered the tit, lifting and squeezing the firm, yet soft flesh between her fingers. Amy's head was spinning in excitement, making her fear that she might pass out. She no longer knew where she was or what she was doing. There was only Janice's wet mouth and soft hand.
Janice could feel Amy's heart beating in the palm of her hand like a frightened dove. She palmed her breast, kneading the warm flesh, her fingers rushing to find the hard nipple. As their mouths continued searching each other, Janice squeezed the nipple, pinching it gently with her fingernail and bringing another moan of pleasure from the excited girl.
Finally, Janice pulled away, leaving them both gasping for breath. "Let's go," she whispered breathlessly and began to drive quickly off the parking lot, the wheels of the car squealing and throwing rocks behind them.
Amy sat in stunned silence, her dress still at her waist; her breasts still bare as they drove swiftly down the street. She slumped down in the seat, hoping for a little protection from the eyes of passing cars. Yet, she didn't move to cover herself. Her body was tingling all over and she could still feel Janice's lips on hers and her hand on her breast.
Janice fought desperately to keep the speed within the speed limit. The last thing she wanted was to be stopped by a cop. However, she divided her time by looking at the road and the sexy, half-naked young girl, sitting next to her.
The lights of passing cars and streetlights highlighted Amy's naked breasts, as she sat frozen in the seat.
It seemed to be a very long drive before they finally turned into her driveway. Janice opened the garage door and drove quickly into the safety of the garage, closing it behind them. She was too excited to even think about the consequences of neighbors seeming the half-naked girl in her car.
When they were safely inside the garage, Janice hurried to the passenger door as Amy sat in her seat. She opened it and reached inside to take Amy's hand. She pulled the dazed girl to her feet and took her into an embrace. Janice couldn't suppress a moaned as Amy's soft bare breasts pressed to her chest. Their lips met in a passionate kiss.
Amy was unable to resist the allure of Janice. Nor, did she want to. She surrendered to her, her body almost collapsing into her arms.
Janice pushed Amy's dress down her hips, letting it fall carelessly to the garage floor. Her hands sought and found the girl's firm buttocks. She squeezed them, digging her nails firmly, but not harshly, into the soft flesh.
This time, the moan from Amy's throat was lost somewhere inside Janice's searching mouth, muffled by their twisting lips.
Janice led Amy quickly into the house; leaving the car door, and the kitchen door, carelessly open. She pulled the unresisting girl through kitchen and up the stairs. She squeezed Amy's hand reassuringly as she led her into her bedroom. Janice paid no attention to the closet door or her husband sitting behind the mirror.
Tim almost jumped out of his seat, as he saw his wife leading the naked young redhead into their bedroom. He had expected anything but this. He watched excitedly as his wife led the very nervous girl to the bed and directed her to sit down.
Janice stood in front of Amy and brought her fingers to her own blouse. Her fingers were shaking as she began to open the buttons. When it was hanging open, barely covering her breasts, she shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the carpet behind her. She could feel Amy's eyes on her chest, almost burning into her flesh. Every nerve in her body seemed to be on fire; her dripping vagina throbbed and her nipples tingled. Then she put her fingers into the waistband of her skirt and slowly pushed it over her hips, letting it drop to the floor.
Amy's eyes moved quickly from her breasts to the older woman's shaved vagina. She gasped in surprise when she saw her smoothly shaven sex. She stared at the puffy inner lips, now very swollen and glistening with excitement. Suddenly, she was fascinated by the size of her lips. She knew that her own were much smaller, barely visible between her large outer lips, and the sparse red hair of her groin. However, Amy had nothing to compare it too. She had never had the opportunity to look at another woman's vagina.
"Lay back," Janice whispered as she knelt at Amy's feet.
Amy silently complied. Then, she gasped as Janice lifted her legs and spread them wide. She could feel Janice looking at her. She had never felt this exposed, her face burning with embarrassment. Yet, her body pulsed with excitement.
Janice's eyes bored into her groin, taking in the sight of her hair covered sex lips. There was glistening of fluid on the hair but otherwise, the outer lips hid her treasures.
Amy was lying motionless. Her face was turned to the side and her eyes were closed. She bit her lip and she tried to take deep breaths to calm herself. She waited. For what, she wasn't entirely sure. Then, she jumped when she felt fingers moving up her thighs.
Janice's fingers slowly slid up her thighs, inching ever closer to her center. She was taking her time, teasing both her and Amy. When she reached the top of the young girl's thighs, she gently touched her outer sex lips. She saw her hips squirm and felt her body tremble. Then, she used her fingers to delicately open Amy's lips. It was like she was opening the petals of a flower, looking at the intricate details of nature. The pink inner lips of Amy's sex were stuck together with her juice. Janice's fingertips pried them apart, leaving the clear lubricant hanging in strings across the hole. She stared at the pink and pulsing lips as if she were trying to memorize every detail. Then, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes in pleasure, as she smelled Amy's excitement.
Suddenly, Janice couldn't wait any longer and her tongue came out of her mouth to press into the wet flesh.
"Oh God, oh Jesus, ahhhhhh!!!" Amy screamed as she felt Janice's tongue push into her hole.
"Mmmmmmm!!!" Janice moaned, as she tasted Amy's sweet juice. Her tongue and mouth were quickly filled with the taste of the young girl. Then, she sucked the delicate lips into her mouth like she was sucking a juicy slice of orange, the sweet nectar running from her lips to her chin.
Tim didn't have a great view from the closet because the two were sideways to him. He sat forward in his chair to get a better view as he stroked his hard penis. He could see his wife's head moving up and down between the girl's legs. From the way the girl was squirming, he knew that Janice was doing a good job. He was just a little surprised at how quickly she had learned. After all, Janice had never had an experience with a woman before Felicia. It must be natural, he thought.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!!!" Amy moaned as her body began to tense. She had pleasured herself many times thinking of this moment. However, it was even better than she had fantasized. When she felt Janice's lips close around her clit and begin to suck, she boldly reached down and grabbed her head, pulling her tight. Her hips lifted up from the bed and she froze. Every muscle in her body tensed. "Oh, oh, oh, oh," she grunted as she began to shake and a tremendous climax ripped through her.
Janice held on as Amy's body bucked on the bed. She gripped her thighs to hold her down as her mouth continued to suck the swollen clit.
Suddenly, Janice felt her own vagina throb. She squeezed her legs, squishing her swollen lips together. A shiver ran down her spine as a quick climax ran through her.
When Janice could think clearly again, she realized Amy's hands had eased on her head. Her body lay under her, trembling gently. She continued to kiss the soft petals of her sex lips for a long time, occasionally lapping up her juice. Soon, she felt her begin to respond again. There was a little moan and her hips began to move subtly. Janice moaned as well and started to eat her again in earnest.
It was an hour later when Janice finally pulled her saturated face from between Amy's legs. She had totally lost track of time or the number of times that Amy had climaxed. She smiled up at the young girl, her own face slick with her juice.
"Let me go wash," Janice said.
"No," Amy whispered and opened her arms to the older woman.
Janice moved onto the bed and into her embrace. Their lips went together immediately.



When they parted, Amy looked shy again, like she had something to say. "Would you... would you... uh... teach me," she said, her face coloring with that pretty blush again.
"Teach you what," Janice said as if she didn't understand what she meant. She wanted to hear her say it.
"To... you know... to pleasure you."
"Tell me... tell me you want to eat my pussy," Janice said, the words exciting her as much as Amy.
"I... I... want to eat your pu... pussy," Amy said hesitantly.
Janice stood and moved onto the bed. She took a pillow and put it under her hips, then spread her legs. "Come over here and get between my legs on your knees," she said. It sounded more like a command than she intended.
Amy complied, moving quickly until she was situated on her knees between Janice's legs, waiting for instructions. Her eyes stared at Janice's raised vagina. She could see that the lips were still filled with blood and pulsing. There was an incredible amount of juice covering the surface, making her entire pubic area shine. The outer lips were smooth and soft without a blemish. It was prettier than she even dared to dream.
"Use your tongue on my thighs and around my pussy first. Take it slow and tease me with your tongue before you suck my lips into your mouth. Suck them gently, and then bite them a little. Push your tongue into my hole, and then suck the hole with your mouth. Take your time and do what you think will please me, but avoid my clit until you are ready to make me climax."
Then Janice lay back on the bed and waited, her knees bent, her thighs spread wide.
Amy sat staring at Janice's raised crotch. She could see juice trickling from the hole and running down between her cheeks. Slowly, she went to her elbows, pushing Janice's thighs further apart. As she had been instructed, she began to gently lick the warm flesh of Janice's thigh, first one then the other. As she neared her vagina, she began to taste the juice that had run down her thighs and she could smell her excitement. The smell began to make her head spin. It was musky but sweet and like nothing she had ever smelled before. Her own vagina had begun to pulse again.
Janice had her eyes closed and she was moaning quietly. Her legs were shaking and she wanted desperately to grab the girl's head and force it into her crotch. However, she restrained herself, waiting for Amy to take the lead. She felt her tongue move up above her vagina and then lick her stomach, making it quiver and jump. Then, she felt her breath on her swollen lips. She sucked in her own breath and waited. "Ohhhhhhhh!!! Oh Jesus, oh God," she moaned as Amy opened her mouth and sucked her flesh inside.
Amy moaned deep in her throat as she filled her mouth with Janice's lips. She sucked, and then began to gently chew. She could feel Janice's hips quivering. Then, she pulled her head back, taking the lips with her, stretching them from her body. When she opened her mouth and let them go, they snapped back in place like a stretched rubber band. She did it again when she heard Janice moan in pleasure.
Soon, Amy was sucking and licking her lover like she had done it a million times. However, she had not yet penetrated her. Finally, she pushed Janice's legs up to her chest, almost turning her double. Then, she used her fingers to spread the fat lips wide. She looked up at Janice, her pretty green eyes sparkling. With her tongue out of her mouth as far as it would go, she dropped her head, slicing though the slick walls and entering her lover's body.
"Oh Lord Amy," Janice screamed as the young girl began to use her tongue like a penis, forcing it in and out.
The room was suddenly filled with the sucking sound of Amy's mouth on Janice's vagina. Janice was shivering in need. She desperately wanted Amy's mouth on her clit.
"Please, please Amy," she moaned.
Amy knew what she wanted. "Tell me... tell me what you want," she whispered, turning the tables on Janice.
"Please Amy, suck my clit. God, suck it," Janice screamed, almost in a panic.
Amy opened her mouth and sucked the swollen clit inside.
"Ahhhhhhhh!!! Oh God, I'm going to... yes, yes, yes, ohhhhhh!!!" Janice screamed and her body went into convulsions. She grabbed the poor girl's head and bucked her hips up into her sucking mouth. It felt like fireworks were going off in Janice's head. Her climax went on and on as the young girl kept on sucking, her lips never leaving the tiny nub.
"Oh Jesus Amy," Janice finally gasped and gently pushed the girl's reluctant head away. Her legs were still shaking as she held Amy's face in her hands, a safe distance from her still pulsing groin. Then she pulled her up and took her into her arms. She rained kisses on her face in appreciation. "God that was... that was incredible," Janice said breathlessly. "Wow! You must have done that before."
Amy smiled proudly. "No, never," she said and blushed prettily.
Janice pulled her until she was lying in her arms. Within minutes, they were both asleep.
Tim sat in his chair, cleaning himself up after having climaxed three times. He was exhausted and wanted to go to sleep, but he didn't know of any way to get out of the room. Eventually, he sat back in his chair and dozed off.
Several hours later, Tim was startled awake. When he opened his eyes he saw Janice sitting on Amy's face, her own face contorted in pleasure, moans coming from her lips. However, after Tim's three climaxes, there was no energy left. He dozed off again.
It was around 5 A.M. when he awoke again and saw that the two women were in an exhausted sleep, their naked bodies tangled together. He lifted his stiff body out of the chair, quietly opened the door, and left the room. He went down the hall to a spare bedroom, closed and locked the door and went to sleep.
Chapter 9
The alarm clock rattled Tim awake, long before he was ready. He turned it off and got out of bed, rubbing his sleepy eyes. He assumed that the young girl was still with Janice so he crept quietly out of the house. He had extra clothes at his office so he would shower and dress there.
It was sometime after eleven when Tim's telephone rang.
"Hi sweetie," Janice said.
"Hi lover," he responded. "Is your little friend gone?"
"Yes, she just left," Janice answered dreamily.
"I take it you had a good night?" Tim said with a smile in his voice.
"Oh God Tim, you can't even imagine. I couldn't count the number of times I climaxed. She even insisted on eating me again this morning. Then she went to the kitchen and fixed me breakfast in bed. What a sweet girl."
"She looked very sweet. I'm glad you enjoyed yourself," Tim said, sincerely.
"What about you, did you have fun watching?"
"Well, let's just say that I wasn't idle," Tim said, almost embarrassed to say that he had climaxed three times.
"I'll bet you weren't," Janice returned and laughed.
"Where did you find her?"
"Amy's a student of mine," Janice answered, just a bit embarrassed.
"Oh. Anymore like her in your class?"
"No. Amy's special. She's a good kid, but she's had a tough time," Janice said, turning serious. "She has had to really work to get to college and I really admire her determination. Unfortunately, she may not be able to go to law school because she doesn't have the money." Janice paused and then said, "You know, even after all the pleasure we shared last night, I feel bad."
"Why?"
"Well, I feel like I took advantage of her. Like I was the spider and she was the fly. I brought her home for my pleasure... and yours. I feel selfish."
"She certainly enjoyed herself though."
"Yes, but that doesn't excuse it. The 'ends' doesn't 'justify the means'."
"What about the men you've been with? Do you feel like your were taking advantage of them?"
"That's different. I don't feel that way with the guys. With them, we're both using each other. It doesn't feel selfish."
"I can see what you mean," Tim said honestly. "But you know, sex to some extend, is about being selfish. If we didn't enjoy it, and get personal pleasure, its not likely we would do it."
"That's true... but I still feel bad. She's just a sweet kid."
"Come on sweetie, you're not Mata Hari. It wasn't like you were trying to get state secrets from her. You didn't force her to do anything and it certainly didn't hurt her that I was in the closet."
Janice knew that Tim was being perfectly logical but she also knew that her conscience was still going to bother her no matter what he said. "I can't help the way I feel," Janice said, her eyes tearing.
The two were silent on the telephone for a few moments before Tim said, "I have an idea that might make you feel better."
"What?" Janice asked as she wiped her eyes.
"Well, you said she really wants to go to law school. So, why don't you get her a scholarship! Based on the way you describe her, she could quality either on a 'needs' bases or academically. "
"Yea, right. How am I supposed to do that? You know that it's all 'politics' or 'who you know' here. Besides, this school is too cheap to get new chairs for the library and I'm going to get her a scholarship? Fat chance!" Janice said sarcastically.
"One word... Danno!"
"Dan?" Janice asked incredulously.
"Sure! Why not? He's a big shot with his college and I've got the feeling he has some money in his family. My guess is that they named a wing of the library at his school after his family."
Suddenly, the idea didn't seem so far out to Janice. "Now that I think about it, that's a great idea. He owes me," Janice said with excitement in her voice.
"You don't think you would be 'USING' him do you?" Tim said with a laugh.
"Yea," Janice giggled. "But it's for a good cause."
Tim laughed louder.
"Thank you sweetie. I'll call him today."
"Glad I could help. Let me know what he says. I love you. Bye."
"I love you too. Bye." Janice hung up the telephone and dialed Dan's number.
About an hour later, Janice called Tim back.
"Well, how did it go?" Tim asked.
"He said that he could probably do something," Janice said excitedly.
"Great. I told you."
"Wait... there's a catch." Janice hesitated.
"I figured. What is it?" Tim had a pretty good idea what was coming.
Janice took a deep breath. "He wants uh... he wants me to fly out and spend the weekend with him," Janice answered hesitantly. The thought excited her tremendously. However, she was concerned about Tim's reaction. This might be taking their open relationship too far.
"Do you want to do go?" Tim asked. Incredibly, Tim found that the thought excited him. He could envision putting his wife on a plane to spend two days with a lover and her coming back and telling him all the wild things that they had done.
"Only if it's okay with you," Janice said as her heart starting to beat rapidly. "Besides, it would really help Amy," Janice said, realizing right away how lame that sounded. She knew as well as Tim that she could probably get what she wanted without staying with him for the weekend.
Tim ignored the last comment and said, "It's okay with me! But, you have to promise to tell me all about it." He could feel his own heart beginning to beat faster.
Janice sucked in her breath. She hadn't expected it to be this easy. "God Tim, I don't know what to say. You're incredible! I love you!" she squealed.
"I'm just being selfish," he laughed.
Two days later, Tim was saying goodbye to Janice at the airport. "Remember to call me," Tim said as he kissed her goodbye.
"How could I forget," she smiled and waved as she walked through the security gate.
Tim sighed as he watched his sexy wife's go through the security machine. Suddenly, he could see her naked, lying in bed with her lover, her body covered in sweat and filled with cum. His pants started to feel tight in the crotch. I had better get out of here, he thought as he turned and left the terminal.
The plane arrived a little late after being delayed because of weather. When Janice came through the door of the gate, she saw a man in a black uniform with a sign that read, "Janice Harwick."
He carried a dozen red roses.
She walked over to him and said, "I'm Janice."
"Mr. Forsman is waiting in the car madam," the man said in formal tone. "These are for you," he said. He handed her the roses, took her overnight case, and ushered her toward the parking area of the airport.
When they arrived, Janice saw a white stretch limousine with the license plate "Dan F". The chauffeur opened the door of the limousine for Janice. As she bent over and stepped inside, she saw Dan smiling at her. Janice laid the roses on the seat and sat down.
Dan held out a glass of champagne and said "cheers" as they clinked them together. "Welcome," he said, sipping his drink and turning to Janice. "How was your trip?"
"Okay but for the weather delay. It's good to be on the ground. Thanks for the roses. That was sweet."
"You're welcome. I'm glad you could come," Dan said and pulled her into his arms.
Janice let him draw her lips to his and moaned around his probing tongue. She had been so excited all day about the trip that she could hardly sit still. She pulled away from Dan and asked, "Where are we going?"
"Have you eaten?" he asked.
"Yes, I had something before I left because I wasn't sure what the plans were."
"That's fine, we'll go right to the entertainment. After that, we'll drive to a place that I have in the mountains. It's not far from here."
"Sounds romantic," Janice said and relaxed back into Dan's arms.
"What did you tell your husband?"
"I told him that I was visiting some college friends for the weekend," Janice lied.
"Really? And, he bought that?" Dan said with an incredulous look.
"Of course. He trust's me," Janice said and then saw the funny look on Dan's face. However, before she thought too much about it, he pulled her into him again for another kiss. She felt him reach around her back and begin to pull the zipper on her dress down. "Dan," she said and looked toward the open window between them and the chauffeur.
Dan smiled and pressed a button to close a frosted privacy window. "How's that?"
"Can anyone see through the windows?" she asked looking out at the busy city street. There were people within touching distance standing on the sidewalks.
"No, no one can see us," Dan said and began to push Janet's dress from her shoulders.
Janice allowed Dan to take her dress off, leaving her naked except for her thigh highs and heels. Suddenly, she felt incredibly excited as she sat naked with people walking around and cars passing by. When Dan started to push her back on the seat, she stopped him. She reached for his zipper and pulled it down and fished out his already hard penis. Then she crawled on the floor of the limo and got between his legs.
"May I," she said as she held his penis to her mouth.
"Be my guest."
Janice looked at the people outside on the street and felt a shiver go through her. It was like she was giving a blowjob right on the street. Her head dropped down and took Dan into her mouth. She moaned as the large head stretched her lips. She could feel the hot skin pulsing as her tongue worked on the sensitive slit at the head. She licked and sucked him until he finally pushed her away.
"I've got to fuck you," he moaned and pushed her back on the seat again. Quickly he stripped off his suit. Then, he crawled between her legs and slid into her already lubricated hole.
"Oh God," Janice moaned and closed her eyes as Dan began to pump into her. The car had stopped at a light when she heard something at the window. She opened her eyes and almost screamed. She could see a man's face at the window with his hands up, shading his eyes, trying to look in.
"Dan!" Janice almost screamed as he continued to pump into her.
Dan looked up and said, "Don't worry, he can't see us." The light changed and the limo pulled away.
Janice grabbed Dan's ass and began to pull him into her as she raced toward a climax. She wrapped her legs around his waist and bucked her hips upward as Dan pushed down.
"Oh God," Dan moaned and began to squirt his sperm into her.
"Oh yes, cum in me," Janice moaned as her own climax took over, her legs sticking straight up in the air. Her body shivered in pleasure as she felt Dan's juice filling her and then squishing out from the sides of her stretched hole.
"Oh God baby, I've been thinking about fucking you all day," Dan groaned as she rolled off of the satisfied woman.
A few minutes later, they were dressed again and sitting on the seat drinking another glass of champagne. Janice could feel Dan's sperm begin to leak out of her. "Uh... do you have a napkin or something?"
"Here," he said and handed her the handkerchief from his vest pocket.
Janice used the handkerchief to clean up the sperm as best she could and then she folded the piece of cloth and put it back in Dan's pocket, patting his jacket with a smile. "Where are we headed?"
"A little club I know," Dan said mysteriously.
Several minutes later, the limo stopped, and someone from the outside opened the door.
Janice saw a man in a tuxedo outside the door. He reached a hand into the limo and helped Janice exit. She looked around and realized that they were at some type of nightclub. It had a big canopy out front with purple lights around the building.
Dan got out of the limo, took Janice's arm, and walked her inside.
As soon as they were in the club, Janice knew what it was; it was a gentleman's club, better know as a strip club. They paid a fee and walked into the main entertainment area. Inside was one big room with tall ceilings and silver light refracting balls sending beams of light all over the room. There were three large stages and a bar. On each stage there was a half-naked woman dancing. The music was blaring and the room was filled with smoke. Janice could see that there were mostly men in the club. However, there were also a couple of women scattered around the room.
Dan led Janice to a seat at the main stage. From there, they had to look up at the girls on the stage. As soon as they sat down, a scantily clad waitress came over and took their order for drinks. She seemed to know Dan.
"Do you come here often?" Janice asked with a smile.
"Occasionally."
When Janice turned her attention to the stage, she almost gasped. Standing right above her was a totally naked woman. She was smiling down at Janice, her hip's gyrating to the loud music. Janice could see directly up into her shaved crotch. Suddenly, the woman squatted, her vagina just inches from Janice now. Janice felt Tim touch her arm. When she tore her eyes away from the spectacle in front of her, she saw that Dan had a wad of bills in his hand.
"Here, give her a tip," he said with a smile.
Janice took the money and peeled off a five-dollar bill. Her hands were shaking as she reached up to the garter on her thigh and pushed the bill inside.
"Thank you sweetie," the dancer said, smiling into Janice's eyes. She stayed in front of Janice for a few seconds more, opening her legs and moving her hips.
Then, the dancer went around the stage, getting tips from the patrons at the stage. When the song ended, she picked up her clothes and left.
"And now ladies and gentlemen, straight from an engagement in the windy city, our star perform, Lexus!" the announcer said with great fanfare.
A gorgeous blond came out on stage wearing a fancy sequined blue gown. It was skintight, emphasizing her large chest and narrow hips. She walked around the stage and looked down at the patrons. When she saw Dan, she smiled and mouthed "Hi." Then, as a new song came on, she began to strip. By the time the first song was finished, she was down to a g-string. She came over to Janice and Dan and squatted like the other girl had done. This time she reached between her legs, put a finger inside the crotch of the g-string, and pulled it aside. Her sex lips popped out, dangling between her thighs.



In spite of the chauvinistic nature of the place, Janice felt herself getting excited. She held up a five-dollar bill and the woman moved closer. Janice realized that she wanted her to put the bill between the g-string and her crotch.
Janice swallowed and pushed the bill gently between her vagina and the little patch of cloth. She felt a tingle between her own legs when her knuckles touched the fleshy lips of her sex. The dancer smiled and turned around, presenting her ass to Janice. This time she got on her knees and backed up. Now, her sexy, smooth buttocks were inches from Janice's face. Janice gasped when the woman reached back and pulled the g-string away again, baring her little brown asshole. Again, Janice slid a bill inside the g-string, her knuckles grazing the little back hole, intentionally this time. Her hands were shaking when she picked up her drink after the dancer moved away.
Dan and Janice sat and watched as dancer after dancer came on stage, took off their clothes and walked away with bills stuffed in their garters or g-strings. Janice got the hang of tipping. She noticed that for some reason, all the women stopped in front of her. The fact that she was giving out five-dollar bills had a lot to do with it.
Janice had never seen that many bare crotches in her life. It occurred to her that every woman's vagina was different. They were of all shapes and sizes. Some had large lips, although none quite as large as hers, and some had very small lips. Even their assholes were different. Some were brown and smooth and some were pink and crinkled. She had to giggle when she realized that this was like an anatomy class.
"How about a sofa dance," Dan said, leaning over to whisper to Janice.
"What's that?"
"It's a private dance in the back."
"Oh really! Okay!" she answered excitedly.
Dan led Janice to an area in the back that had curtains separating a number of leather sofas. On the way he whispered something to a waitress and gave her a tip. She smiled and nodded her head.
They had just sat on the sofa when the beautiful blond, Lexus, came into the room.
"Hi Lexus," Dan said in a familiar tone.
"Hi sweetie," Lexus responded.
Dan pulled out a one hundred dollar bill and handed it to the smiling woman. The music came on and she started to dance. When the first song was over, she was out of her dress and gyrating sensuously in front of them. By the second song, she was naked. Then, she moved between Janice's thighs, her knees pressing Janice's thighs as wide apart as the dress would allow.
Janice watched with wide eyes as the woman got on her knees between her legs and placed her hands on her thighs, still moving to the music. She watched as her large breasts moved back and forth, almost hypnotizing her. Then, she felt the woman pressing her legs further apart, making her dress slide almost to her crotch. From the position the woman was in, Janice knew that she could see her wet crotch.
Lexus moved in close, her breasts touching the inside of Janice's thighs, her hands sliding up the outside, pushing her dress even higher. "Ohhhh!" Lexus mouthed when she saw the swollen and very wet sex lips between Janice's legs.
Janice felt a little embarrassed. She knew that her hole was still dripping Dan's sperm. She could smell it, so she knew the dancer could as well.
Dan reached over and stuffed another hundred-dollar bill into Lexus's garter.
The woman's smile grew larger and she bent her head and began to kiss Janice's exposed thighs above her thigh high nylons.
"Dan," Janice said, almost frightened as she watched the woman begin to kiss up her soft thigh.
Dan's answer was to lean over and kiss Janice, his hand caresses one of her breasts through her dress.
"Oh my God," Janice moaned as she felt the woman's lips lightly touch her sex lips. "Oh God Dan," she moaned when she felt her tongue begin to lick her. Janice's automatic reaction was to spread her thighs wider and slide down slightly. She heard the woman between her leg's moan and then felt her begin to suck her.
Within seconds, Janice's hips were lifting off the sofa, pushing into the sucking mouth. She buried her head in Dan's shoulder as he held her to him. "Ohhhhh!!!" Janice whimpered as a strong climax ran through her. She shook in pleasure as the woman's experienced tongue brought her off several times before she pulled her dripping mouth from her crotch.
Lexus sat back on her knees, her face dripping and a smile on her lips. Then she turned to Dan and reached over to grasp his hard penis inside his pants. She looked at him expectantly.
Dan smiled and pulled another hundred-dollar bill out, then leaned over and put it in her garter.
Janice watched as the woman moved between Dan's legs and opened his pants. She and the dancer gasped when she pulled his throbbing penis from his pants. Her red painted fingernails wrapped around his penis and began to move slowly up and down. Then, her matching red lips covered the head.
Dan moaned and grasped the blond woman's head as she slurped on his penis like a professional. After a few minutes, Dan felt his ball begin to tense. "Wait!" he said, pulling the surprised woman's mouth from his penis with a pop. He turned to Janice and said, "Sit on me."
Janice's face showed her shock.
Lexus only smiled.
Janice stood on shaking legs, her face flushed with embarrassment and excitement. She pulled her dress above her waist with shaking hands, baring her lower half. Then, she straddled Dan's legs, facing the kneeling woman. She watched as the woman took Dan's penis and aimed it at her dripping hole. "Oh Jesus," she moaned as she slid down easily onto his shaft.
As Janice began to move, the dancer went back to her job and began to lick both Janice's lips and Dan's penis as it came out of her hole. Soon the room was filled with moans and the sloppy sounds of Dan's penis in her vagina.
It didn't take long for Dan or Janice to reach a peek. The woman between their legs was working hard to give them both pleasure. "Oh God baby," Dan groaned and began to pump a load of cum into Janice.
Janice could feel her hole being filled with Dan's juice and that was enough to bring her to another climax.
Within seconds, they were both moaning in pleasure until finally their energy was depleted. Dan's penis shrunk and slipped out of Janice's saturated hole, followed by a flow of his sperm.
Janice looked down between their legs and saw Lexus licking Dan's wet penis. She watched as she cleaned him. Then, she gasped when she switched her mouth to her own vagina. Janice moaned and opened her legs to let Lexus clean Dan's juice from her hole.
Dan reached down and lifted Janice's legs, pulling them back to her chest forcing her vagina into Lexus's willing face. Lexus didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth and covered Janice's hole and began to suck. By the time the hole was clean, Janice was moaning again.
Lexus moved her lips higher and sucked Janice's clit inside, her tongue worrying the little nub of very sensitive skin.
"Ohhhhh!!! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Janice moaned as her hips began to buck up at the woman's sucking lips.
Lexus held on tight, as Janice climaxed again. Finally, she pulled her drenched face from the sloppy and swollen vagina.
Dan and Janice were tired but very satisfied as they straightened their clothes.
Lexus put her g-string and dress back on then turned to Dan and said, "I guess I better go fix my makeup. I'm on in a few minutes."
Dan smiled as he looked at the woman's sticky face. "Thanks Lexus. I'll see you again sometime," he said and handed the woman another wad of bills.
She smiled at Dan and quickly kissed his lips. When Dan stepped outside the curtain, Lexus pulled Janice back and hugged her then kissed her lips, lingering for a moment. Then, she secretly pushed a business card into her hand and whispered, "My personal number is on the back of the card. Call me if you're in the area again sweetie. I can show you a wonderful time."
Janice smiled at the pretty woman and whispered, "I will."
As they walked out of the sofa dance area, there were dancers leading men into the area.
"Do they all get that kind of treatment?" Janice asked.
"No," Dan said. "I've known Lexus for a long time. She won't do that with just anybody. She's not a hooker. In fact, I know her husband. He's the mayor of a small town about thirty miles from here," Dan laughed.
It was about an hour drive to Dan's place. They pulled up after 2 A.M. Dan thanked the driver and told him to pick them up around noon on Sunday.
Janice was too tired to pay much attention to the house that night. Dan led her to a bed and they stripped. Janice was asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.
Chapter 10
Janice awoke with a start and set up in bed, her heart pounding, her brain totally disoriented. The first thing she noticed was that Tim wasn't beside her. Then she realized where she was and fell back in the bed with a sigh of relief, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. When she looked at the clock, she saw that it was 10 A.M. She rolled out of bed, stood up, stretched, and then walked to the closet and found a long sleeved shirt of Dan's to put on.
For the first time, she looked around the house. The bedroom was in a loft, overlooking the living room that had a large stone fireplace spanning an entire wall. The house was more of a chalet or a cottage that you might find in the Swiss Alps. It had only one floor, with a vaulted ceiling and a loft for the bedroom. In front there was large glass windows going from the wooden floors to the tall ceiling. It was furnished with expensive taste, as was Dan's style.
Janice could smell coffee. She went down to the kitchen, poured herself a cup, and leaned against the counter. "Mmmm," she moaned as she took her first sip. She drank the first cup, poured another and then went to find Dan as the caffeine cleared her foggy brain.
Dan was sitting outside on the deck when heard the slider open. He smiled as he saw Janice walking out in one of his shirts and carrying her coffee. "Good morning lover. Did you sleep well?"
"Like a log," Janice said and sat down across from Dan. She looked at the cabin then turned and looked out over the large lake through the trees. She could see a couple of sailboats out on the water and the morning sun sparkling off the calm lake. It was a comfortable and warm morning, with a gentle breeze. "This is a beautiful place."
"I like it. I come up her a lot to be alone. It's my private place," he added and looked out toward the lake. "In fact, you're the first woman I've brought here."
"Really? I'm honored," Janice said sincerely. Then she grew quiet. "Tim would love this place," she said, her face showing a little sadness.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing. I just miss Tim. We're not apart very often."
"You really love him don't you?"
"More everyday." Then she felt obligated to answer an unasked question, even thought she couldn't answer honestly. "I suppose you're wondering why I'm doing this if I love him so much?"
"No, not at all," he said and then paused, looking at her with a look that was a cross between admiration and envy. "You're an amazing woman Janice Harwick."
Janice looked at him in surprise. But before she could say anything, he changed the subject.
"Why don't you get your swimsuit on, we're going to spend the day on the lake."
"I didn't bring a swimsuit."
"All right, then put on a pair of shorts, but you're going to get wet."
"I think I can find something, but let me call Tim first."
"Sure, I'll get things ready. I packed a picnic brunch so we can eat a little later. See you at the pier," Dan said, pointing toward the lake.
Janice went in and got her cell phone. When she called Tim, he answered the phone on the second ring.
"Hi sweetheart," Janice said.
"Hi lover," Tim answered cheerily.
The word "lover" resonated in Janice's ear because Dan had just called her that.
"Everything go okay with your trip?"
"Yes it was fine. But, I miss you," Janice said in her sweet and always sexy voice.
"I'm glad. I miss you too. Are you having fun?" he asked expectantly.
"Oh God, last night was wild. I'll tell you all about it when I get home."
"I can't wait." Then he added sheepishly, "I got off last night thinking about all the wild things you would be doing."
"Don't use it all up. I'm going to need some when I get home Sunday."
"There's always plenty left for you."
"Well, I just wanted to hear your voice and say hi. We're going out on the lake. I'll call you later tonight."
"Have fun. I love you sweetheart," Tim said.
"I love you too. Bye."
Just hearing Tim's voice made Janice feel better. There was no hint of recrimination in his tone, only love. Suddenly, Janice felt joy and elation from deep inside and wondered how she had gotten so lucky. She knew that there were very few women that could have what she had; a wonderful husband, a great home, and incredibly, sexual freedom.
Janice went back into the house and found a pair of shorts and a top. When she was dressed, she went back outside and saw Dan down by the lake at the pier. She skipped down the steps and down the gravel path toward the water, feeling happy and excited about the day ahead.
Dan turned when he heard Janice coming. His eyes opened wide in surprise when he saw what she was wearing. She had on a skintight pair of white short shorts and a thin pink blouse, tied under her breasts. It was unbuttoned almost to the knot. The shorts were so short that her long tanned legs looked even longer. She had on a pair of white dock shoes and her hair was tied back in a ponytail. She would have looked like the all-American girl except for those shorts. They were so tight that the seam was buried in her crotch, separating and outlining her sex lips.
Janice saw Dan's look and smiled. She knew that her crotch was obscenely exposed. She also knew that when she turned around, he would see her ass cheeks exposed below the shorts and the same seam running between her cheeks. She had been mad when Tim had bought them two sizes too small. However, now she loved the way they exposed her. The tight seam was already stimulating her sex. She hoped that the crotch wasn't wet already.
"Wow, this is nice," she said when she saw the catamaran. It was a large boat with a canvas floor stretched across two pontoons and a sail that Dan was rigging in the center.
"It really isn't for a crowd, but it suits my purpose," Dan said, indicating that there was really nowhere to sit other than on the stretched canvas. "It'll go pretty fast when there's a good wind. I think there's a good breeze coming up now," he added, looking at the swaying treetops. "Climb aboard." He held his hand out to Janice.
Janice wasn't familiar with boats but she didn't need to do much. Dan asked her to untie the rope holding them to the dock and they were off. In minute's they were in the middle of the lake moving smoothly across the water. The wind had freshened as Dan said and it was pushing them swiftly. Janice watched Dan work the sail expertly. She could see a contented look on his face, like he was a million miles away.
There were just a few boats out on the lake so far today. Most were sailboats, but there were a few motorboats. Janice knew that sailors hated the powerboats and vice versa. To prove the point, a fast motorboat went roaring by, oblivious to them, and created a large wake. When the catamaran hit the wake, a large spray of water flew up, drenching Janice and Dan. Janice squealed as the cool water hit her, her pink blouse becoming soaked, plastering the material to her skin.
"Damn idiots!" Dan exclaimed. Then he looked over at Janice and smiled. "I like it," he laughed as he saw that her breasts clearly visible under her soaked shirt. "This is the first time I've ever seen any thing good come from a powerboat."
Janice smiled back, wiping the water from her face and looking down at her water soaked shirt.
"Why don't you just take it off," Dan said, only half-serious.
"All right," Janice said defiantly, calling Dan's bluff and reaching her hands up to untie the knot under her breasts.
Dan's eyes opened wide in surprise. He could feel his pulse quicken at the thought of his gorgeous guest being topless on his boat.
Janice quickly unbuttoned the one button on her blouse that was buttoned and let the wet blouse slip from her shoulders. Just like that, she was standing naked from the waist up. She held her arms open, letting the warm sun and the sea mist caress her bare skin. Suddenly, she felt an incredible rush of freedom. Never in her life had she been topless out in the open like this.
Dan could feel himself becoming erect, as he looked at the beautiful woman standing half-naked next to him. Yet, he could do nothing about it because he had to manage the sail or risk turning over.
They sailed on the lake for a long time, skimming across the crystal blue waters. Dan always enjoyed the view around the lake but that didn't compare to his nearly nude lover.
There were several boats that they passed but none of them seemed to notice Janice. Secretly, Janice was just a little disappointed.
Finally, Dan navigated to an area where he could take the sail down and throw the anchor into the water. He pulled out the picnic basket and laid out lunch for them.
Suddenly, Janice realized that she was starved. She hadn't had anything to eat since late yesterday afternoon. She ate the fried chicken and potato salad and then went back for seconds.
When they finished eating, Janice lay back on the canvas and looked up at the sky. She sighed as the warm sun caressed her skin.
Dan lay beside her, his head supported by his hand, looking at her beautiful body.
"What?" Janice said when she saw him staring at her.
"You're beautiful," he answered truthfully.
"Thank you," she said and actually blushed.
"Let's go for a swim," Dan said as he hopped up and stood on the side pontoon. "Last one in is a rotten egg," he yelled like a kid and dove into the clear water.
Janice only debated for a second before the jumped in after him, the cool lake water taking her breath away. The two frolicked in the water for a long time, chasing each other and playing like children until they eventually grew tired. Janice swam over to the ladder and was about to get out when Dan caught up to her. She felt his arms around her waist and his body press to hers under the water. She could feel his obvious erection pressing to her buttocks. A moan escaped her lips as his hands reached up to caress her bare breasts and his lips began to kiss her neck.
Dan turned her around, supporting her by holding the rope steps, and pressed his body to hers. He could feel her hard nipples burning into his chest as their lips met. A moan escaped his lips as her legs wrapped around his waist, her warm and wet groin suddenly pressed to his tented swimsuit.
Their kisses grew even more passionate as they began to grind into each other.
"Let's get back on the boat," Dan said breathlessly when their lips parted.
Janice turned and began to climb up the ladder.
"Oh God," Dan said from behind when he saw Janice's lower half leave the water. Her skintight white shorts had become totally transparent. The smooth flesh of her buttocks was entirely visible. He could even see the puffy pouch of her sex lips between her thighs.
When Janice was out of the water, Dan followed. "Wow," he said as he made it to the canvas deck and saw the front of Janice's shorts. The front view was even better than the rear. Like the back, the front was totally transparent. He could even see the subtle ridges of her swollen sex lips with the tight seam buried deep between.



Janice moaned again when Dan pulled her almost forcefully into his arms. Their lips pressed together and their tongues dueled as they stood on the wet canvas of the gently rolling deck.
Dan kissed down Janice's neck, tickling her with his tongue and bringing goose bumps to her flesh. Then he slowly moved to her now heaving breasts, kissing across the soft white surface until he reached one hard nipple. He sucked the nipple into his mouth, tasting the lake water dripping from skin. His hand played with the other breasts, pinching the nipple and stretching it out. Then, slowly he began to slide down her body, kissing her stomach as he went. When his lips crossed the waist of her shorts, he didn't stop. He kissed down the material until he reached her wet crotch. However, he didn't pull her shorts down but instead, began to kiss her sex lips through the wet cotton.
"Dan," Janice moaned as she felt him begin to suck her lips through the shorts. She looked briefly around with concern, but she couldn't see any boats near them. A sigh escaped her lips as her hands went to his head and pulled his mouth to her wet groin.

"Lay down," Dan ordered.
When Janice was on her back on the canvas, Dan lifted her legs and spread them wide. His heart pounded in his chest as he started at her thinly covered crotch. With an animal like moan, he dropped his head between her thighs.
"Oh my Goddddd!" Janice moaned as he began sucking her through her wet shorts again. Somehow, this was almost more sexual then if she were naked. She could feel him pulling her swollen lips, along with the seam of her shorts, into his mouth. He was sucking the wetness from her groin.
Soon, Dan could taste only Janice's sweet juice coming thought the wet cotton. He moaned and sucked harder, making sloppy sucking sounds with his mouth and lips. Within seconds, the crotch of Janice's shorts was sopping wet with Dan's saliva and Janice's juice.
"Oh Jesus," Janice gasped as he began to chew on the material of her crotch and her fat blood engorged sex lips underneath. Her hands gripped his head as her thighs wrapped around his shoulders. "Ahhhhhh!!!" she screamed as a climax shook her. Her hips bounced on the canvas, twisting and turning in pleasure, her wet thighs squeezing his head like a vise.
Dan hung on until her shuddering stopped and her legs fell from his shoulders. Then he pulled back, gasping for air himself. He smiled down at her and stood up, sporting a large tent in his swimsuit. Slowly, he pulled his trunks down and kicked them away, his hard penis standing proudly and swaying with the movement of the boat. He stood with his hands on his hips, letting Janice see his excitement.
Janice stared at his throbbing penis, watching it drip his clear juice to the canvas below. As if in a trance, she got to her knees, took his penis in her hand, and pulled it down to her lips. With a moan she opened her mouth and sucked him inside, no longer concerned that someone might see them.
Dan held her head gently, letting her take the lead. He watched her wet head move back and forth, her lips coating his penis with saliva. His legs shook as he saw his penis disappear into her mouth until only an inch was left. He saw her gag and then she let him slip back out. Then she took a deep breath and tried again. Each time, his penis went deeper until finally, her nose was buried in his pubic hair. Dan groaned when he felt her throat muscles rippling on his shaft and her hot breath on his balls.
Suddenly, Dan's excitement had become too much for him. He was afraid that he was going to climax in her mouth so he reluctantly pulled her head away.
Janice looked up in surprise, her eyes wild with renewed passion. She had been ready to let him cum in her mouth, almost thirsting for his juice.
However, Dan had other ideas. "I want to fuck you," he said breathlessly to her unasked question. Then he pushed her back on the canvas and reached for her shorts, pulling them down and throwing them to the side.
Neither of them saw the shorts slide off the boat and float away as Dan moved between her legs.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as he slid easily into her well-lubricated hole. She wrapped legs wrapped around his waist and pulled him deep into her willing body.
Dan worked hard to control his excitement as the rocking boat and Janice's warm vagina worked against him.
Suddenly, they were both startled as a loud boat horn sounded. When they looked up, they saw a large cabin cruiser, with a group of partying men and women motoring slowly by. The people on the boat were cheering and pointing at them, raising their thumbs in the air in approval.
Dan and Janice's only response was to lock their lips back together and continue to make love.
Janice felt a thrill rush through her, knowing that the people on the boat were watching. Her hips bucked up into Dan as he pounded her even harder, his penis slicing in and out of her rapidly as their boat rocked on the waves.
"Oh yea, fuck her," someone on the boat screamed. "Go for it man," another said.
The boat was filled with corporate revelers. There were managers and assistants, secretaries and bosses. None of them were married. It was a corporate outing to celebrate a good sales month. However, there was a little too much spirit going around. As they watched the two people on the boat having sex, hands began to roam in places that they shouldn't. Some of the men pulled women to them, pressing their rapidly swelling groins to their buttocks. However, no one was pushing anyone away. One boss, in the back of the crowd, actually had his hand down the back of his secretary's swim suit and was playing with her now wet sex lips.
"Oh God Dan, FUCK ME!" Janice screamed, loud enough for the audience on the boat to hear.
Dan responded by lifting Janice's legs high in the air, pushing her thighs back to her breasts until she was almost doubled over.
The people on the boat screamed their approval.
The thought of the men and women on the boat watching them sent chills pulsing through Janice's shaking body. She moaned deep into Dan's searching mouth and her legs pulled him tightly to her, forcing his penis to the bottom of her vagina. She lifted her hips and froze as a strong climax began deep in her belly.
Dan responded with a moan of his own. He pressed deep into her as his penis pulsed and sent his sperm hurling into her body.
The two lovers squirmed on the wet canvas and writhed in ecstasy as the large boat circled them. There were no more cheers from the people on the boat. They had grown quiet as they watched the two lover's climax.
Dan collapsed onto Janice, his penis still inside her throbbing vagina. They stayed that way until his penis shrank and slipped from her hole. When Dan rolled from between her legs, the motorboat was a speck in the distance. He pulled Janice to him and they lay together until the sun began to set.
"I guess we had better head back," Dan said reluctantly. Then, he got up to retrieve his trunks. It was quickly apparent that neither his trunks nor Janice's shorts were on the boat. "I guess they fell overboard," he said when he couldn't locate them.
"I hope we don't have to pass too many boats on the way back," Janice said with a smile.
Dan smiled back and stood naked to rig up the sail. Then he sailed the boat back on gentle breezes as Janice stood by his side. They passed several boats but none were close enough to see that the two were naked.
In truth, Janice was a little disappointed. She could still feel the excitement of having sex as people watched.
Janice and Dan walked back toward the house with their arms around each other, his sperm still running down her naked thighs.
Chapter 11
"Hi sweetie," Janice whispered into the telephone to Tim.
"Hi. Did you have a good day?" Tim asked expectantly.
"Oh God baby, wait until you hear."
"Where's Dan?" Tim asked.
"He's in the shower. I'm laying on the bed naked waiting for him."
"I don't know how much more of this I can stand," Tim said, in frustrated excitement.
"I'll be home tomorrow," Janice answered weakly. She knew that Tim must have been going crazy. Suddenly, she thought of an idea. "Listen, why don't I pretend that I'm talking dirty to you? That way you can listen as we make love."
"Wow, are you sure you can pull it off?" Tim asked excitedly.
"Just wait and listen," she whispered as Dan came out of the bathroom.
"Well honey, I know you're lonely. But I can't just leave Sally and come home to you," Janice said loudly into the telephone. "Yes, I know you want me," she said.
Tim listened; suddenly realizing what she intended to do. His heart started to pound in his chest.
"Yes, I would love to have you here between my legs," Janice said, spreading her legs and motioning to Dan.
Dan smiled and quietly crawled naked onto the bed. He spread Janice's legs and began to kiss up her thighs.
"Oh Tim, I want you so bad, I can almost feel your lips on my thighs," Janice moaned as excitement began to build. "That's it baby, kiss all the way up. My pussy is so wet for you."
Dan pushed Janice's legs up and lay on his stomach, his head over her already throbbing vagina. He gently began to kiss her stomach, feeling her shiver under his lips.
"Oh God Tim, I can feel your lips. Kiss my pussy," Janice moaned into the telephone.
Tim pulled his penis from his shorts as he sat listening to his wife. It was incredibly exciting to know that they were fooling Dan with their little charade.
"Oh God, oh God, eat me baby," Janice said into the telephone. "Ahhhhhh!!! she screamed as Dan's mouth covered her swollen lips. Her hips bucked up as Dan's mouth began to suck her. "Oh Tim, eat me. Eat meeeeee!!!" Suddenly, the excitement was almost too much for Janice. The thought of talking to her husband as a lover ate her was rapidly bringing her to a peak. "Suck me! Suck me!" she moaned.
Suddenly, Tim could actually hear the sucking sounds. He could hear Dan eating his wife. His own penis throbbed in his fist.
"Oh God Tim! Oh yes! Oh God, I'm going to... ohhhhhhhh!!!" Janice moaned as her body began to convulse in pleasure. She held the telephone to her ear with one hand as her other pulled Dan's head into her pulsing crotch. "Yes, yes, yes, eat me Dan!"
Janice didn't even realize that she had called Dan's name. However, Tim heard it. He hoped that Dan hadn't.
Dan had heard his name. He smiled as his lips continued to suck Janice until her trembling stopped. When he pulled his dripping lips from her groin, he sat back and looked at the beautiful woman. Then he moved up and straddled her chest, bringing his hard penis toward her face. He saw a look of panic in her eyes.
Janice almost gasped as Dan pressed his penis to her mouth. She wouldn't be able to talk to Tim with Dan's penis in her mouth. However, she had no choice. She opened her mouth and took him inside.
Tim could hear something. He listened carefully. It sounded like sucking. Oh God he though, she's sucking him.
"Mmmmmm!!!" Janice moaned and took her mouth from Dan's penis. "I'm going to suck you baby," she moaned into the telephone.
Now Tim could hear the sloppy sucking sounds as his wife sucked another man. He listened closely as Janice moaned around the plunging penis. His own penis was about ready to burst.
Suddenly, Dan pulled his penis from Janice's surprised mouth with a pop. "I'm going to fuck you," he said in a loud voice.
Janice's eyes flew open. Dan was no longer being subtle. She held the telephone in her trembling hand as Dan moved between her legs. "Oh God," she moaned as he slid into her, his body moving down to press his chest against her breasts. "Oh yes Tim, fuck me," Janice moaned into the telephone. Suddenly, Dan's lips were pressed to hers and she couldn't talk anymore.
Dan began to pound into Janice as his tongue pushed deep into her surprised mouth.
When Dan pulled his mouth from Janice, she moved her lips back to the telephone. She was breathing so heavily that it was difficult to talk. Then, she was totally shocked when Dan bent down to the mouthpiece at her lips.
"Tell your husband that I love fucking his beautiful wife while he listens," Dan said with no attempt to cover his words.
"Oh my God," Janice said and the telephone dropped from her hand.
Tim sat in stunned silence, his penis twitching in his hand. He could hear Dan and Janice gasping. When he heard Janice scream in climax in the background and Dan roar that he was cumming, his own penis pulsed and sent a long stream of cum shooting into the air.
It was quite a few minutes later when Janice picked up the telephone. "I... I'll call you later," she said breathlessly and hung up the telephone.
"How long have you known?" Janice asked as she lay tensely beside Dan.
"Well, I suspected something from the very beginning, but I wasn't sure," Dan said. "The truth is that I'm a pretty perceptive guy. I have to be in my line of work. The first night, when I was leaving your house, I thought I saw one of your cars, with the university-parking sticker on the bumper, parked down the street. Then when Tim came to my office with you... well, I started to get suspicious. I put the suck mark on you intentionally. Finally, when you came up with the lame excuse that you were visiting some girlfriends, I knew."
"You suspected all along and... you... you didn't say anything?" Janice asked incredulously.
"Hell, why should I mind? I'm getting to fuck a beautiful woman. I don't see a problem there," Dan laughed
They fell silent for a long time until Dan turned to Janice and pulled her close. "Janice, I'm going to be honest with you. I told you before that I think Tim is a very luck guy. I meant that in all seriousness. I envy him. The truth is... the truth is... I wanted my wife to do the same thing," Dan said hesitantly.
Janice looked at him with total shock on her face.
"It's true. That's why our marriage failed. She couldn't handle it. We even tried it once and she freaked out afterward. I always blamed myself for that. She couldn't believe that I loved her, but I did. I loved her more than anything in the world. Unfortunately, I can't change who I am."
Janice could see tears in Dan's eyes. Janice was having a hard time believing what Dan was saying, or that this was the Dan she knew. Dan the high powered attorney, law professor, handsome former football player with all the wealth, wanted his wife to have sex with other men. Janice shook her head in amazement and pulled him tighter to her, suddenly feeling like he was a helpless child that needed her comforting.
It was almost mid-night when the telephone rang. Tim picked it up on the first ring. He knew that it was Janice.
"He knows," Janice said before Tim had a chance to say a word.
"He knows?"
"Yes, he knows about us and what we are doing. He knows that you know about him. I think he even knows that you watched the first time."
"How?"
"I guess we've been pretty obvious. It doesn't matter anyway. He doesn't care. He said that he envy's us. He also told me that he wanted his wife to do the same thing but she wouldn't and they separated because of it."
"Wow," Tim said in total amazement. Then a strange feeling came over him. It was almost as if he wasn't alone in his desires anymore. Maybe he wasn't so unusual. If a guy like Dan Forsman liked to watch his wife with other men, then maybe he wasn't so strange after all.
"I'll tell you all about our conversation tomorrow. I love you sweetie," Janice said lovingly. "I can't wait to get home to you."
"I love you too," Tim said as he hung up the telephone and sat back in the chair with a big sigh. Incredibly, his penis was hard again. Things could get very interesting, he thought.
End of Part II
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Introduction
It had been two years since Tommy Ritter's father died. Tommy was sixteen when the tragedy occurred. While Tommy missed his dad a lot, it was no more than his mom did. Their life had been ideal--living in the suburbs, two-car garage, and nice schools. Everything was just about perfect until the accident.
Bob Ritter had been driving home from work late one night when a drunken driver crossed the centerline and hit his car head-on. He never had a chance. The police said that the other car had been traveling at almost one hundred miles per hour.
The funeral was difficult for everyone. Bob and Sue's relatives flew in from around the country and were a big help to Tommy and his mother. However, when the funeral was over, she and Tommy had to go home and deal with the loss alone. The accident changed their lives dramatically.
Tommy's mom, Sue, had to go back to work to make ends meet and they had to sell their house. However, in the two years since Bob's death, Sue had done very well in her job and she had been lucky in the stock market. She had purchased a new house for her and Tommy, smaller than before, but very comfortable nonetheless. The job and investments provided enough money to enjoy life and take an occasional vacation.
While the two years since the accident had been financially stable, it was emotionally difficult. On an emotional level, she and Tommy were still struggling. They leaned on each other for support and therefore had grown closer than the typical mother and teenaged son.
Tommy Ritter became the man of the house overnight, but he knew that he couldn't make up for the loss of his dad to his mother.
Tommy was a tall, handsome and lean boy at 6' 1" and 175 pounds. He was bigger than most of his classmates. However, while he appeared to be a confident teenager, he was, in fact, very shy and overly sensitive. Although, he had his dad's handsome face and the bright blue eyes of his mom, he wasn't comfortable with girls.
Tommy wanted to date, but every time he was around an attractive girl, he would become tongue-tied and embarrass himself. It was easier for him just to avoid those situations. Besides, he almost felt like he would be cheating his mom if he dated.
Now 18, Tommy had graduated from high school with honors and had earned a football scholarship to a local university. While he looked like the All-American boy, he had never had a girlfriend. His shyness was an incredible embarrassment for him. The shyness was primarily the result of a slight stutter that he had developed not long after his father died. He had hid it successfully from his mother so far and most of the time he could cover it up. However, it tended to show up when he was nervous and all too often, that was in the presents of girls his age.
Sue Ritter was still a very attractive woman as well. She was tall at 5' 7" with a well-proportioned body. However, like most women, she was critical of her body. She thought that her butt was too round and that her breasts were too large. Her tendency was to dress on the conservative side to cover up her perceived flaws.
Sue had been desperately lonely since Bob's death. Although, she tried not to lean on Tommy too much, he seemed to be the only one that really understood. She didn't have to explain to him how she felt when she was sad, angry, or lonely. He just knew. Sue thought that she could read Tommy as well.
Out of sheer loneliness, Sue had tried dating. Unfortunately, she hadn't met anyone that she really liked or connected with on an emotional level or for that matter, on a physical level. Sue still had strong sexual desires. However, she needed more from a man. She needed tenderness and understanding first. Most of the men she dated seemed to think that because she was a young widowed woman that she would jump into bed at the drop of a hat.
Tommy tried to encourage her to go out and have some fun, but whenever he suggested that she find someone, she would always tell him that he was the only man she needed in her life now. It was almost as if she would be cheating Tommy or somehow hurting Bob's memory. While she knew deep inside it was time to move on, she couldn't let go of the past.
Now 36, Sue worked hard to keep the family financially solvent. Her job as a public relations executive was rewarding but time consuming. She had to work 12 hour days and sometimes Saturdays.
Tommy talked her into wearing sexier clothes and had even convinced her that she looked great with short skirts and low cut tops. He told her that she needed to show off her assets to get ahead in business. It had worked on the business level. However, her good looks also attracted a lot of unwanted attention from men.
Whenever Tommy would tell her that she should date, she would turn his comments around and say he should be the one dating.
Sue was more concerned about her son's lack of social development then she was about dating herself. She wanted him to go out and have fun, yet he would be home most weekend nights with her.
Chapter 1
One Saturday evening, Sue found Tommy sitting in the living room watching TV as usual.
"Tommy, why are you sitting home tonight? Why don't you go out with someone?" Sue said, sitting down next to her son and putting her arm around his shoulders. They had this conversation almost every weekend.
"Come on Mom, give me a break. I don't need to go out, besides, I'd rather be home with you." That had been his standard response. It was a lame excuse and they both knew it.
"Tommy, you need to have friends, you know... girlfriends," Sue said in exasperation. Then she looked at him seriously and said, "I'm worried about you."
"You seem to do okay without boyfriends. Why do I need girlfriends?"
"Come on Tommy, that's different and you know it. I've already been married. Besides, I already have a man. You!" Sue said, squeezing his shoulder affectionately.
"Well, I have plenty time to date. Besides, I already have a woman. You!" Tommy replied, smiling at using his mom's own words.
Sue sighed in frustration. "Well, we're a fine pair aren't we?"
"Mom, you're my best friend," Tommy said seriously, snuggling into her arm.
"And you're my best friend too," Sue said, hugging him again. However, she couldn't let it go. "You still need to date. It's not healthy."
Tommy took a deep breath. "Mom..."
"What?"
Tommy's mouth was opened but nothing came out. His head fell back on the sofa and he closed his eyes. His face seemed to color in embarrassment. "It's nothing. Never mind," he finally said.
"Come on Tommy... please don't close me out," Sue said, turning his face to her and looking into his misty eyes. "We've always been able to talk about anything. Haven't we?"
Tommy had wanted to talk to his mother for a long time about his shyness and the stutter but he didn't want to burden her. Additionally, he felt embarrassed talking to her about girls. Now that he had finally gotten up enough nerve to bring the subject up, he knew he had to continue. "It's... it's just that I'm... I'm not so hot with the girls. I'm too shy and whenever I get around a nice looking girl I... I... I... get tongue-tied," Tommy said, his eyes unable to meet his mother's.
Sue was surprised but tried not to show it. She had never heard him get tongue-tied before. "Now wait a minute, you always say that I'm a nice looking girl and you don't get tongue-tied around me."
"I'm serious Mom, I don't know what to do or say around girls. I've only kissed two girls in my whole life," Tommy blurted before he could stop himself.
"Really?" Sue said in astonishment. My God, he was 18 and he had only kissed two girls, she thought. He must be a virgin! The realization shocked Sue. Then a bigger problem occurred to her. "You like girls don't you?"
"Mommmmmm! Of course I like girls," Tommy said, now totally embarrassed.
Sue sighed in relief.
"It's just that... just that... oh hell... I haven't even been on a real date."
"Wow Tommy, I had no idea!" Sue was unable to hide the shock in her voice. "I've seen you go out. You said you were going out with girls."
"I'm sorry Mom, I lied. I go to the library or the mall. I just didn't want you to feel bad for me. You have enough on your mind."
Suddenly, Sue realized that she had neglected Tommy since his father died. She had been foolish to think that she could read him. She had been so busy mourning her own loss, feeling sorry for herself and working on her career that she had missed all the signs. It was obvious now that he was very sexually immature. God, how could I have been so stupid? she thought.
The two of them sat silently for a long time. Neither one of them knew what to say.
Finally, Sue broke the ice with an idea.
"Tommy, what would you think about you and I going on a date?"
"Come on Mom! Get serious!"
"I am serious. You're very comfortable around me, so why don't we go out? You can act as if I'm your date. I can tell you what you need to work on. After all, I still remember what girls like." Sue stopped when she realized that he might be embarrassed to go out with his mother. "Uh...that is if you wouldn't be too embarrassed to be seen out with your old mom."
"God Mom, you're not old. You're the best looking woman I know!" His face turned red as soon as he said it.
"Thank you sweetheart, and you are the best looking man I know. So why don't we two good looking people go on a date?"
Tommy was quiet for a few minutes, thinking. Maybe it would be good for her to go out, he thought. Besides, she might get off his back about dating. It could be a way for him to help her. Suddenly, he liked the idea. "Well... okay... I guess it might be fun," Tommy finally said in a nonchalant tone.
"You don't sound that excited," Sue said with a pout.
"That's not it," Tommy said quickly. But... but...
"What's wrong sweetie?"
"I don't... uh don't know about that stuff. I... I... I... would... uh... you know, feel silly if I messed up. That would be embar... embarrassing," Tommy said, a stutter in his voice.
"There's nothing you could do to embarrass yourself honey," Sue said patting his leg affectionately. "Come on, let's get dressed and you can take me to dinner and a movie," Sue said, reaching to the table and picking up her car keys and flipping them to him. "You can even drive, lover boy."
"Mommmmm," Tommy said, his face turning red again. However, underneath the embarrassment he was as excited as he had been in a long time.
Twenty minutes later, Tommy was pacing around the living room nervously, waiting for his mom. When he saw her come down the stairs, he started to say something but stopped in mid-sentence with his mouth open.
Sue had on a tight, white pull over top that was low cut, exposing the upper swells of her breasts, and a short black skirt and high heels. She thought Tommy would like the outfit since he picked it out for her.
"What's wrong?" Sue asked concerned about the look on her son's face. Suddenly, she thought that she had made a big mistake.
"Mom, uh, uh, you look, look..." Tommy stuttered trying to tell her how great she looked.
"I'll change," Sue said, turning to go back upstairs fearing that she had gone too far in trying to look young and "hot".
"No! You look beautiful," Tommy blurted out.
Sue turned back around smiling. "Why thank you sweetie, I thought you were upset with what I was wearing."
"Wow Mom, I hope some of my friends see me with you. God, they will be so jealous!"
Sue felt her heart swell with pride and love. "Well, let's go make them jealous. For tonight, why don't you call me Sue," she said with a smile.
"Okay Mo... uh Sue," Tommy answered. "Sue," he said again to himself, loving the way her name rolled off his tongue.
Tommy rushed to the car in front of his mom to open the door to let her in. As she sat down, Tommy couldn't help look at the expanse of her thighs as her skirt pulled up. When he looked up he saw his mom smiling at him. God, she saw me looking up her skirt, Tommy thought. I can't even do that right, he thought, mentally chastising himself.
As he drove, Tommy kept glancing over at his mother's legs. He felt a stirring between his legs and was suddenly very confused.
Sue's skirt had pulled up her legs, revealing her tanned thighs. She tried to pull it down but the bucket seats of her car made that difficult.
Tommy drove to a small Italian restaurant that they went to on occasion. It was quiet and intimate with a genuine Mediterranean look. The tables were covered in red checked table clothes and each had an old wine bottle in the center with a lit candle. There was even a violinist playing music.
Dinner went great and was very relaxing. Sue even let Tommy have a couple glasses of wine. Sue wanted to make him feel more grown up. He certainly needed some confidence building.
Sue had quite a bit more wine than Tommy. She felt a little tipsy but also warm and relaxed.
Tommy had no trouble talking to his mom. The wine had loosened his tongue just a bit. Besides, it wasn't like it was a real date, he thought.
They talked about school, friends, music, movies; all the things that a boy and girl would talk about on a date. Occasionally, Sue would point out things about how he should act on a date. Like waiting until his date had taken her seat before he sat down or opening the restaurant door for her. She tried not to be too critical. Not surprisingly though, Tommy didn't need much coaching. He was a natural gentleman, like his dad.
For a little while, Tommy truly forgot that Sue was his mom.
Sue also forgot for a short time that she was out with her son. He suddenly seemed so mature. His pretty blue eyes sparkled in the dim candlelight as he laughed and his face lit up like a candle when he smiled. God, he was handsome, she thought. Suddenly, Sue felt a little shiver run through her.
When dinner was over, Tommy escorted Sue out to the car, opening the restaurant door and hurrying to open the car door.
Sue was just a bit unsteady on her feet. She knew that she shouldn't have had that last glass of wine.
When Tommy opened the door of the car, and his mom slid in, he tried not to look at her exposed thighs again. However, that was impossible. No matter how hard he tried, his eyes went to the dark area between his mother's legs. The light from a street lamp melted the shadows and Tommy drew in his breath. His mother's legs opened, revealing the silky tops of her thigh high nylons, her smooth thighs and then a pair of pale blue silk panties hugging the pouch of her sex. She paused for a second with one leg out of the car.
Tommy stood almost frozen, his eyes as large as saucers.
"Well, are we going to the movies or not?" Sue asked, again noticing that her son was looking up her skirt. Another shiver ran through her. Now Sue wasn't sure whether the spreading of her thighs had been an accident on her part or not. She felt so naughty tonight. It was just a little innocent fun, she told herself. The wine was making everything seem all right.
Tommy's shocked face turned scarlet when he saw his mom watching him again. Suddenly, he felt ashamed of his behavior. If I do this to my own mom, what will I do when I go out on a date with a real girlfriend? he thought.
At the movie theater they got sodas and popcorn then found a seat near the back row. Since the movie had been out for a while, the theater wasn't crowded. They practically had the theater to themselves.
The movie was funny and light, making them both laugh. About midway through the movie, Tommy carefully raised his arm and put it on the back of the seat behind his mother, his bare arm touching her shoulders.
Sue didn't miss the move and felt another of those little shivers come over her.
At one point when they were laughing, Tommy moved his arm until it was around her, his hand hanging over her shoulder. His mom surprised him by sighing and snuggled even closer into his arm.
Sue smiled to herself at her son's boldness. She felt so comfortable and loved at that moment. It had been a long time since she felt like this.
Suddenly, Tommy realized that his fingers were touching the top swell of his mom's breast where the soft flesh was exposed. He could feel his heart begin to beat rapidly in his chest.
Sue felt the fingers but let them stay where they were, as she didn't want to spoil the mood. Besides, it was just innocent fun and probably an accident, she told herself.
Tommy could no longer concentrate on the movie. Almost without his control, his fingers began to move lightly back and forth across the exposed swell of her breast. The movement was delicate, almost imperceptible. Still, Tommy could feel it. It felt as though his fingertips were on fire. Stop it! he told himself.
After a few minutes, Sue noticed his fingers were moving. It was a sensual touch, almost tickling. It could still have been accidental. When she felt goose bumps spring up on her chest, she knew that she should stop him. However, she didn't want to embarrass him. He probably didn't even know that he was doing it anyway. It was just an innocent touch. However, the tingling she felt between her legs wasn't so innocent.
Tommy's hand was shaking, as his fingers grew bolder. The tips of his fingers moved further down until they were just barely under the elastic of her top. Now, there was no doubt about whether or not he was touching her accidentally. He couldn't believe how bold he was.
Sue's breathing increased. She wanted to stop him but it had been so long since someone that she cared for paid attention to her. The brain of the mother was in a battle with the brain of the woman; a woman that had missed intimate touches for so long. Sue began to squirm in her seat. Incredibly, she could feel her panties getting wet. When she felt Tommy's fingers begin to move further down, she reached up and grabbed his hand, preventing any further movement. However, she didn't take the fingers out of her top, but instead held them where they were, almost pressing them to her soft flesh.
Tommy breathed a sigh of relief when his mother didn't chastise him. At one point, she let go of his hand to reach for the popcorn in the seat next to her. When she turned back, Tommy took the opportunity to move his fingers downward again, getting half his hand under the top before she stopped him.
Now Sue held his fingers from the outside of the top. Her own heartbeat had quickened.
Tommy felt like his heart was going to beat out of his chest. His penis was now very uncomfortable in his pants. He squirmed around, trying to find a comfortable position. He couldn't very well reach down and adjust himself.
Sue held Tommy's trembling hand tightly, knowing that one more fraction of an inch and he would be able to feel her nipple. In fact, his fingertips were touching the large brown areola. She could feel the hard nipples pulsing almost painfully. Now, her breathing was as labored as Tommy.
The two sat almost frozen. When the tightness of Sue's fingers lessened, she felt Tommy's fingers begin to move downward again. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She could feel the fingers moving across the bumpy surface of her areola. Then they split apart around the nub of her swollen nipple...



Suddenly, the lights of the theater came on.
Sue jumped as if an electric shock had hit her. She quickly pulled the hand from her top. She was trembling as she sat in her seat waiting for the few people in the theater to leave. Finally, she stood on shaking legs and moved to the isle.
As they left the theater, Tommy had to walk behind his mother in hopes that no one could see his erection.
Sue took a deep breath and sighed as she walked up the aisle in front of Tommy. She wondered why he lagged behind her. She glanced back and realized the problem that her young date had. She had to restrain herself from looking back at her son a second time. Suddenly, it was like she was in high school again. It brought back so many fond memories with Tommy's father.
The ride home was very quiet. Tommy couldn't believe what had happened in the theater. It was like a dream. Damn, he practically had his hand on his mother's bare breast and she didn't stop him. Yet, he still felt embarrassed and like a cad. His mom had been nice enough to take him out and this is how he repaid her.
Sue couldn't believe what she had allowed to happen either. Again, she told herself that it was just innocent fun. After all, her son did need some confidence building, she reasoned.
Tommy unlocked the door of their house, then stopped and turned to his mom.
"Thanks Mom... uh Sue, I... I... I... had a great time," a little nervous stutter showing up in his voice.
"I did too Tommy, you are a great date," Sue said sincerely.
Tommy stood nervously in front of his mom, his hand's fidgeting at his sides. He almost had an overpowering urge to grab her and kiss her. He got control of himself and asked, "Uh... does... does... a guy get a kiss on the first... first date," Tommy blurted nervously. His heart was beating wildly again. His knees felt like they were going to collapse. When his mother didn't answer right away, he thought that he had blown it.
"Well, probably not on the first date, but because you were so nice I guess one kiss couldn't hurt," Sue said, her mind screaming No! No! The beautiful evening, the date and the wine were all working on Sue's resistance.
Tommy's heart skipped a beat. God, he was going to do it he thought. He was really going to kiss her. Suddenly, he was petrified.
"Well?" Sue said, her eyes closed, and her heart pounding now. This was so wrong, she told herself.
"I really... uh... you know, I... I... don't know how."
"Here," Sue said, bringing her lips to her son's.
His arms automatically went around her back. His lips were hard and pressed harshly into his mom's soft lips.
"Wait," she said and pulled back. "You don't kiss with your lips like that. Wet your lips and let them relax," Sue said in a motherly tone. Yet, this wasn't a motherly act.
Tommy did as his mother asked. He felt her bring her lips to his again. This time he relaxed his and pressed into her soft mouth. Suddenly, he was very much aware of her breasts on his chest, her soft lips, and the smell her sweet perfume. His head began to spin.
Sue moaned as her tongue slid into her son's warm mouth. It was a reflex action and automatic. She felt his tongue touch hers and a tremor ran through her. For a moment, she was lost in the sweet taste of her son's mouth. Suddenly, she pulled her tongue out of his mouth. She had totally lost control for just a moment. She pulled her head back and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. "Now that was better wasn't it?" Sue said, as innocently as possible, an uncontrollable quiver in her voice.
"Great, let's do it again," Tommy said boldly, pulling his mother to him again.
Suddenly, Sue could feel her son's hard penis pressing into her stomach. She shivered with excitement at the thought that she could still turn on a young man. Wait, her mind screamed, this is my own son. She knew that she had to stop this before it got out of hand.
"No! Stop!" Sue almost screamed. Then she realized it sounded harsh and, her tone softened. "One kiss on the first date. Don't get greedy," Sue said pushing her son away playfully.
"Au shucks," Tommy said, with his innocent smile, trying to cover his excitement and disappointment. Then he turned serious. "God Mom, I had fun tonight. Can... uh... can we go on a date again sometime, please?"
"Well, I guess so, if you treat me real nice," Sue said, pecking her son on the lips one more time before entering the house.
That night, Tommy lay in bed with his hard penis in his hand, thinking of his mom. All his fantasizes until now had been about girls at school. Now his mom dominated his thoughts. He could still feel her soft breasts on his chest and her soft skin under his fingers. If he could have only moved his hand a fraction of an inch lower in the theater, he would have touched the nub of her nipple. Even now, he could still taste her lips on his and feel her tongue in his mouth. It took only minutes for him to squirt his juice all over his stomach. He jerked off three times that night.
At the same time, Sue lay in bed with one hand squeezing the same breast Tommy had touched. Her other hand was forcing three fingers into her sopping hole. She climaxed over and over until her fingers and the sheets were soaked with her juice. Then, suddenly she burst into tears. God, what have I done? she thought.
Susan Ritter cried herself to sleep that night.
Chapter 2
The following morning Tommy saw his mother sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee. There was a very uncomfortable silence as he got himself a cup of coffee and sat down. The light of a new day made everything seem different. They each blamed themselves for what had happened.
"Mom..."
"Tommy..." they both spoke at the same time, then laughed nervously.
"Sorry," Tommy said.
"Tommy... uh... we uh... what... happened last night was..." Sue said, struggling with her words.
"I... I... know Mom," Tommy interrupted. "I'm sorry, I spoiled everything," he said, almost in tears, waiting for her anger.
Sue looked at him in surprise. "It wasn't your fault sweetheart. It was mine. Let's just forget it. It was probably just the wine," Sue lied. "I shouldn't have drunk so much."
"Can... can we uh... go out again?" Tommy asked hopefully.
"I don't think that would be a good idea."
"I knew it," Tommy said in an angry tone. However, he was angry with himself. He arose from the table with tears in his eyes and rushed out of the room.
"Tommy!" Sue called after him. However, he was already out of the house. Now Sue was heartbroken. She was the one that had messed everything up, she thought as her tears began to flow.
Later that evening, Sue tapped on Tommy's door. She pushed the door open gently when she heard Tommy tell her to come in. He was lying on the bed looking at a sports magazine. "Tommy, can we talk?" she asked, sitting on the bed, her face tense with thinly veiled emotions.
"Sure," he answered, rolling over and looking up at the ceiling with his hands behind his head.
"I'm sorry Tommy... sorry about... about everything," Sue said struggling with her words. "God Tommy, I was the one that suggested the date. I've thought all day about it and I know it's entirely my fault. We're both lonely and we both miss Dad so much." Suddenly, Sue stopped talking as her voice choked up. Then she began to sob.
Tommy sat up quickly and moved closer to his mother. He carefully put his arms around her and pulled her into his chest, tears streaming down his own cheeks.
Although Sue felt comfort in his arms, she sobbed even harder. All of her pent up emotions seemed to come out of her at once. Two years of loneliness, a new job, struggling to make the bills and now this. It was all too much.
Tommy held her for a long time until her sobs turned to sniffles. "Mom, I love you so much," Tommy said sincerely.
Sue sat back and dried her eyes. "God Tommy, I feel the same way about you. We need each other, maybe more now than ever."
"Can we just be honest with each other for a minute?" Tommy asked, acting more grown up than he felt.
"Absolutely! We have to be honest with each other," Sue said, wondering what he was getting at.
"You... You are a beautiful and very sexy woman," Tommy said, trying hard not to stutter. "I... you... uh.... Oh hell, I'm just a horny teenager, and I'm sorry I got out of line," he blurted and then laughed self-consciously.
Sue looked at him with raised eyebrows then a smile came to her lips. Suddenly, they both burst out laughing. They laughed so hard that they nearly fell off the bed. The situation now seemed so ridiculous. They were making a big deal out of nothing.
When they had composed themselves, Sue turned to Tommy and said, "You can take me on a date anytime you want to." Then she kissed his lips briefly.
"Good because there's a football team picnic next Sunday and I need a date," Tommy said hopefully.
"It's a deal."
Tommy sighed with relief. Everything was going to be okay.
Tommy's high school football team was hosting a farewell picnic for the graduating seniors, their parents, and girlfriends. Tommy wasn't planning on attending, because he didn't have a date. He knew that all of the boys would bring a date. He didn't expect any of them to come with their parents. Suddenly, that didn't matter to him anymore. His mom would be his date.
Chapter 3
Several days later, Tommy was home alone. It was a warm afternoon and he had just finished cutting the grass so he decided to take a cool shower. He went into the bathroom, leaving the door carelessly open and undressed, then stepped into the clear glass shower stall. He flipped on the shower, gasping as the cool water hit him. Soon, he was enjoying the refreshing feeling of the cold water. As he began to soap himself, he began to think of his mom. Suddenly, he had a raging hard on. He soaped his hand and worked up a lather on his long shaft. His eyes were closed as he leaned back on the tile of the shower stall, with a vision of his beautiful mom in his mind. Just an inch more, he thought excitedly of the nipple he had almost touched.
Sue had decided to take off work early that day. When she came into the house, she called out to Tommy. When she didn't hear him answer, she figured he might be taking a nap. She went upstairs to ask him if he wanted to get a movie for them tonight. As she walked down the hall, she turned and looked into the open bathroom. Suddenly, she stopped in shock. Her eyes were as big around as saucers when she saw her son in the shower, his eyes closed and his hand working up and down on the longest penis she had ever seen. While she didn't have much to compare it to, she knew it was much longer than Bob's.
Sue shook her head, and tried to pull herself away but her legs wouldn't move. She felt excitement in the pit of her stomach and a quivering in her groin as her eyes stared transfixed on Tommy's long penis.
"Oh God, suck me," Tommy whispered to himself as he stroked his penis. His breath was coming in short gasps as he neared his climax. Soon, his hand was flying up and down, splattering the soapy froth to the tile below. "Oh yes, yes, suck my cock Mom," he groaned. His long penis throbbed and a stream of cum shot from the head, spattering all the way out of the shower stall and onto the tile on the bathroom floor.
Sue felt like she was going to pass out as she watched her son climax. She could feel her sex lips throbbing and juice was pouring into her panties. One hand absently moved up to her breast and began to squeeze it as her legs rubbed together.
For some reason, Tommy opened his eyes. He gasped when his eyes met his mother's. However, it was too late to stop his climax. His hand continued to move on his penis until there was nothing left in his balls.
Sue gasped and hurried from the doorway.
An hour or so later, Tommy came downstairs to dinner wearing a pair of shorts and tank top. He was very nervous about his mother's reaction to what she had obviously seen. He felt like such an idiot again.
Sue was at the sink when she heard Tommy come into the kitchen. She had also been agonizing over the embarrassing mistake as well. She knew that what Tommy was doing was perfectly normal. Every young boy masturbated. However, his words kept running through her head: 'Oh yes, yes, suck my cock Mom'. A little shiver ran through her as she turned around and smiled at Tommy.
"Hi sweetie. Dinner will be ready in a minute." The smile on her face belied the turmoil inside. When she saw what her son was wearing, her eyes lingered. God, he looks good, she thought. Then her face turned hot as she remembered the vision of him standing in the shower with his hard penis in his hand.
The smile on his mother's face surprised Tommy. He was prepared for her to rant and rage. The tension drained from him when he saw her bright smile. He sat down at the table. "So what are we going to do tonight?"
"How about you go out and pick out a movie for us tonight? But not one of those 'shootum up' things," she added.
"Sounds great."
Sue brought the food over to the table and sat down to eat. She knew that she couldn't just forget the incident in the shower. Something like that could have a very negative impact on a kid, she thought. They ate in silence until Sue thought of something to say. She decided that humor had worked before so she said, "So how was your shower?" A smile crossed her face.
"Huh!" Tommy said in shock.
"Come on Tommy, I thought we were going to be honest with each other. I saw you and I'm sorry. I didn't realize you were in the shower."
"Uh... uh... but I was..." Tommy stuttered.
"I know you were masturbating. All boys do that. Let's not make a big deal out of it. Okay?" Sue kept a smile on her face but getting the words out was one of the most difficult things she had ever done. However, she felt great relief that it was out in the open. She didn't think it was necessary to tell him that she had heard what he said.
"Uh... sure Mom. Uh... I'm sorry too. Next time I'll close the door."
"Don't worry about it. It's our home and we should be able to feel free," Sue said. "You're just a 'horny teenager' anyway, right?" Sue laughed.
Tommy had to smile at the repeat of his words. He laughed too.
Then she added, "You did clean up the floor didn't you?"
"Mommmmm!!!" Tommy said and his face turned bright red.
"Just checking."
Chapter 4
Tommy and his mother finished eating, continuing to talk about their day as if nothing had happened.
"Let me clean up the dishes and then get a shower. You go to the video store and get something good."
"Okay," Tommy said and got up and took the car keys. Then he walked over and kissed his mother's lips lightly and said, "I might stop over Shawn's first. I'll be back in a little while. Love you Mom."
"Love you too sweetie. Be careful."
Sue cleaned up the dishes and went to take a shower. When she walked into the bathroom, she felt a little thrill at what had happened. She stood in the same shower that her son had been in. A strange feeling came over her. It was almost like she was feeling the excitement that Tommy had felt. She resisted the urge to masturbate, forcing herself to just take a shower.
Tommy decided not to stop over Shawn's. He got a movie--a 'chick flick' as the teenagers called it--and headed back home. When he went upstairs, he passed his mother's bedroom. The door was opened just a crack. When he had passed the door, he stopped. He saw his mother sitting on the bed, painting her fingernails. She had a towel around her body and one wrapped around her head. Tommy started to peek in and say hi, but he saw her get up and walk over to the dresser, looking into the mirror. He was surprised to see that the bath towel barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks. Her legs look so long and smooth. He stood quietly and watched as she took the towel from around her head and began to dry her hair. Tommy knew that he shouldn't be spying, but he couldn't help himself.
Sue used the towel to partially dry her hair then plugged in the electric dryer. As the warm air surrounded her, she looked into the mirror. She saw movement outside the door. For a second she was frightened but realized that Tommy must have come home early. When he didn't move, it occurred to her that he was spying. She considered closing the door but knew that she would embarrass him. Besides, after the talk about freedom in the house, that would be hypocritical. It was only fair since she had watched him. Sue continued to dry her hair, letting her son look at her scantily covered body.
Tommy was about to leave when he saw his mother put the dryer down. Then he saw her reach for the towel that was tucked between her breasts.
Suddenly Sue could feel excitement rippling through her. Her hands trembled as she grasped the towel at her breasts. This is crazy, she thought. Still, her hands moved and she opened the towel, holding it wide for a second or two. Her eyes glanced into the mirror and she knew that Tommy could see the naked front of her body. She could feel her nipples harden as she slowly let it drop behind her. She thought she heard a gasp.
Tommy had gasped. He stood frozen, looking at his mother's naked body. She was absolutely gorgeous. Her large breasts were still firm and sat up with very little sag. His eyes traveled to her pubic area. He saw her soft blond hair and just a hint of the pink inner lips. Inside his pants, Tommy's penis was pulsing with life.
Then Sue did something that astounded her, maybe more than Tommy. She reached down and opened the bottom drawer, bending over at the waist. Her buttocks pushed back and she moved her legs slightly apart.
"Oh God," Tommy moaned as he stared at his mother's beautiful ass. He looked between her legs and could see the pouch of her vagina staring back at him. He could even see the lips shining wetly. It didn't occur to him that his mother was just as turned on as he was.
Sue felt like she was bent over for a very long time, but it was more like several seconds. She knew that she had to straighten up when she felt her juice begin to trickle out. Slowly she stood up, holding a pair of skimpy red panties in her hand. Then she bent again and stepped into the panties, pulling them to her waist. She could feel the silky material caress her buttocks sensuously and pull tightly to her swollen sex lips.
Somehow, Tommy pulled himself together and moved away from the door.
Sue sighed and let out a deep breath. I must be losing my mind she thought as she began to dress. She put on a short summer frock that came to the middle of her thighs. When she started to walk out of the room, she stopped. Her hands were shaking when she lifted her dress and pulled her panties off and threw them on the bed.
A few minutes later Sue joined Tommy in the living room. He already had the movie in and some popcorn made.
"Just in time," he said as he watched her walk into the room.
"Popcorn! Great!"
"I brought you some wine," Tommy said proudly as he pointed to a bottle cooling in an ice bucket.
"Thank you sweetie!"
The lights were dimmed as the two settled down to watch "Fried Green Tomatoes."
Tommy hated the movie but he knew that his mom would like it.
Sue sat on the couch and Tommy sat on the floor leaning against the couch. About an hour into the movie, Tommy excused himself and went upstairs to the bathroom. As he passed his mother's room, he stopped. He saw a pair of little red panties lying on the bed. My God, has she taken her panties off? he said to himself.
When Tommy returned to the living room, he was on a mission. He had to know if she had taken her panties off. As he sat back on the floor, he turned slightly sideways so that he could see his mother's legs. However, try as he might, he couldn't get a view up her dress. Finally, he sighed in frustration and gave up.



Sue sat on the couch, drinking wine. She could see that Tommy was trying to get a look up her dress. She suppressed a smile as she turned this way and that, never letting him have a good view. She knew that she was teasing him unmercifully but somehow she couldn't stop. Finally, as the wine took over, she sat back in the corner of the sofa and curled her legs up next to her. Her little dress barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks.
Tommy saw his mother move out of the corner of his eye. She shifted again slightly and he glanced at her legs. He could see up the back of her legs now but the dress still covered her sufficiently.
After a while, the room grew quiet. Tommy turned and saw that his mother was asleep. He knew that she often fell asleep when she drank wine. Suddenly, a dirty thought came to him. He got up quietly and sat gently on the couch, next to his curled up mother. The clock on the wall ticked loudly and his heart beat hard in his chest as he waited to make sure she was asleep. Then with shaking fingers, he reached over and took the material of her dress in his fingers. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, he began to move it up her thighs. When the dress was above just above her buttocks, Tommy stopped. That's enough, he thought. Then he slid back to the floor. He waited a minute or two then turned to look at his mother. A little whine came from his throat when he saw her sex lips staring at him. Although it was dark in the room, the TV gave off enough light that he could clearly see her vagina.
Sue moaned as if in her sleep and moved slightly, forcing the dress even higher on her buttocks. Then she pulled one knee up closer to her chest and the dress moved further up her hip. She could feel the cool air on her private parts and shivered in excitement.
Now Tommy could see everything. Her soft white buttocks almost glowed in the artificial light. He could almost see the tiny hole hidden between her cheeks and the pink inner lips of her sex. Throwing caution to the wind, Tommy opened his pants and freed his throbbing penis. As he stared at his mother's private parts, he began to masturbate.
Sue was doing everything she could not to move. She could feel her son's eyes on her sex lips and knew that she was leaking. She could feel the wetness dripping to her thigh. Slowly she opened her eyes just a fraction. Her head started to spin with excitement when she saw Tommy holding his penis. Her swollen lips pulsed with illicit excitement as she spread her legs a little more and forced her hips downward. Her little dress was almost at her waist now.
"Oh Jesus," Tommy whispered aloud. Now he could clearly see both of his mother's holes, including the puffy sex lips and the tiny brown hole just inches away. His hand flew up and down on his penis, moving him rapidly toward a climax. Suddenly, he moaned and began to squirt his semen. The first blast flew above Tommy and splattered onto the back of his mother's thigh, near the junction of her sexual parts. When Tommy saw that, his climax intensified. In his sexual fog, it didn't occur to him that he might not be able to clean it off before his mother awoke.
Sue could barely see what was happening but she knew from his groans that he was near a climax. Then, incredibly, when she felt Tommy's cum hit her, she felt a little climax run through her.
When Tommy's balls were empty, he closed his shorts as embarrassment flooded over him. Again, he chastised himself for losing control and for his nasty thoughts about his own mother. He could see his own cum begin to run down the back of her thigh. Oh my God he thought, what am I going to do?
Before Tommy could do anything, Sue stirred and opened her eyes.
"I must have fallen asleep," she said, spreading her arms and yawning.
"Uh... uh... yea, for a minute," Tommy answered, watching his cum trickle across the divide between his mother's thigh.
Sue's legs were barely able to hold her. She acted like it was because she had just awoken. However, excitement was causing the blood to rush to her head. She was very much aware of Tommy's sperm on the back of her thighs. She kissed Tommy good night and went to her room. As soon as she was behind the bedroom door, she reached her hand back and felt her son's sticky discharge. Suddenly, her lets almost gave out and she staggered to the bed. She collapsed as a strong climax hit her. When that one was over, she pulled her dress up and used her fingers to masturbate until she fell asleep in exhaustion. Her dress was still around her waist and Tommy's dried sperm was on the back of her thighs the next morning.
Chapter 5
Tommy waited in the living room for his mom to come down so they could leave for the State Park. When he saw her this morning, there was nothing to indicate that she knew what he had done. She smiled sweetly at him and they talked about all the normal things. He figured he had gotten away with that one but he knew that he would have to be more careful.
Sue tried to be philosophic about what had happened. He was a young boy with lots of growing pains. It was only natural for him to see his mother as a sexual being. It would be strange for it to be any other way. She would just have to be more careful.
When Sue came down wearing a tank top and a pair of very tight short shorts, Tommy was astounded again. He could almost see the indentation of her sex lips in the crotch. She couldn't have panties on, he thought, trying not to stare. Tommy was also amazed when he saw that she wasn't wearing a bra.
Sue's large breasts stood out proudly. She could feel them swaying freely under her top and her hard nipples poking through the material as she walked toward her son.
"Do I look okay this time?" Sue said noticing Tommy's appreciative look.
"Great Mom, I'll have to fight all the guys off of you."
Sue smiled sweetly at her son and took his arm, squeezing it to the side of her breast as they walked out the door.
The park was a large facility with numerous picnic tables, thick woods and a large lake with rowboats. Sue and Bob used to go there quite often when Tommy was young, to let him play on the swings and swim in the lake.
When they arrived, the park was buzzing with activity. There were 60 or 70 people at the picnic, representing the team, family and friends. Tommy jumped out and opened the door for his mom. They walked proudly toward the group picnic area.
It was quickly obvious that everyone noticed Sue. The boys and their fathers drooled and the women looked jealous. Some of the men tried to come on to Sue but she put them all off saying she had a date, her son. Tommy strutted around like a peacock, never letting his mom get too far from his sight.
After everyone had eaten, played some volleyball, and did some rowing on the lake, the crowd started to thin. Tommy and Sue took their blanket and went up the hill and found a place under a large oak tree, a good distance from the crowd. Sue had had a little too much to drink and swayed as she helped Tommy place the blanket on the ground. She seemed to be drinking a lot more lately.
The two of them sat watching the people below, enjoying the cool, early summer breeze.
Tommy put his arm around his mom, pulling her willing body to him. "I love you Mom," he whispered.
"I love you too Tommy," Sue said, turning to her son.
Tommy saw a tear in her eye.
"What's wrong Mom?" Tommy said with concerned.
"Nothing sweetie, it's just that this is so perfect. Your dad and I used to bring you here all the time. We even sat under this tree. I feel the best that I've felt since your father died. Thank you for being here for me," Sue said leaning in close and putting her head on his shoulder.
"I will always be here for you Mom."
As Tommy's arm was squeezing his mother to him, he realized that his hand was touching her breast again. This time it was the side of her breast, where it swelled out from the tank top. Tommy moved his hand slowly, touching her soft breast outside the material of her top. He held his breath as he waited for her to stop him.
Sue felt what Tommy was doing. She didn't want to start a fight so she let him gently rub her breast. However, that familiar feeling started in her lower region again. Goose bumps appeared on her arms and she leaned heavily into her son's strong chest.
Tommy worked his fingers across the soft material very slowly. He kept it up for a long time, waiting for her to grab his hand like she had done at the movie. When she made no move to stop him, he boldly opened his hand and slid it under her breast, then slowly lifted up. His head began to spin when he held one full, cloth-covered breast in the palm of his hand. His penis throbbed in his pants. He felt the point of her now hard nipple as it almost burned his palm.
Sue's alcohol fogged brain began to scream warnings. Yet, the pulsing in her groin blocked it out.
Tommy thought he heard her moan. But no, she was breathing heavy and regular. He looked at her face and saw that her eyes were closed. The weight of her body against him made him think that she might be asleep. Tommy moved his hand down and under the tank top to the warm skin of her stomach. Slowly he moved his hand upward, inch by inch. He felt an electric shock when the side of his hand touched bare skin. He thought he was going to cum in his pants. He took a deep breath and turned his hand over, palm up. Now he held the full bare breast of his own mother in his hand. He waited for what seemed like an eternity for his mother to react. When she didn't move, he began to squeeze it. He played with the heavy breast gently, feeling the fullness and the warmth of her flesh, fearing all the time that he would wake her.
Sue's mind was reeling. The blood was pounding in her head. She couldn't think straight. She knew she should stop this but her libido and the wine was in control. She could feel her shorts begin to get very wet and feared that it might show through.
Tommy grew bolder. He cupped and kneaded one breast before sliding across to do the same to the other. He moved slightly and let his mother slide sideways and into his arm, her back pressed to his now pulsing penis. He sighed with relief when saw that her eyes were still closed. Then he shifted his view and he watched his hand move freely under her top.
Sue lay as quietly as she could, letting her son explore her breasts. She could feel his erection pressing to her back and throbbing. It felt huge. Her hips wanted to move as she fought to control her breathing.
Tommy squeezed and lifted the breasts and then moved on to play with the hard nipple. It suddenly occurred to him that he had sucked this same nipple as a baby. Suddenly, he had to see them. Slowly, his hand lifted the top until a large orb was bare. His eyes were wide as he stared at the smooth white skin and the long pink nipple. His squeezed the flesh gently. He was fascinated as he watched his hand knead her soft flesh.
Sue finally had to stop this. She stirred and felt Tommy quickly pull his hand from her breast, letting her top cover her again. Then she sat up and rubbed her eyes. "I must have fallen to sleep. I'm sorry, I seem to be doing that when I drink. How long was I out?"
"Uh... oh not long."
"Let's take a walk," Sue said standing up. Suddenly, she felt lightheaded and almost fell.
Tommy quickly stood beside her and steadied her.
They walked hand in hand down a path that led toward the lake. It was impossible for Tommy to hide the bulge in his pants. He couldn't believe what he had just done. He shook his head, thinking that it might all have been a dream.
Sue's eyes kept glancing down at her son's crotch. She almost felt sorry for him as she saw his confined penis pulse with need.
Soon the two reached a small clearing near the lake.
"Let's sit down here Mom."
"Oh, I don't want to get my shorts grass stained."
"Here," Tommy said stripping off his shirt and putting it on the ground. He now stood beside her in his shorts and sandals, his strong chest bare.
"Wow, you've been working out," Sue said admiring her son's muscular chest. She squeezed her legs together and felt her swollen lips pulse with excitement.
"It's Coach Lewis, he wanted all his players to be in top shape."
"You look great," Sue said sitting on the shirt Tommy had laid down. She felt the tight seam of her shorts pull into her sex lips and she closed her eyes in pleasure.
"Thanks," Tommy said sitting next to his mom and putting his arm around her.
They sat there in silence looking out over the glistening lake. They could see specks in the distance on the lake that had to be people rowing small boats. Coming from far away they could hear the faint sounds of children laughing and playing. At that moment, everything was perfect.
"Mom," Tommy said breaking the silence, "do... do... you think I could kiss you again?"
Sue sucked in her breath. She couldn't answer right away. Somehow, she knew that this question would come up again. She had practiced how to tell him no gently. She didn't want to hurt him. However, all of the practice went out the window when she was faced with the question. Sue could still feel his hand on her breast and her swollen lips were still dripping in her shorts. Instead of a firm no, she said, "I suppose so, but just one."
Tommy's heart leaped in his chest. Nervously, he turned to his mother and brought his lips to hers. As their lips pressed together, he pulled her into his bare chest. When she opened her mouth, he didn't wait for her tongue; he pushed his into her warm and wet mouth. He could taste the wine she had drunk. When his tongue pulled out, his mother's followed, pressing into his mouth. He sucked on her tongue and heard her moan. The kiss went on and on, turning into a second kiss and then a third. Tommy took a chance, brought his hand up, and slid it under his mother's top, touching her breast again.
Sue wasn't pretending to be asleep this time but still she couldn't stop him.
He moaned as he felt her breast in his palm. His fingers were shaking as he played with the nipple, causing his mother to push her breast into his hand and let a little moan escape her lips. Their lips were almost swollen from the continued passionate kissing.
Finally, Sue pushed him away; her breath coming in short gasps. "Tommy, we can't, we... we... have to stop."
Her voice didn't seem that convincing to Tommy. He pushed her back onto the ground, ignoring her weak protests and again brought his mouth to hers. His hand now worked her top up until both breasts were exposed to the cool late afternoon air, causing the nipples to harden even more. Tommy broke the kiss and pulled back, looking down at his mother's beautiful full breasts.
"God, they're beautiful," Tommy said leaning over as if to kiss one.
"No, Tommy stop," Sue said pushing Tommy away.
Tommy fell onto his back, his chest heaving, looking up at the sky. "I'm... I'm an idiot, Mom. I always spoil everything. I'm sorry."
Sue sat up, pulling her top back down and looked at her son. She was so worked up that she was losing control. It's my fault, not Tommy's, she thought. I'm the adult and I led him on. Then a sigh escaped her lips as she looked at her son's strong chest then down to the tent in his shorts.
"You're not an idiot Tommy. You're a wonderful son and I love you very much," Sue whispered, then stretched out next to him and put her head on his chest. The side of her face lay on the hot skin of his chest. She could feel his heart pounding. Slowly as if she couldn't control it, her hand began to slide down her son's stomach. She marveled at his hard abdominal muscles and watched them ripple from her ticklish touch. When she reached his belt, she paused and then as if she had made a decision, she began to unbuckle his pants.
Tommy lay frozen, excited beyond his wildest dreams. "Mom," he whispered.
"Shhhhh!" Sue said as she unsnapped his shorts and pulled his zipper down. She hesitated only a moment before she reached her trembling hand into his boxer shorts and grasped his hard penis.
Tommy moaned.
Sue's hand pulled his hard shaft from his shorts and out into the bright sunlight. "Oh!" she said as she looked at her son's tool. The head was swollen and dripping juice. The skin of his shaft felt warm, almost hot in her hand. Sue's world was spinning around her as she began to move her hand up and down her son's penis.
Tommy was shaking as he felt his mother take her finger and run it through the stream of clear juice coming from the dripping tip. Then she used it to coat the head until it was shining in the sunlight. She ran her fingers gently up and down his long shaft; bringing another long moan from him and another large bubble of juice. Her fingers dipped into the clear fluid and slowly, with her hand trembling, she brought it to her lips. Now there was a long strand of clear pre-cum juice connecting Sue's lips to her son's penis. Her head began to slowly slide down his chest.
She not going to... Tommy thought as he felt his mother's head move.
Sue knew how wrong this was, how crazy, but yet she couldn't stop. She coated the palm of her hand with his clear juice then wrapped it around the hot shaft. She inched further down his chest and watched as if it were someone else's hand. It wasn't real, she told herself. She couldn't be holding her son's hard penis in her hand.
Suddenly Tommy gasped and his hips pushed up.
Sue was startled when a stream of white juice shot from the head of his shaft, hitting her on the cheek and neck with great force. She squealed as it splattered across her cheek and down to her neck. Sue quickly recovered and squeezed her son's penis, milking jet after jet of sperm onto his chest and stomach in front of her wide eyes. It splattered inches from her mouth. She could smell it. Sue squeezed her legs together as she felt a spasm run through her. Her hips moved in sync with Tommy's ejaculation as her own climax overtook her.
Moments later all was silent except for the birds chirping in the forest and the labored breathing of a mother and her son. Then Sue lifted her head and fell back onto the ground, her chest still heaving up and down. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. God, if he hadn't cum when he did, what was I going to do? she asked herself.
"I think it's time we head back," Sue said as she sat up. She looked down at his sperm covered stomach and shivered. She could feel the hot juice cooling on her face and beginning to run.
"Mom, I uh, uh, I'm sorry," Tommy said, feeling like a fool for not controlling himself and squirting cum in her face. He looked shamefully at his mother's wet cheek and the clear stream of cum streaking her neck.
"Here take your shirt," Sue said, "it's getting dark."
Tommy started to put his shirt on but hesitated, looking at the glistening juice on his mother's cheek and neck. "Do you want to use this?" he said holding his shirt out to his mother.
"No, I'm okay, let's not soil your shirt," Sue said. She felt the juice trickle down her neck and to the top of her breast. It was very odd but she wanted to feel his juice on her face. She just wasn't ready to wipe it off. Bob used to love to squirt his juice into her face and she would leave it there until it dried.
As they turned to head back up the trail, Sue's hand brushed her son's. Without looking down or saying a word, Sue took his hand and squeezed it.
Tommy almost sighed in relief.
They walked hand in hand, back to where they had left their blanket. They retrieved the blanket and the rest of their belongings and drove home in silence. Both mother and son had a million thoughts going through their heads.
Chapter 6
The workweek was very busy for Sue. She had to work late several nights and she brought work home with her. Tommy had the playbook from his new school to read, so they didn't have time to talk about the events of the weekend. Neither of them knew what to say to the other anyway, so it was a good time to assess their feelings.



Sue felt guilt about what happened. It felt like she had taken advantage of her son's innocence.
Tommy was concerned that his mom would be angry with him for pushing her too far. Although, she didn't act upset and their conversations at the dinner table seemed normal. Still, he felt juvenile for not controlling himself and squirting in her face. Yet, she had left his sperm there, refusing the offer of his shirt.
On Friday evening Tommy got up enough nerve to ask his mother if she wanted to go on another date. He feared the worst when Sue said that they had to talk.
After a quiet dinner, Sue asked Tommy to join her in the living room.
Here it comes, Tommy thought.
Sue patted the sofa next to her when she saw Tommy start to sit in a chair across the room. She took a deep breath and looked into her son's eyes. "Tommy, I feel bad about what happened last weekend."
"Mom... I... I... uh..." Tommy started to speak.
"Let me speak," Sue said taking her son's hands in hers. "I'm sorry about what happened at the lake. A mother should never do anything like that with her son. I had too much to drink but that's no excuse; I was totally out of line. I, I..." Sue began to cry.
"Mom, God, you have nothing to be sorry for. I was the one that started it, I should be ashamed," Tommy said, hugging his sobbing mother.
Tommy held her for a long time before he felt like he had to say what he was feeling. "Mom, I... I... have to tell you that it was the greatest experience of my life, no matter whose fault it was," Tommy said, lifting his mother's tear streaked face. "I never, ever, want to hurt you... or make you cry." Tears began to fall from his eyes.
"Oh Tommy, I love you."
Tommy brought his lips to hers in a loving and tender kiss. When he pulled away, he held her face in his hands, using his thumbs to wipe away her tears. "I'll try harder to control myself," he promised.
"And so will I," Sue added, and a little smile crossed her face.
Tommy smiled back and said jokingly, "But you have to remember, I'm just a horny teenager."
Sue raised an eyebrow. Suddenly, she broke out laughing. Tommy joined her, almost falling off the bed.
When Tommy stopped laughing, he looked at his mother with that smile of his and said, "How about another date?"
"You're incorrigible," she said.
"I know. That's why you love me. Another date, please!"
"All right, but you have to promise to behave," Sue said lightly.
"I promise," he answered excitedly.
"Wait a minute. There have to be some rules."
"Alright," Tommy answered, ready to agree to anything. "Give me the rules."
"I don't know all of them but most importantly, we have to control ourselves. Things have gotten a little out of hand so far."
"Does behaving mean that you can't teach me more about girls and guys and stuff?"
Sue was quiet for a minute. She knew she was on very dangerous ground. Her rational brain was screaming for her to stop all this. Yet, her emotional side was winning. Finally she spoke. "No, but it does mean that we have to know when to stop. When I say 'stop', that's it. You have to stop whatever you're doing, as hard as that might be. Do you agree?" Sue could feel excitement begin to course through her.
Tommy thought he was going to scream. He wanted to jump for joy. This was beyond his wildest imagination. He calmed himself and said in a controlled voice, "Fair enough, you're the boss. Tomorrow night then?"
Sue took a deep breath and said, "Tomorrow night."
The following evening, they went out to a late dinner and came back home. Tommy didn't try to kiss her or take advantage of the fact that she had drunk a few glasses of wine. He was a perfect gentleman except that he did try to look up her dress.
Sue just looked at him when she saw his eyes and said, "Behave." However, overall, she was impressed with his control and, strangely, just a little disappointed.
It was an unseasonably chilly June evening, so Tommy started a fire in the fireplace while Sue when upstairs to change. Then he went to the kitchen and got a bottle of wine and a glass for his mom. He brought a coke back for himself and put some soft music in the CD player. He lit several scented candles around the room.
He was sitting on the sofa when Sue came back down. She had put on a pair of sky blue silky pajama pants and top. The blue in the outfit matched her beautiful eyes. Tommy whistled in appreciation as he handed her a glass of wine.
"Would you care to dance?" Tommy asked. "I'm not that good but I'm a quick learner."
"Great idea! But I thought you didn't know how?"
"I don't," Tommy smiled sheepishly.
"Alright, I guess this is a good time for a lesson then," Sue said taking a quick drink before putting her wine on the table. "Your father had two left feet but he tried hard and was going to take lessons before he..." Sue's voice trailed off. She stepped forward and took her son in her arms, placing her head on his shoulder.
Within seconds, she realized that he needed some major work. She pulled back and smiled at her son. "You definitely need a lesson," she said with a laugh. "Now the first thing is, DON'T STEP ON YOUR DATE'S FEET."
"Ah Mom, I know that," Tommy responded.
They danced for the better part of an hour. Sue taught him how to hold a girl and how to move smoothly around the room. Tommy was a fast learner and got the hang of it very quickly. Finally, they tired and sat on the sofa together.
"That was great Mom, thanks."
"You're welcome."
"Mom, can I ask you a question?"
"Anything dear."
"Well, all... all the boys talk about things. You know, girls and things. They... talk about... you know... oral sex."
Oh here it comes! thought Sue.
"I... I ... was just wondering if girls really like to do that... uh you know." Tommy began to stutter a little, as he became nervous with the frank question. Suddenly he stopped and his face flushed. "I'm... sorry, I shouldn't ask a question like that."
"Of course you should ask. How else are you going to learn," Sue said, feeling suddenly like a teacher.
Her response calmed Tommy's nerves so he continued. "I know there are a lot of girls that do it, but do they really like it? I mean... you know, like the taste?" Tommy was only being partially facetious with the question. The boys in school all talked about it but he was curious to know if women really liked.
"Well, I think a lot of girls like to do it. Your dad and I..." Sue stopped, not wanting to get too personal. "I'm sure there are lots of girls that like it, but I'm not sure they really like the taste. I guess it's like Scotch, you have to acquire a taste for it," she said and smiled. "I think the thrill of doing something like that for someone you love is what I like." Sue paused for a second to let him absorb that. Then she added, "Girls also like to have it done to them, it's a two way street you know."
"Really! I mean... I've seen it in movies but I thought it was just for show," Tommy said, truly amazed.
"Of course they do. Don't be so self-centered," Sue said almost in anger. Then her tone softened. "A man should be just as willing to use his mouth on a woman as having it done to him. A man that is good with his mouth will have a lot of girlfriends." Sue laughed a little self-consciously, feeling a little thrill go through her groin at the thought.
As Tommy sat there thinking about that, he felt his already hard penis begin to pulse. It did sound like fun. "Mom," Tommy said, then hesitated.
"Yes?"
"Mom, since you are my teacher about dating girls and stuff, would you tell me... uh tell me about... about... you know the oral sex stuff. I... mean... how does a girl do it?" Tommy asked taking a big chance. He figured his mother would see right through his farce.
Sue sat silent for some time. She held her wineglass in her hand and stared at the wine, swirling it around. She felt that old thrill go through her. "Tommy, I think that's going a good bit too far."
"Okay, I just thought I'd ask. Can't hurt to ask, can it?" Tommy said trying to act like it had all been a joke.
"No it can't, but let me think about it," Sue said putting her glass down on the table. She leaned over to Tommy and brought his lips to hers. She had wanted a kiss so bad tonight. Tommy was being too much of a gentleman.
They held each other, kissing passionately for a long time. Finally, Sue felt Tommy's hand on her silk covered breast. It's about time! she thought. Sue moaned into her son's mouth as he squeezed her soft breast. Then, she surprised Tommy by reaching up and slowly unbuttoning her pajama top, all the way down the front as their lips stayed locked together. Then she pulled the top open and pressed her naked flesh to her son. They moaned into each other's mouths.
Finally, when they broke away, both of them were breathing hard. There was fire burning in Sue's eyes.
Tommy's eyes were wide as he looked down at his mother's naked chest. He bent his head and started to kiss down her neck when he felt her hands on his cheeks.
Sue held Tommy's face in her hands and looked into his eyes. Oh hell, she thought, I can't resist this boy. Still staring into his eyes, her hand moved to his crotch and rubbed gently over his penis. It was throbbing and stretched down the leg of his shorts. Sue gasped as her hand wrapped around the shaft. She squeezed him, working down the cloth-covered protrusion. It felt huge.
Deep inside, Sue's brain was screaming... Stop! Stop!
Then Tommy felt his mother's hand move to his belt. His heart began to beat wildly.
Sue pulled back and used both hands to open her son's shorts. Then she slid off the couch and onto the floor between his legs, her blouse flapping carelessly open. She reached up, grasped the waist of his shorts, and pulled on them. Tommy sat wide-eyed looking down at his mother.
"Give me a little help, will you?" Sue said.
Tommy came out of his trance, lifted his butt off the sofa, and let his mother strip his pants and underwear over his bare feet.
Sue sat back and gasped again. Her son was now naked from the waist down and his raging erection was throbbing in front of her face. She studied it for a second time. He had cum so quickly in the park that she didn't really get to see it that well. His penis was beautiful and perfect. It was longer and thicker than his father's, with blue veins bulging on the sides and a perfectly mushroom shaped crown. Sue slid her hands up his thighs, moving forward until she was inches from his penis. She looked on in wonder at his equipment. Slowly her hands took hold of the shaft, gently, almost like it was fine china.
Tommy moaned and bucked his hips.
"Settle down, we don't want you to go off too soon. A good blow job should be slow and sensual," Sue said, bringing his leaking cock close to her lips.
Tommy almost climaxed from his mother's words alone. "A good blow job," she had said. He began to tremble all over.
Sue shot her tongue out, flicking it across the head and tasting his sweet juice.
Tommy moaned again.
She used her tongue to lick around the head, teasing the sensitive skin where the head and shaft met. Sue was being very careful not to over excite him. She knew from last weekend that he could cum very quickly.
Sue took the head into her mouth, gently sucking it, then using her teeth to put a little pressure around the edges. Sue loved oral sex. She was one of "those girls" that liked the taste. It had been one of her favorite things to do to Tommy's father. And, she was very good at it too. Tonight, she used all of her skills to work her son to a peak and then she would back off, keeping him on the edge for a long, long time.
Tommy stared in amazement as he watched his beautiful mother worship his cock. She seemed to be in a world of her own. He watched as her tongue licked him and then her mouth sucked him inside. He would moan each time she would take the shaft deep into her mouth. Several times, he began to throb, near orgasm, but his mother would squeeze tight at the base until he was under control again. It was the most incredible feeling he had ever felt.
Sue worked on him for over a half-hour, literally making love to his penis. However, she knew that Tommy couldn't take much more. The truth was that she couldn't take much more either. She now wanted him to cum as bad as he did; she thirsted for his sweet juice. It had been a long time since she had tasted sperm. Sue had acquired a taste for cum years ago.
Tommy wanted to thrust his hips up at his mother in the worst way, but he sat still, letting her take the lead.
Sue wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft and held it tight as she pulled her head back and stuck out her tongue, flicking the tip. She looked up at her son who was still staring wide-eyed at her. Then she closed her eyes and put her mouth over the head of his penis. Her hand moved up and down several times rapidly. That was all it took.
Tommy thought his head was going to explode. He yelled loud enough for the neighbors to hear and his hips lifted off the sofa.
Sue's head moved back in surprise at the force of his ejaculation but kept the head in her mouth. The hot cream hit the back of her throat, choking her momentarily. She swallowed just in time for another blast to enter her mouth. She was ready this time and swallowed it down rapidly, waiting for the next shot. It came quickly, filling her mouth to over flowing. She tried to swallow it all but it was just too much. It dripped from the corners of her mouth and ran down to her son's balls. As his sticky white cum dripped from her chin, Sue felt that familiar tremor in her pussy. Suddenly, she took a huge swallow and began to climax. She bucked her hips as her vagina throbbed. She lost control for a moment and stopped sucking. As her mouth filled, she quickly realized she had to swallow.
Tommy thought he was going to die. He had never felt anything so intense. He couldn't believe that he was sitting here on his sofa, squirting cum into his mother's mouth. And, she was drinking it! He could hear her struggling to swallow it all. Now he knew that his mom was right; some girls do like the taste.
When he could cum no more, Sue released his depleted penis and moved her tongue down to his balls to clean up what had spilled from her mouth.
Tommy was lying back exhausted. When he opened his eyes, he saw his mother's pretty blue eyes staring up at him. Her lips and chin were coated with his white cum, but she had swallowed most of it. Tommy couldn't resist; he reached down and pulled his mother up to him.
Sue was surprised when Tommy brought his lips to hers; they shared a very wet and intimate kiss.
Chapter 7
Both Tommy and his mom realized that the ice had been broken and that there was no going back. The best that Sue could hope for was to control how far they went. However, she knew that that was going to be exceedingly difficult. After all, she had her own needs. However, she na‹vely thought that if she could keep him satisfied orally then he wouldn't try to push it further.
The following morning she was in the bathroom in her bra and panties getting dressed. It was Saturday and she wasn't going into work for a change. She saw Tommy looking into the bathroom through the slightly opened door. With a sigh, she turned and looked at him.
Tommy smiled and pushed the door open. "Good morning Mom," he said as he stepped into the bathroom.
"Good morning sweetheart." Sue kissed his lips quickly and turned back to the mirror to put her makeup on.
Tommy stood behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.
She saw him looking over her shoulder at her thinly dressed form. Her nipples began to harden under her thin beige stretch bra. Then she saw his hands slowly moving up her stomach and over her rib cage. When his hands reached her bra-covered breasts, his lips touched the tender area of her neck. A chill ran through Sue and she whispered, "Tommy." However, there was no admonishment in her voice and she didn't say stop.
Slowly Tommy pushed his fingers under her bra. "I want to see your breasts," he whispered. When his mother just moaned, he boldly pushed the bra up, letting both breasts pop free. "Oh God," he moaned when he saw her large breasts in the mirror. His hands covered the soft flesh and began to knead them like cookie dough.
"Tommy," Sue moaned again, rapidly losing control. She could feel her son's hard penis pressing into her panty-covered buttocks. Her own hips began to push backward. With a deep breath, Sue spun around in Tommy's arms. She saw him smile and as he bent to kiss her lips. Instead of giving him her lips, Sue slid to her knees. Quickly she unsnapped his shorts and pulled them down. She gasped when his penis sprung out and hit her in the face. He hadn't worn any underwear.
"Oh God Mom," Tommy moaned as his mother took his penis into her mouth and began to suck. His hips began to move back and forth, forcing his penis to the back of her throat. He watched as her face showed the pleasure she was getting from sucking him. Tommy was rapidly reaching the point of no return. "Mom," he hissed. When she didn't respond, he said it louder. "Mom!"
Sue groaned around her son's penis and looked up at him.
"Mom... can I fuck your ti... breasts?"
Sue opened her eyes wide in surprise. God, he was so much like his father. That was one of his favorite things to do. Slowly Sue pulled his penis from her mouth. She looked up at Tommy and smiled. Then she kissed the swollen head lovingly before sitting up on her knees until his penis was between her breasts. She reached behind her, unsnapped her bra, and dropped it to the floor. Then she took a bottle of cream from the counter. Without a word, she squirted it between her breasts and then closed the mounds around him, imprisoning him in her soft flesh.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Tommy moaned as the warm flesh enveloped him. He watched in excitement as she began to move her breasts up and down, her mouth catching the head when it reached her lips. Tommy knew that he wasn't going to last very long. This was just too wild. His hips began to move quickly, forcing his penis between her breasts so rapidly that she couldn't catch the head in her mouth any more.
Sue held her breasts tightly around her son's penis, looking up at his pleasure filled face. She saw him grimace and knew that he was close.
"Oh God Mom... I'm going to... ohhhhhhh... cummmmm!!!" Suddenly, Tommy's penis throbbed and shot a huge string of juice into the air, hitting his mother's chin and running down her chest. Then another blast hit her and then another, splattering across her chest. It kept coming until there was nothing left but a slow trickle.
When the last drop was squeezed out, Tommy staggered backward. He saw his mother looking at her cum-covered breasts. Then he watched her begin to massage the thick juice into the soft skin.
Sue was lost in her own world for a few minutes. When she realized that Tommy was staring at her she stood up. "I have to get dressed now, so give me a little privacy please."
"Uh... okay," Tommy said.
As soon as Tommy was gone, Sue closed the door. She pulled her panties down and began to masturbate with one cum-covered hand. She used her other hand to caress her juice-covered breasts until a strong climax roared through her.
Finally, Sue sighed and dressed, pulling the bra over her still wet breasts. Strangely, she felt less guilt now. It seemed that each time got a little easier. That worried her.
The following evening, Sue and Tommy were scheduled to go down the street to a neighbor's house for a graduation party. Sue was dressed in a low cut black cocktail dress. The dress exposed a lot of her breasts and required a bra.
Tommy moaned about having to wear a tie but when he saw the way his mother was dressed, he shut up. His eyes stared at her exposed chest. "Wow Mom!" was all he could muster.



"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a laugh. "Let's get going."
Sue and Tommy walked down the street to the Wilson's' house. It was a large home with stone pillars in front and a circular driveway. In the back, they had a large pool with manicured hedgerows for privacy. The house was the largest in the neighborhood and was almost out of place. However, the Wilson's were nice people and fit in well with the community.
Shirley Wilson greeted them at the door and hugged Sue. She kissed Tommy on the cheek and invited them inside. There was already a crowd of people inside the house. Within seconds, several women had Sue in a conversation. Tommy smiled and wandered around the room. He knew many of the kids but not too many of the adults. There were a number of teenaged girls that came up to Tommy but he spent little time with them. He kept his eye on his mom.
Once in a while, Sue would look around for Tommy. She would smile when she saw him looking at her and then make a face, indicating that he should mingle with the girls. When he would shake his head no, she would purse her lips in exasperation.
Sue had consumed quite a bit of wine in the first hour of the party. Every time her glass was empty, someone would give her another glass. Soon, she was feeling the effects.
The next time she looked for Tommy, she saw him near the sliding glass door leading to the pool. When she caught his eye, she saw him make a motion with his head for her to join him. She had a feeling he was up to something so she shook her head no but smiled sweetly. For the next few minutes, every time she saw him, he would motion for her to follow him. Finally, she gave in and walked toward him.
"Let's go out and get some air," Tommy said, leading his mother out the open slider.
It was a beautiful moonlit evening with a cloudless sky and fireflies flickering their mating calls. Tommy and Sue walked down the sidewalk, past the hedgerow. When they reached the end, Tommy pulled his mother to the other side. He quickly pulled her into his arms and brought his lips to hers.
"Tomm... mmmmm..." Sue moaned as she tried to protest. This was very dangerous, she thought but was unable to dissuade him as his tongue pressed into her mouth. Soon, Sue gave up her protest and melted into Tommy's strong arms. She felt his hands sliding down her bare back and across her dress to cup her buttocks.
Tommy pulled his mother's groin to his and let her feel how excited he was.
Sue moaned again and pressed back.
"God, I needed that," Tommy said breathlessly when their lips parted after a long kiss. "Every time I looked at you I wanted to rush over and kiss you."
Sue could feel her head spinning from the kiss and the wine. She brought her lips to his for a second kiss that lasted even longer. She worked her tongue into his mouth and felt him immediately capture it with his lips. She moaned as they pressed their lower regions together even harder. His hands cupped her buttocks under her tight dress, squeezing the supple flesh in his strong fingers.
One of Tommy's hands slid around and then down to Sue's naked thighs.
"Tommy," Sue said as she felt him slowly moving it up her leg. In spite of her admonishment, her legs moved slightly apart. "Oh my God," she whispered as his hand reached her vagina.
Tommy moaned as his fingers felt a woman's private parts for the first time. He could feel the swollen and wet lips under his searching fingers. Then a finger found the dripping hole.
"Tommy, Tommy, please," Sue pleaded as if she couldn't stop him. A slow moan escaped her lips as his finger slowly slid into her body.
Within seconds, Tommy's hand was dripping with his mother's sex juice. He moved his finger in and out of her warm hole, loving the feeling of her slick inner flesh. Quickly, before she could protest, he added a second finger. He heard her moan again and her hips pressed down, taking both fingers all the way inside.
Sue had lost control. Her hips began to work up and down on her son's fingers and her head was spinning wildly. It took only a few more thrusts before she began to tremble.
Tommy was a little surprised as his mother began to shake. Suddenly, he realized that she was climaxing on his fingers. He smiled and worked them into her harder, creating a loud sucking sound in the otherwise quiet night.
When Sue stopped shuddering, she almost collapsed into Tommy's arms.
Tommy looked over the hedgerow and saw that they were still alone. He placed his hands on his mother's shoulders and began to gently push downward. "Suck me," he hissed, as she went to her knees.
Sue head was still foggy as she settled to her knees on the cool grass. "Tommy, this is crazy," she said as she looked up at him, her eyes still sparkling with fire in the moonlight. Yet, even as she spoke, she was opening his pants.
Tommy kept looking back across the hedgerow at the house to make sure no one came outside. He turned back in time to see his mother take his penis into her mouth. "Ahhhhh!!!" he groaned as her talented mouth took possession of his hard shaft.
Sue moaned as well as she tasted the sweet flavor of his penis. She felt Tommy's hands on her head. She let him direct her head back and forth. Then she began to move her hand back and forth, trying to bring him off quickly. Even in her wine-fogged brain, Sue still knew that someone could come upon them at any time.
Fortunately, it wasn't going to take long for Tommy to cum in his mother's mouth. However, suddenly, he wanted something different, something really nasty. He pulled back, his penis coming out of his mother's mouth with a pop.
Sue looked up at him in surprise. Then she felt his hands on her shoulders pushing the straps of her gown and bra down her arms. "What are you doing?" she whispered in panic.
Tommy didn't answer as he pushed her straps down until her breasts were free from the bra. He pointed his penis downward. "Jerk me into your bra," he whispered excitedly.
"Good God Tommy, no!" Sue exclaimed in protest. Still, she grasped his penis and began to masturbate him. She jerked on his penis in rapid motions, her hand moving in a blur.
"Yes, yes," Tommy moaned as his legs tensed.
Sue was breathing hard again. She couldn't believe what she was doing but it was turning her on nonetheless. When she heard Tommy moan, she directed the head of his penis into one cup of her bra. She shivered as she watched his thick white juice splatter into the cup. When several squirts had coated the inner liner of that cup, she moved the head quickly to the other cup. Soon, both sides were coated with Tommy's thick discharge and it was running down, pooling in the middle.
Suddenly, there were voices coming from the house.
As the voices grew closer, Sue quickly pulled her top back up, pushing her breasts into the wet material. She moaned as Tommy's hot cum coated her nipples. Then she helped Tommy get his penis back into his pants. Just as they stood up and stepped from behind the hedgerow, Shirley Wilson and a friend walked by.
"Oh that's were you are," Shirley said. "I told Marge that I saw you go outside with Tommy."
"Uh... yes, Tommy... uh and I needed to get a little air."
"Well, come with me, I want Marge to tell you about a community project that she's working on."
Tommy watched as the two ladies led off his mother. He smiled. God if they only knew! he thought.
Sue followed the two women back into the house. She could feel her sex juices filling her panties as her breasts swam in her son's juice. She could even smell it and hoped that no one else could. She knew that she would have to escape them soon and find a bathroom to take care of her own renewed desire.
Chapter 8
After the episode at the party, Sue and Tommy gradually became comfortable with their new relationship. Sue still knew it was very wrong but she no longer chastised herself for it. It was what her son needed right now she rationalized. It was their little secret.
They both grew very casual about how little they wore in front of each other. It seemed to Sue that Tommy was always stopping in to talk when she was getting dressed. It never took long for Tommy to show that he was interested in more than conversation. Sue rarely protested.
Each morning he would stop by as she dressed for work. Within seconds, she would have his penis in her mouth. Then a minute later, she would be drinking his sperm. Most evenings it was a replay. Sue was actually disappointed when they missed a morning or evening. She almost felt like she had become addicted to her son's semen.
Sue was in her bathrobe after her shower one morning a week or so later. She had just taken her panties out of the drawer when Tommy tapped on the door. Sue told him to come in.
"Good morning Mom," Tommy said brightly as he sat on the bed.
"Hi sweetie."
"What's on the agenda today?" Tommy asked watching his mother closely.
"Well, we have a lot of yard work to catch up on so I think we had better stay home and get it done."
"All right, if we have too," Tommy said in mock exasperation.
Sue untied her robe and dropped it from her shoulders, standing naked unashamedly in front of Tommy.
"God, you're beautiful," Tommy said sincerely.
"Thank you," Sue whispered. There was no longer any embarrassment at being naked in front of him. As she bent over and picked up her panties, she saw his eyes staring at her breasts as they swung naturally below her. She took her time pulling her panties up, beginning to enjoy the show. As the silky panties crossed her thighs, she turned her back to him and heard him gasp.
Tommy had an erection before he walked into the room but now it was throbbing in the tight confines of his shorts. As his mother went to get her bra, he pulled his zipper down and freed his shaft from its prison.
It was Sue's turn to gasp when she turned around and saw him holding his erect shaft. Every time she saw it, it looked bigger, she thought. She swallowed hard as she stood frozen, holding her bra in her hand and watching him slowly move his hand up and down. In all the years she was married, she had never seen her husband masturbate. While she had asked him to on occasion, he had always refused. He said that he would be too embarrassed. It was obvious that Tommy didn't have that problem.
Tommy watched his mother's face as she watched him masturbate. He found it an incredible turn-on to have her watch him. "Do you like watching me masturbate?" Tommy asked breathlessly.
It took a moment for Sue to answer. Her throat was suddenly dry. "Yes," she choked out in a hoarse whisper.
"Then sit down and I'll show you how I like to do it."
Sue backed up until she sat in her vanity chair, her eyes never leaving Tommy.
Tommy stood up and slowly stripped off his shirt. Then he opened his shorts and began to pull them down. Suddenly, he turned until his back was to his mother. Like a stripper, he slowly pulled his shorts below his buttocks. Tommy was as surprised as his mother at his boldness.
Sue sat fascinated as she watched her son strip for her. Tommy had been just a little boy the last time she saw him completely naked. He certainly wasn't a little boy anymore, Sue thought as his shorts fell to his feet and he kicked them away. She scanned his naked body from behind. His shoulders were broad and rippled with muscles. His waist was narrow and his hips jutted out from all the strenuous training. However, his buttocks were his best asset. They were rock hard and perfectly shaped globes. His thighs were strong and lean without an ounce of fat. He could be a male stripper, Sue thought.
Slowly, Tommy turned around. His penis was now pulsing and there was a long strand of clear liquid hanging from the tip. Tommy began to stroke himself again. More of his clear juice bubbled out, stretching in a silvery string toward the carpet. "Oh God Mom, I'm getting close," he warned. Tommy's hand moved rapidly up and down until his thighs tensed. When he was ready to squirt, he held his hand under the head. Suddenly, he began to pour the contents of his balls into his outstretched hand.
Sue watched in excited fascination as her son climaxed into his own hand. She saw his hand fill with his sperm and begin to spill over the sides. With a moan she dropped to her knees and quickly licked the cum dripping from his palm. As soon as Tommy was done, Sue turned his cum filled hand to her mouth.
In another similar incident, Tommy caught his mother just as she was ready to go out the door to work. He brought her to him and kissed her passionately.
"Tommy, my makeup," she protested as he kissed her lips, then her face and neck.
"Suck me!" he said like a command.
Sue moaned and moved quickly to her knees in front of her son. She set her briefcase down and took his penis into her hand. She heard him groan from far away as she caught a drop of dripping juice on her tongue, following it with her mouth to the swollen head. "Mmmmmm!" she moaned deep in her throat as she sucked the head into her mouth.
Tommy grasped his mother's face in his hands. As his hips began to move back and forth, he could see the head of his penis sliding in and out of her mouth under her cheeks. He pressed his thumbs to her cheeks and felt his shaft as she sucked it deep into her throat.
Sue sucked Tommy until she could tell that he was getting close. She was ready to drink his sperm when she felt him pulling on her shoulders. In surprise, she let him slip out of her mouth and she stood up. She let Tommy's lips capture hers without protest now. Her makeup could be fixed afterward.
As their bodies pressed together, Sue could feel his erection pressing against her stomach. She moaned as their hips began to move against each other. She knew that she was going to have a wet mark on the front of her skirt. When she felt Tommy's hand move down to push her dress up she began to shiver. However, when he grasped his penis and pushed it between her legs she said, "Tommy, no!" Suddenly, she realized that she was lucky she had her panties on. It was the only thing preventing penetration. Sue almost sighed when he didn't try to do anything else. She wasn't sure she could have stopped him.
"Oh God Mom!" Tommy moaned as he moved his hips back and forth between her warm thighs. He could feel her sex lips pressing down on the top of his shaft, the gusset of her panties rapidly becoming soaked with their combined juices.
When Sue was certain that Tommy was near ejaculation, she pushed him away from her.
Tommy thought that she was going to go to her knees and suck him again. However, he was surprised when she reached down and pulled the crotch of her panties away from her sex. Then for just a second, Tommy thought that she was going to let him penetrate her.
However, Sue had other ideas. She took Tommy's penis and situated it between the wet crotch of her panties and her dripping sex lips. His penis was at an odd angle, pointing downward. That made Sue's sex lips split apart and cover the shaft with her wet and swollen flesh. She slid her panties back over her lips, trapping his penis inside the silky material. Then, she began to move back and forth again, massaging him with her swollen lips. She knew that Tommy wouldn't last long.
Almost as soon as he felt her blood filled lips on his penis, he groaned and his penis lurched, spewing his thick cum onto the gusset of her little red panties.
Sue's climax wasn't far behind. When she felt her vagina being sprayed by her son's semen, her legs shook and her body went into convulsions. If Tommy hadn't been holding her, she would have collapsed to the floor.
When Tommy felt his mother's body stop shaking, he staggered back in exhaustion.
Sue found it difficult to focus her eyes. She backed up unsteadily and leaned against the front door. When she could get her breath again she shook her head. God that was close, she thought.
Tommy smiled at his mother with exhaustion on his face. Then he pushed his now soft penis back into his pants and said, "Have a nice day."
Sue picked up her briefcase and opened the door. As she stepped out onto the front porch, she was suddenly very much aware of her sodden crotch. For a second, she considered going back into the house to clean up. A naughty thrill went through her as she walked down the sidewalk to her car. Sue went to work with her sex lips swimming in Tommy's sperm.
Chapter 9
Sue was sitting at her desk one evening, still in her white blouse and blue skirt that she had worn to work. She was thinking about her and Tommy's relationship as she did quite often. She had done a lot of soul searching during the last few days. Their relationship has progressed well beyond anything she could have ever imagined. So far, it had been limited to oral sex and a little masturbation. The nagging question on her mind was where did they go from here? It was getting more and more difficult for her to control things. It had been so close the other day.
It seemed that almost every time they were together, they couldn't keep their hands off each other. He would touch her or kiss her and that would start it. She would respond and things would get out of control from there.
"Hi Mom," Tommy said, coming into the room and sitting down.
"Hi Tommy. I thought you were going to the ball game with Joey?"
"I was but he has a cold and cancelled out."
"I'm sorry."
"It's okay. I'd rather be home with you."
Sue looked at him and shook her head. "What am I going to do with you?" she asked rhetorically.
"Love me," he said with a big smile and opened his arms to her.
Sue put down her pen and then walked over to sit on Tommy's lap. She kissed his lips and then snuggled into his arms. Suddenly, she felt so protected in his embrace.
"Mom, you... uh... we have... uh done a lot of... you know... things," Tommy said hesitantly.
Sue was silent, wondering where this was going to go.
"You said... uh... you said that it was selfish for a man just to take and... and not give back."
Immediately, Sue knew what was coming. It wasn't like she hadn't expected it. However, she that what he was going to ask was a big step.
"Will you teach me... to uh... you know... do oral on you?"
Sue was silent for a long time. She could feel her heart beating hard in her chest. There was a tremendous struggle going on in her head. On one hand, she had done so much already, what was the difference if she let him do it to her? On the other, she knew that it would be taking their relationship to a new level. However, the thought of having his mouth on her was incredibly exciting. So, what would be the harm? Who would know?
"I... I don't know Tommy," she said reluctantly. "Let me think about it."
Tommy felt a thrill of excitement go through him. Every time she said that, she came back and did what he wanted. "That's fair," he said and his hand moved up to caress her breast.
Sue could feel his erection pressing into her buttocks. With a sigh she slid off his lap and knelt between his legs.
Tommy smiled and opened his pants. He reached inside and pulled out his swollen erection. When Sue went to grab it with her hands, he grabbed her wrists, holding her hands away. He lifted up slightly and slid the head into her mouth. He watched his mother suck him for a few minutes and then, with his penis still in her mouth, he stood.
Sue backed up and let Tommy stand in front of her. She knew what he wanted when his hips began to move back and forth while he held her arms over her head. He wants to fuck my mouth, she thought. A moan escaped her stretched lips as she let her son use her mouth.
When Tommy let go of his mother's hands, he grasped her head. He was happy to see that she let her arms slip idly to her sides. Tommy's hips continued to move back and forth as he pulled her head toward him. He heard his mother choke and eased up but then he felt her move forward, forcing him to the back of her throat again.



For some strange reason, Sue suddenly felt very submissive. It wasn't like her to play that role. However, at the moment, it felt right. She moaned submissively and let her son pound into her mouth. As his movement grew more rapid, saliva began to drip from the corners of her stretched mouth.
Tommy's legs were spread wide and his knees slightly bent as he moved rapidly in and out of her mother's willing mouth. His fingers were curled tightly in her hair as he moved almost violently in and out. It was a strange feeling of power to Tommy. He was in control.
Within seconds, Tommy felt his balls begin to tighten. He was ready to climax far too soon. Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his mother. He let go of her hair and grabbed his shaft at the base. He was going to try to stop the climax like she had taught him. However, when he looked down and saw her face looking at him expectantly, he knew that he couldn't hold back any longer.
Sue's breath was coming in great gasps. Her eyes were opened wide as she stared at her son's quivering penis as she sat back on her haunches and waited.
Tommy could feel his sperm backing up as he held his penis tightly at the base. Suddenly, he bellowed and eased the pressure on the base. His sperm flew out with such force that it arched across his mother's head, landing in her hair. The next blast hit her directly in the face, splattering on her forehead and dripping to her cheek. Then another blast hurtled toward her.
Sue closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs together as her own climax began. Her sex lips throbbed with pleasure as she felt her son's juice continue to cover her face. She held her face out to the spray as if she were in the shower, loving the warm liquid.
Amazingly, Tommy's climax seemed to go on and on, covering his mother's face and splattering on her white blouse and skirt. Finally, as his climax dwindled, his legs weakened and he fell back into the chair. Through hooded eyes, he saw his mother scraping his cum from her face and putting it into her mouth.
Chapter 10
At the breakfast table the following morning, Tommy brought up the inevitable question. "Mom, you said you would think about what I asked."
Sue looked at her son and smiled. "We'll see," was her only commitment. Sue had made up her mind but she wasn't ready to reveal her answer to Tommy yet.
'We'll see,' Tommy thought. That's as good as yes. He couldn't control the smile that crossed his face.
Sue and Tommy decided to go to their favorite restaurant that night. As always, Tommy was ready early, waiting at the door for his mom. When she came down she was wearing a very short skirt with high heels. However, on top, she had on a dark sweater that buttoned down the front with a white blouse underneath. The top looked like something that a schoolteacher would wear. However, the skirt looked hot. Tommy was curious about her selection of clothing but decided not to say anything.
When Sue got into the car, she made sure that she carelessly spread her legs, giving her son a clear view of her shiny pink panties and the creamy white skin above her thigh high stockings. Once he was in the car, Tommy was bold enough to reach over and place his hand on her thigh. He drove with one hand and used the other to slide her skirt up so he could see her panties. Sue let Tommy's hand move up until he reached her panties, stopping him only when she thought he was being distracted from driving. She grabbed his hand, leaving it on her thigh, and gently told him to pay attention to the road.
Sue and Tommy got their special table in the back of the restaurant, giving them the privacy that they wanted. The two chatted until the waitress took their drink order. When she left, Sue said she had to go to the ladies room. Several minutes later she returned and stopped next to Tommy. She held out her hand, indicating that he should open his hand. She placed a piece of balled up material into his hand and sat down.
Tommy looked at his mother with raised eyebrows and then opened his hand. He felt his penis lurch in his pants when he saw the silky pink balled up material. It was his mom's panties. Suddenly, he saw the waitress out of the corner of his eye and quickly put the hand holding the panties below the table. He didn't know if the waitress saw what was in his hand but he did know his face was as red as a beet. His mother just smiled at his obvious distress.
After they had ordered dinner and the waitress was gone, Tommy pulled his hand from under the table. He looked at the tiny pair of panties and saw that the crotch was soaked. Not even thinking, he brought the crotch to his nose, inhaling deeply, his eyes on his mother all the time.
Then Sue watched with shock as Tommy casually opened the crotch and brought it to his lips.
He kissed the wet material and then made a show of sticking out his tongue and licking the gusset from one end to the other.
Sue sighed deeply and closed her eyes as a shiver ran through her.
Tommy's penis was now fully erect. It was his first taste of his mother's sex juices. He felt his hand trembling as he forced himself to ball the material up and put into his pocket. Then he reached down adjusted his penis in the very tight confines of his pants.
Sue suddenly realized that Tommy had one-upped her. However, Sue wasn't done yet.
When dinner was served, Tommy and Sue ate in silence, looking at each other with loving glances. About mid-way through the meal, Tommy saw his mom look around the restaurant. Seeing that no one was close by, Sue reached up and began to unbutton her sweater. Tommy thought she was starting to get warm. When all the buttons were undone, Sue pulled the sweater away from her chest. Tommy was shocked to see that the blouse was totally see-through; he could see all of his mom's firm breasts with her hard pink nipples pushing through the material. Tommy could no longer concentrate on dinner. His thoughts were on the fact that his mom was sitting across from him naked under her clothes and that he just might get to eat her tonight.
"Mom, can we go?" Tommy asked, his food only half eaten.
"I think that is an excellent idea, besides, I think I owe you a lesson."
Tommy's penis throbbed in his pants and he jumped up and practically pulled his mother out of the restaurant.
Driving home, Sue took off her sweater and sat next to her son with only her see-through blouse covering her chest. Tommy was going crazy trying to keep his eyes on the road.
Sue knew that it was dangerous to tease him this way when he was driving. However, she had been thinking about what she was going to let him do all day and it was driving her crazy with desire.
It was difficult for Tommy to keep within the speed limit as he rushed home. He had barely come to a stop at the house when he jumped out of the car and ran around to open the door for his mom. As Sue swung around, he got a close look at his mom's exposed vagina. His eyes opened wide in shock when he saw that she had no pubic hair. The normally soft blond hair was all gone, leaving her lips smooth and shiny. Tommy stood frozen looking between his mother's legs. Now his heart was pounding so loud that he thought she might hear it.
When Sue made the decision to let Tommy eat her, she decided to shave herself. His father loved her that way. As she got out of the car, she stood in front of him with a wide smile. "What's the matter sweetie," she asked, knowing the answer already. She smiled, realizing that she had the upper hand again.
"Uh... uh... nothing," he struggled to say.
Sue turned and walked toward the house, still smiling.
It took a few seconds for Tommy to realize that he was standing on the sidewalk alone. He hurried up the walk and followed his mother into the house.
"Tommy, get me a glass of wine and bring it to the living room for me please," Sue said, turning to go into the living room.
Tommy rushed to get the wine, shaking so bad that he nearly broke the glass. He tried to steady his hands as he walked back to the living room. He saw his mother sitting on the sofa waiting for him. When he handed her the glass, his hand was trembling so much that the wine almost spilled over the top. He didn't notice that his mother's hand was shaking as well.
Sue took a large drink of wine and patted the seat next to her.
Tommy sat down without a word. He was afraid that his voice wouldn't work.
Sue sighed and said, "Tommy, this is a big step for us. I know that you have wanted to ea... uh perform oral sex on me for a long time. Frankly, I've wanted it just as much, if not more. It is one of the things that I miss most about Bob. He was very good. Your father... your father and I used to do that all the time. In fact, the first time was on a sofa just like this in his mother's house. It was so crazy because his parents, your grandparents, were sleeping in the next room. We did many crazy things," she added as her eyes got misty and she stopped talking.
Tommy reached over, took his mother's hand, and sat silently, waiting for her to continue.
"I'm so confused sometimes Tommy. What we've done is so wrong but... but I can't resist you. It could be so dangerous for both of us. It's all so crazy."
"Mom... uh... we don't have to do."
"Shhh," Sue said and placed her fingers on Tommy's lips.
Sue stood up in front of Tommy and slowly began to unbutton her blouse. She shrugged it off her shoulders and paused, letting Tommy look at her large breasts so close to his face.
Tommy could see her excitement as her chest moved up and down with her rapid breathing. His own breath was beginning to come in short gasps.
Slowly, Sue began to pull her skirt up her thighs. She paused for a second when it was just below the level of her crotch, teasing Tommy. Then she pulled it to her waist and a little moan of excitement escaped her lips.
Tommy gasped. He had never seen anything so exciting in his young life. On display in front of him was his mother's very wet and swollen sex. There wasn't a speck of hair anywhere on the surface, from her navel to her thighs. The outer lips were so smooth that they were almost shining. The inner lips were protruding and there were strings of her sex juice hanging precariously, ready to drip to the floor. Her thighs, all the way to the tops of her nylons, were sparkling with her juice.
When Sue saw that Tommy was ready to grab her, she pushed him back. "Wait," she said and turned to walk over to a comfortable chair. She left her high heels on and her skirt pulled up around her waist as she sat in the chair. Then she lifted her legs and threw them over the arms of the chair, pushing her sex out at her son in an obscene manner.
Sue crooked her finger at her son and said in a breathless tone, "I think the best position for you is on your knees between my legs."
Tommy jumped up and hurried over to his mother, his eyes never leaving her displayed sex.
"Take your clothes off first."
Sue watched as Tommy stripped in record time, throwing his clothes on the floor in his haste. Then she looked at her son's totally naked body. Her eyes traveled up and down his body, settling on his pulsing erection. God, he's going to drive the women crazy someday, she thought.
Tommy fell to his knees between Sue's legs and brought his mouth very close to her swollen and leaking sex. He put his trembling hands on her thighs, forcing them further apart, intending to dive in.
"Just a minute, sweetie," Sue said, putting her hands on her son's shoulders to hold him back. "You need a few lessons in the female anatomy before you EAT ME," Sue said, emphasizing the words "eat me".
Tommy sat back and watched as his mom spread her legs even further apart. As he looked on with wide eyes, his mother used her fingers to open the pink lips. Tommy felt his mouth begin to water. He could smell her excitement and see the juice bubbling in her open hole.
"You see this little button here?" Sue said, pointing to her clit. "This is the center of a woman's sexual arousal. It is very sensitive and needs to be treated with great kindness. I will tell you more about that in a minute. Down here are my outer and inner lips." Sue stretched the inner lips apart, letting him see how flexible they were.
"The outer lips are not as sensitive and can be handled a bit more forcefully. However, these," she said, fingering the inner lips, "can be quite sensitive. Look how wet they get when I get excited." Sue tried to keep her voice calm and appeared to be very matter-of-fact in her description. However, on the inside she was burning up with need. Watching the wonder and excitement in her son's eyes was almost more than she could stand.
Tommy could see the thick juice now trickling out of his mother's hole. He could feel his own penis pouring juice out as he waited for her to let him eat her. He was breathing through his mouth now in an attempt to get enough oxygen. His head was spinning like he was falling from a great height.
"Inside the hole is where the cock goes and is very receptive to a soft tongue." Sue began to breath very hard as she forced herself to continue the description. "Ohhhhh!" Sue moaned when her finger brushed against the sensitive clit. "As I... as I showed you before, this... this is my... my clit," Sue said, spreading the lips wide and letting the tiny nub peek out, her hands shaking with excitement.
Tommy focused his eyes where his mother was pointing. He was fascinated by the smooth piece of flesh between her lips. It almost looked like a miniature head of a penis.
"My clit is... is... very sensitive. When I'm this excited, even a little touch can send me off. It's very swollen now. Be very gentle with it, please," Sue said, almost delirious.
Tommy knew most of this stuff from high school biology. However, that had been a big joke with none of the boys paying much attention. Now, watching and hearing his mom talk about her sexual parts had him shaking with desire. His eyes never left her sexual parts as she began to use her finger to massage her spread lips.
"Ohhhhh Jesus!" Sue moaned, closing her eyes in pleasure.
He watched in amazement as she put first one finger inside of herself. Then she added a second and a third until all three fingers were inside her, almost to the last knuckle. When she pulled them out, they were slick with juice.
Sue held her trembling fingers up to her son.
Tommy's mouth closed around all three fingers, sucking loudly. Was it him or his mom that moaned? The taste was like nothing he had ever tasted before. It was thicker and much sweeter than the little bit he had tasted on her panties.
"I want you to put your tongue right here Tommy," Sue said in a shaky voice, pointing to her spread open hole. "It's time for you to practice your lesson. I want you to eat my juicy cunt. I need your tongue so bad, please, please, EAT ME NOW," Sue said, suddenly losing control and almost screaming.
Tommy quickly bent forward, his mouth inches from her dripping lips.
Sue placed both hands on the sides of his head, trying to pull his face into her steaming crotch.
Tommy resisted, now the one torturing them both. With his face an inch from her dripping lips, he breathed in deeply; her wonderful smell excited him tremendously. Then his tongue came out to touch the slippery lips. He heard his mom moan, as his tongue touched her sex for the first time. Then his tongue brought the taste into his mouth.
Sue watched her son swallow her juice and moaned. She grasped his head again, her desire back under control for the moment. "Gently, gently, lick around the lips," she instructed, moving his head with her hands.
Tommy let his mother move his head around, his tongue stretched out for her pleasure. Suddenly, he wondered why his friends talk about this in gross terms. He found it a beautiful and intimate act. He knew instantly that he would love it for the rest of his life.
His mom didn't need to hold his head any longer as Tommy began to use his tongue and lips on his own. His mouth covered her hole and he began to suck the swollen lips inside. Then he bit them gently and then used his tongue to lap across the wrinkled surface.
"Ohhhhhhh, that's it, that's it, suck them, suck my lips. Oh my God, I can't stand it. Suck me, suck Mom's cunt," Sue screamed almost incoherently. Then, she began to buck her hips into his face. She pulled his head up slightly, his tongue making contact with her swollen clit. Her legs shot up and wrapped around his neck, imprisoning his mouth in her wet flesh.
That was all she could stand. Suddenly, she let out a long wail and went over the top, shuddering and screaming as a tremendous climax overtook her. She pulled the poor boy's head hard into her convulsing vagina, almost smothering him in the process.
Tommy didn't mind at all. His face was inundated in his mom's juice. Her lips were spread on his face, spreading her slick juice from his chin to his forehead. It almost felt like his face was buried in a juicy watermelon.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh my God Tommmmmmmmmyyyyyy!!!" Sue's hips were pushed up in the air and she was almost on her back on the cushion of the chair.
Tommy let his face be used for his mom's pleasure. He pushed his tongue deep into her convulsing hole and the slick walls inside her vagina quivered around it.
Sue's climax went on and on. Each time she thought she was done, Tommy would hit a new spot and bring her to a peak again. She thought she might pass out as her heart pounded and she gasped for breath.
Finally, Sue's body began to relax with little tremors still running through her. Then, she had to push Tommy's face away from her now sensitive sex lips. She had never had a climax as good or one that lasted as long. Her body felt like a limp rag. She was slumped on the chair; both legs still wrapped around Tommy's neck. When she looked at her son kneeling between her legs, there was a silly grin on his face. His face was literally covered with her juice.
"My God, I had forgotten how good it felt to be eaten," Sue gasped when she could talk again. "Tommy, you just gave me the best climax of my life. Thank you... thank you, you were wonderful. I love you so much," Sue said, looking into his eyes lovingly.
Tommy sat back on his haunches, smiling like the cat that ate the canary.
"Come here and let me take care of you," Sue said, pulling Tommy from his kneeling position.
Tommy jumped up and stood next to his mom, bringing his dripping penis close to her mouth.
"God, I love this cock," Sue said to herself as she brought her son's swollen penis to her face. As she held his shaft tight, she could actually feel his wildly beating heart though his penis. When she squeezed she saw a large clear drop of liquid bubble out then run down and across her fingers. She closed her eyes, bringing the head to her mouth. She and Tommy moaned as her lips circled the swollen head. The head filled her mouth as her lips squeezed the shaft. She held it like that, sucking just the head. Her saliva flowed, coating the head in her warm mouth. She almost forgot about Tommy as she lost herself in the excitement of sucking him.
Suddenly remembering that her son was attached to this incredible penis, she pulled away and looked up at him. Then she said in a whisper, "I am going to suck your cock Tommy. Your mom wants to suck all the juice out of your balls. Do you want me to suck you? Do you want your mom to swallow all that delicious sperm? Tell me, tell me you want me to suck you until you squirt into my mouth."
"Yes, yes, please, put it back in your mouth, please suck it," Tommy moaned at his mother's nasty words.
Sue took his penis deep into her warm and wet mouth again, making loud sucking noises, which were intended to let her son know how much she loved sucking him.



Tommy couldn't take much more. He had held off as long as possible. It felt like an explosion in his head as chills went through his body. His body tensed and his hips pushed forward. It almost felt as if it were happening in slow motion when his penis throbbed and a huge load of cum began traveling up the long shaft. He could feel it rushing to be released.
Sue was prepared for it this time. She moved his thrusting shaft back slightly so she could take the first strong squirts into her mouth and not her throat. Suddenly, her son began to spew like a fire hose, filling her mouth over and over with his thick sperm. Sue swallowed each shot and sucked for more, her hand pumping up and down rapidly.
Incredibly, the thrill of her son's sperm squirting into her mouth excited her again. Sue felt her sex lips quiver and another little climax shook her.
Eventually, the flow slowed and then stopped. Sue continued to suck hard, trying to get the last few precious drops.
Finally, Tommy pulled away and staggered over to the sofa and fell, gasping for breath. He saw his mother still on her knees, smiling at him. There was not a drop of his cum on her face anywhere. She had swallowed it all.
It was a night that both mother and son would remember forever.
Chapter 11
Over the next few weeks, Sue and Tommy continued their liaisons. There was no longer any hesitation on Sue's part. Somehow, she had rationalized that since they were not actually having "sex" it was okay. However, she knew in her heart that there was no difference.
Sue continued to teach Tommy what a woman liked and what a woman needed. It was part of her rationalization. She could make him a better lover for his wife someday. She showed him how to caress and suck her breasts. She pointed out her sensitive spots, all the places that most men miss. Little places like behind the knee or the crook of her arm. She taught him that sometimes women like it a little rough but most of the time they wanted a tender and considerate lover.
While some of it was confusing to Tommy, he was a very willing pupil. He was anxious to learn everything there was to know about what turned his mom on. He would refuse her nothing as he was now desperately in love with her.
Sue wasn't blind and could see the love in his eyes. It was also obvious that he wanted to go all the way with her. In her mind, that was still out of bounds. However, she knew that she was only deluding herself and that they were far beyond the boundaries with their relationship.
A few weeks after they began their oral exploration, Sue and Tommy had one of their evening dates. They decided to stay home and relax. Sue had had a very difficult week at work when several important people resigned. She had been upset and tense all week, deferring any sexual activity until the end of the week
Tommy had been understanding and patient but he was mad with desire by the time the week ended. He had a plan tonight. This was the night, he thought. He couldn't wait any longer.
Tommy got things ready while Sue took a bath. He had set up a game of Scrabble on the floor and put a bottle of Sue's favorite wine on ice. He was sitting on the floor when Sue came down. He saw that she had decided not to get dressed, preferring to wear a long soft terry cloth robe to cover her otherwise naked body. Her hair was still damp from the shower as she walked into the room.
As Tommy looked at his mother, his heart skipped a beat. It was as if he were seeing her for the first time. For some reason, she looked incredibly beautiful tonight with no make up or sexy clothes on and her hair still wet from the shower.
Sue was still tired and tense but she was looking forward to their quiet evening.
It was a very dangerous environment for a woman that had refused to consummate her incestuous relationship with her son.
She and Tommy played several games of Scrabble as they talked and laughed. Sue felt the tension draining from her. No matter how tough it got outside, she always had Tommy to give her comfort.
As she sat on the floor, she watched her son. He was growing up quickly. Soon he would be a man with children of his own. Sue sighed and pictured Tommy as a father, playing with his kids. She was certain that he would be a good father and husband. Her heart swelled with pride and love.
"Uh... Mom, it's your turn," Tommy said.
"Oh... I'm sorry. I was a million miles away. I think I've had enough for tonight."
"Okay. What about a shoulder massage?"
"That would be wonderful."
Tommy moved the Scrabble board out of the way and got on his knees behind his mother. He placed his strong hands on her shoulder muscles and started to squeeze. "Wow, you are tense."
"Mmmmm. I know. That feels so good sweetie," Sue said relaxing into his strong hands.
"Let me get to the skin," Tommy said, pushing the soft robe down until her shoulders were bare. Even her shoulders are sexy, Tommy thought as his hands went to work on her again.
"Oh Tommy that's wonderful."
Soon Sue felt so relaxed that she felt like she could almost go to sleep. As she swayed slightly back and forth, she felt Tommy's hands move across her shoulders and down toward her chest. She smiled as she felt him gradually move his fingers to the upper swells of her breasts. She leaned back into him and let him have her breasts.
Tommy wasted no time in capturing both breasts in his hands. He looked over her shoulder and watched as he massaged her chest as he had done her shoulders. However, there were no tense muscles there, only warm and pliant flesh.
Sue moaned as he squeezed and massaged her breasts with his experienced fingers. She felt him take the nipples between his fingers and squeeze firmly. Then he pulled them up, lifting her heavy orbs. A little whimper escaped her lips and she moved her chest upward, following his fingers. Sue's nipples were always very sensitive and had a direct line to her groin. She squeezed her legs together as little shock waves rushed down her body.
After a few minutes, Tommy got up and turned off all but one soft light. Then he brought some pillows down from the sofa. He put his arm around his mom and pulled her down to lay with him. Her still uncovered breasts pressed to his chest as he pulled her close. At the perfect time, Tommy turned to his mom and brought his lips to hers. It was the first of many passionate kisses.
The body heat of the two began to climb rapidly as their kisses grew in intensity. It seemed so natural when Tommy opened the belt on her robe and pushed it down to reveal the soft curves of her body. Tommy stared in wonder. It seemed that each time he saw her naked, she looked more beautiful.
Tommy began to pull all of his mother's sexual strings. She had taught him well, leaving her no defenses. He kissed her lips softly, moving up her neck and bringing chills to her warm body. Then his tongue touched her ear, circling it and leaving a wet trail behind.
"I love you Mom," Tommy whispered then began to kiss back down her neck. Moving slowly down, his tongue following the contours of her body until he reached the swells of her breasts. He placed gentle kisses across the smooth surface until he reached the nipple and then sucked one and then the other into his mouth. He used his fingers to tweak one nipple as his tongue licked the other.
Sue was a moaning mass of quivering flesh by the time Tommy got to the soft skin of her belly.
Tommy knelt between her legs and lifted them onto his shoulders. He slowly bent to her center, kissing her soft and quivering thighs as he went. He teased her, denying her his mouth to the place she wanted it most. Up and down her legs he moved, even taking her toes into his mouth and sucking them. He knew that he was teasing his mother to the brink of her endurance.
Finally, he spread her legs as wide as possible and paused, looking down at her pulsing sex. He could tell that she had just shaved herself. Her pubic mound was smooth and soft. Tommy's mouth practically drooled. With a little whine, he bent his head to her center.
"Oh Jesus Tommy, oh God, oh God," Sue moaned as she felt his tongue move up and down the smooth outer lips. He even pushed his tongue into the crease on each side, licking the sensitive flesh. His tongue worked around her swollen lips, barely touching them.
Tommy pulled back and smiled at his mother. He saw her eyes hooded over in denied pleasure. He reached down and gently opened her lips, exposing the now throbbing clit. He lowered his head and blew warm air on the little nub, watching it quiver with need.
"Oh God Tommy, please," Sue begged.
Tommy didn't answer. Instead, he pushed her legs up to her chest, exposing her entire groin to him. He could see her tiny rear hole almost winking at him. His mom had never taught him anything about that place. Suddenly, he felt the need to kiss it. His head bent quickly, before she could stop him and kissed the little hole, feeling it pulse under his lips.
"Oh my God Tommy," Sue almost screamed as she felt his tongue on her back passage, tickling her. "Tommy, Tommy, what are you doing?" she gasped.
If Tommy even heard her, he paid no attention. His tongue licked around the hole, teasing the sensitive skin and felt it quiver. Then suddenly, he pushed it inside.
"Tommmmmmmmmmy!!!!" Sue's hips bucked up into Tommy's mouth as his tongue stretched her back passage. She had never felt anything like it. It was so nasty but oh so exciting. "Oh God, oh God, oh God."
Tommy was proud of himself. He had found something his mother hadn't taught him. His penis throbbed almost painfully in his shorts as he moved his tongue in and out of her rear hole. His saliva drooled down and around his mother's stretched hole. Tommy found that he loved the feel of her little hole and promised to come back there at a later time. However, right now he had other plans.
When Tommy had his mother totally mad with passion and desperate for him to do something to her, he bent over her and whispered. "Mom, can I just touch your pussy with my cock?"
"Oh Tommy, I... I... oh God, please, oh I don't know. I can't think," she responded, almost incoherent.
Tommy took that as a yes and quickly stripped his clothes off. He stood for a moment over his mother, letting her see his excitement. His penis was dripping juice and the shaft was bouncing up and down with his rapid heartbeat. He wrapped his hand around it and slowly moved his fist across the length of it. His other hand cupped his balls, almost offering them to her.
"Oh Tommy!" his mother moaned as she watched his wanton display.
Tommy moved to kneel between his mother's legs before she could protest. Leaning forward on one hand, he used the other to push the swollen head of his penis down to touch his mother's dripping sex lips. Next, he gently mixed his own leaking juice with his mother's, moving the head in a circular motion. Then he moved it up and down between the lips, teasing both his sensitive head and her swollen lips. When he felt the head touch her swollen clit, he paused, circling the soft skin of his penis head on her center of pleasure.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Sue moaned.
Then Tommy slowly slid his penis down and almost imperceptibly inserted the head between her lips.
"Oh Tommy, no," Sue said, placing her hands on his hips to prevent him from moving further in. She was gasping for breath, her arms shaking from excitement as she tried weakly to hold him back with the last vestiges of control.
Neither his mother's tone of voice nor her hands seemed to be forceful enough to invoke the "stop" rule. Tommy reasoned that she had not actually used the word "stop," so he continued moving forward, ever so slowly. He looked down to the point where their bodies met and saw that the head was now completely inside his mother's body. Her beautiful smooth lips were stretched around his shaft. He felt the head expand and throb inside of her. In reaction, his mom's hole quivered and squeezed him tight.
Sue was moaning and moving her head back and forth slowly, as if to say "no", but no words came from her mouth. Her hands, which had been holding him back, seemed to be easing the pressure on his hips.
Tommy took a risk and pushed slightly forward, inserting another inch into her. Suddenly, Tommy felt like he was going to cum and spoil everything. He needed to concentrate on something else, as his mother had taught him, until the desire to climax lessened. He used his hand to squeeze hard at the base of his penis and then he held very still for a while, thinking about football, baseball, anything but sex. When the threat passed, he pushed a little harder, forcing another inch into his mother. He could feel the warm confines of his mother's vagina caressing and massaging him like a soft, wet glove.
Sue opened her eyes and looked into Tommy's. There was an electrical charge running between them, starting at their joined parts and moving up their bodies.
In his mother's burning eyes, he could see an incredible look of love. In that instant he knew how love and sex fit together.
It was impossible for Sue to hold her eyes open for long as ripples of pleasure rushed through her. "No, no, no, no," she whispered but made no move to stop her son.
Tommy removed his hand from the base of his penis and placed it on the other side of his almost delirious mother. He was now supporting himself on his hands and toes; the only connection between the two was their sexual parts. His penis was now several inches inside her. Nothing they had done had ever prepared him for the feeling of her soft insides. It was tight, warm and wet. He could feel his mother's insides quivering; the soft folds of skin rippling up and down his shaft.
When Tommy didn't move to enter her further, Sue opened her eyes. She saw Tommy still staring back down at her. The only sounds in the room were from the clock on the wall and their pounding hearts. Sue knew that this was the moment. There would be no going back; if she didn't stop him now, she could never deny him again. They would become real lovers--mother and son.
Sue's vagina gave an involuntary squeeze around her son's penis. She tried to control the desire to thrust her hips up at him. Still, her hips began to make little movements, almost quivering.
Tommy waited. He wanted his mom to accept him into her body. He never wanted her to look back and think that he had forced himself on her. The moments ticked by, mother and son, eye to eye, their bodies connected at one strategic point.
"Oh Tommy, please," Sue begged in a whisper, her eyes almost rolling back in her head.
"Please what?" Tommy asked, wanting to hear her say it.
"Please, please," Sue begged again, her mind in an emotional turmoil. She knew what he wanted but she didn't want to say it. It was wrong, so wrong.
Tommy took another risk and pulled his penis partially out, like he was going to remove it completely. Sue immediately grabbed his hips and held him still, his penis only just inside her body.
"What do you want Mom?" Tommy asked, again forcing her to make a decision.
"I... I... oh God Tommy! I want... oh Jesus... I want you to FUCK ME!" she finally said.
"Are you sure?" Tommy asked, knowing that he couldn't stop now even if she said no.
"Oh yes! Please FUCK ME!"
Tommy smiled, he had won this emotional battle, and now he could claim the prize. He slowly forced his weight down, pushing himself inch by inch into his mother's body. He heard her moan as he slid deep into her until his balls touched the soft skin of her buttocks. His body pressed down on her, feeling her burning body against his.
Sue's hips began to buck up in spasm as her arms went around her son's neck. Her mouth went to his shoulder and she bit down, cutting off a scream of pleasure. It had been so long since she had felt a man inside her. However, this wasn't just any man. This was her son. She was fucking her own son! her mind screamed.
Tommy was fighting for control and again had to call on all his strength to hold back his climax. He had never felt anything so wonderful. His mother's warm hole caressed the length of him like a velvet glove.
He held himself deep as he looked at her beautiful face. Then he brought his lips to hers in an emotional kiss. His tongue went deep into her mouth as his shaft had gone deep into her welcoming hole. He could feel her soft breasts pressing into his chest, heaving with her labored breathing. Their bodies were connected from top to bottom.
He pulled his lips from hers and said, "I am going to fuck you now, Mom. I have my cock deep in your beautiful body. I am going to fuck you until you cum over and over. I want to feel that tight pussy squeezing my cock like a vise, squeezing all the cum out of me. Are you ready, are you ready for me to fuck you?"
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard. I need it! I need your cock deep in me! Fuck me! Make me cum all over that wonderful cock of yours!" All of Sue's control was gone. She was lost in sexual delirium.
That's what Tommy was waiting to hear. He pulled back slowly, hesitating for just a second, and then he rapidly plunged into her.
Sue screamed; she felt like her mind had lost all control of her body. She was rapidly spiraling into a climax. She was fucking her son; they were now real lovers. The wet slapping sounds echoed in the quiet room.
From somewhere, Tommy found new staying power and used it to drive his mother crazy with desire. He was like a machine, his hips moving up and down in a blur. Time and again, he plunged deep into her, spattering her juice over his balls and thighs. His balls were now making a loud slapping sound as they hit the cheeks of her buttocks.
Sue looked up at her son just before she lost all control and said, "Oh God, I love you." Then she closed her eyes and her body trembled. Suddenly, fire works started to go off in her head. She barely heard Tommy's words of love as a climax roared through her, sending her into convulsions of pleasure.
"I love you," Tommy responded with his last breath before he reached his peak and began to release everything he had into his mother. Squirt after squirt poured from him and into her, filling the tight hole to overflow. He could feel his mother's body tense as wave after wave of ecstasy took her to a place she had never been before. Her legs locked around his back holding him a prisoner deep within her body. His life giving sperm continued to surge into the depths of her womb.
Finally, Tommy collapsed onto his mother and then rolled to the side, his shrunken penis slipping out, trailing sperm across her thigh. He pulled his now limp mother over to him. When he kissed her cheek and she didn't respond, he realized that she had lost consciousness.
Some time later, Sue stirred. "Oh God," she sighed.
Tommy heard her words and worried that she was sorry about what had happened.
Sue pulled away and got to her feet. She stood above her lover and her son, looking down with undisguised love.
Tommy looked back, reading her thoughts. He could see that she was not upset.
How could this be so wrong? she thought.
Tommy eyes traveled down his mother's gorgeous body. They stopped when he saw something in the soft room light that caused his penis to stir anew. His sperm had begun to drip out of her saturated hole and run down her thigh.
Sue did nothing to stop it, she loved the feeling; it was the evidence of their love pouring from her satisfied body. Sue smiled down at Tommy then held out her hand. She led him upstairs to her bed.
By the time they got to the bedroom, Tommy was hard again. Sue lay back on the bed and opened her arms and legs to her son. Effortlessly his penis slid into her saturated hole and his hips began to move again.



The rest of the night was a blur of sexual frenzy. Tommy's youth wore his mother out. He took her three more times that night, bringing her to the brink of exhaustion and ultimate satisfaction.
Chapter 12
When Tommy awoke the following morning, the bed beside him was empty. He looked at the clock and saw that it was ten AM. He crawled out of bed and found a pair of shorts to put on and then went downstairs. As he walked into the kitchen, he saw his mother standing at the stove fixing breakfast with a spatula in her hand and looking out the window. The light from the window silhouetted her body under the thin housedress. Tommy stood and admired his mother's form, feeling excitement begin to grow.
Sue's mind was awash in turmoil again. There was no doubt that she loved her son like a man. In truth, she had no regrets about what had happened. However, she knew that it was going to be difficult for them. The future was very uncertain. Where would they go from here? How would they keep their relationship secret? What if somebody found out? It was all so complicated.
Tommy walked up behind his mother and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her neck and squeezing her tight.
Sue reached up and touched Tommy's arms lovingly then bent and kissed the back of his hand. A wave of love overcame her as tears began to fall.
Tommy heard his mother sniffle and turned her around. "What's wrong, Mom?"
"Nothing," she said, smiling through her tears. "I love you."
Their lips came together in a tender kiss. Slowly as their tongues dueled, the passion grew. When Tommy pulled back, there was a fire in his eyes again. He stared into his mother's eyes and brought his hands to her housedress. Suddenly, with a mighty tug, Tommy ripped the front of the dress down the middle, shooting buttons all over the kitchen.
Sue screamed in surprise.
Tommy pushed the ruined dress off his mother's shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Then he pulled her over to the kitchen table and pushed her back until she was sitting on it. He pulled up a chair and sat between her legs.
"Oh God Tommy, what are you doing?" Sue gasped but didn't fight him when he pushed her to her back.
"Having breakfast," Tommy answered as his mouth covered her vagina. He ate her like a madman. His lips and tongue were everywhere he could reach. He ignored his mother's cries of pleasure as she climaxed over and over. Finally, when his jaw tired, he pushed her legs into the air and entered her.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" she screamed as his long shaft went to the bottom of her still saturated hole in one thrust.
As he pounded into his mother, the table squeaked and moved across the floor, threatening to collapse. After having so many climaxes last night, Tommy knew that he could go on for a long time. Which he did, bringing her to climax after climax.
Just when Sue thought he was done and would climax, he picked her up and held her to his groin like a doll. She held on tight to his neck as he walked her around the room, continuously moving in and out of her. He took her on the sink, the counter, against the refrigerator and eventually on the floor. They knocked over chairs and rattled china in the cabinets.
Sue was almost relieved when he said he was going to cum. Her poor body could barely take any more. When he cried out that he was going to cum, she pulled him tight to her, her legs wrapping around his waist and let him climax into her body once more.
Sue couldn't deny it any longer. She was in love with her own son. There was no going back so she decided that the future would take care of itself. Through all of the uncertainty there was one thing for sure, their love. It would see them through.
Chapter 13
The sexual relationship between Sue and Tommy continued and even accelerated over the next several months. Tommy was almost insatiable. It was as if he were trying to make up for the high school years. The two of them had had sex almost everywhere possible, and in every position. However, there was one thing that they hadn't done, but Tommy was afraid to ask.
On Tommy's nineteenth birthday, Sue wanted to do something special for him. She prepared his favorite meal and had them both dress for dinner. Tommy complained about having to put on a suit but as usual did what his mother asked.
When dinner was over and the dishes left on the table, Sue and Tommy went into the living room. Sue put on some slow music and took Tommy into her arms.
As they danced, Tommy caressed his mother's buttocks through her satin dress. Tommy loved the way she looked in this dress. It emphasized her ass to perfection. It was skin tight and short, with a split all the way up to her hip. He knew that she wasn't wearing panties because they would be visible. Besides, she rarely wore underwear anymore. It only got in the way of their frequent bouts of sex.
Sue kissed her son's neck and let him caress her buttocks. Then she whispered into his ear, "You like my ass don't you?"
"God yes," he responded, squeezing her firm but soft cheeks for emphasis.
"Do you want it?"
Tommy pulled back from his mother with a questioning look on his face. "What?" He could see that his mother's eyes were burning with lust.
"I'm a virgin back there."
It took Tommy a second to realize what she was saying. "You mean... you mean fuck you there?" he asked incredulously.
"Yes! I want to give my ass to you. It's my special present for your birthday. Of course if you don't want to..."
"No... I mean yes... oh God Mom, are you serious?"
Sue kissed Tommy's lips then took his hand. She led him up the stairs and into their bedroom. She let Tommy sit on the bed then turned around for him to unzip her dress.
Tommy's hands were shaking as he slowly lowered the zipper. He could see his mother's smooth back as the dress opened. The zipper went all the way to the top of her buttocks.
Sue shrugged the dress off, letting it fall to her feet, leaving her naked but for a pair of high heels and silk thigh high nylons. She stood with her back to him, letting him see her naked form. Then she looked over her shoulder and smiled, saying, "Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" She leaned slightly forward and reached back, spreading her cheeks.
"Oh God," was all Tommy could say as he saw his mother spread her buttocks obscenely in front of him.
"Get your clothes off," she said and turned around to help him strip. Soon, they were lying on the bed naked and in an embrace.
Sue turned over on her back and grabbed a couple of pillows, putting them under her buttocks. When she was situated on her back with her thighs spread, she motioned to Tommy to get between her legs.
Tommy hurried to comply. When he was kneeling between her raised thighs she looked into his eyes and said, "Put your cock in my pussy first and get it wet. Then fuck my ass."
Tommy almost climaxed right then. With shaking hands, he fitted his penis between his mother's wet lips. A moan escaped both of them as he pushed into her. Her tight hole felt so good that he couldn't imagine anything better.
After Tommy had thrust into her a few times, Sue pushed him back. Then she placed her legs on his shoulders and lifted up until her rear hole was exposed. Her hands were trembling as she reached down and pulled her cheeks apart. "Put it in," she hissed excitedly.
Tommy's aimed the large head of his penis at her tiny brown hole. He couldn't imagine how it could fit into such a small place. Slowly he pushed forward. He heard his mother groan and he stopped to look at her face.
Her eyes were closed tight but she said, "Go ahead."
With his hands on her thighs, Tommy pulled her toward him and pushed at the same time. "Ahhhh!" he groaned as the head of his penis slipped inside his mother's tight little hole. The ring snapped shut, squeezing the head in a vise.
"Wait, wait," Sue breathed, letting her rear passage get used to the large head. After a few excruciating seconds for Tommy, she said, "Okay, fuck me."
Tommy pushed again and watched in amazement as his rod disappeared into his mother's body. Inch by inch it moved until his entire penis was surrounded by her warm insides. The feeling was incredible. It was soft, hot and tight like her vagina but different. It squeezed every inch of his shaft, from the base to the tip.
"Fuck meeeee!" Sue pleaded.
Almost reluctantly, Tommy began to move, pulling his penis almost all the way out before pushing back in. "Oh God," he moaned as her smooth hole sucked him inside. Tommy began to move faster.
"That's it, that's it, fuck me lover. Fuck your mother's asssssss!" Sue screamed as she built toward a climax. She reached down and began to rub her clit. "Oh God baby, I'm going to cum. Oh yes, oh yes," she hissed as her hole tightened around Tommy's shaft.
"Oh Jesus Mom," Tommy moaned as he felt her body began to convulse. "I'm going to cum too," he moaned. He pushed into her hole as deeply as possible and froze.
Sue felt his penis quiver inside her ass. She was amazed that she could actually feel him begin to cum. That intensified her building climax.
Both of them screamed in pleasure as Tommy filled his mother's rear hole with his seed.
Chapter 14
Two years later...
The next two years were the happiest time in Sue's life. Her job was great, her lover and son was even better. They were truly friends and lovers. Their relationship had progressed to the point where Tommy had moved into his mother's bedroom but kept clothes in a spare room for show. They slept every night together and their sexual relationship had become even more intense. It was hard to tell whose desire was greatest. Tommy was still insatiable but Sue kept up with him.
Tommy was doing well in school and had decided to major in engineering. He was a taller, stronger, and even more handsome young man now. His experiences with his mom had made him much more mature then other boys his age.
There was only one problem with their happy life and Sue wanted to correct that. However, she wasn't sure how to approach it. She had been thinking about it for months and had finally gotten up enough nerve to bring it out in the open.
Tommy sensed that it was going to be a special night tonight. He and his mom were going to a show and then back home for dinner. That wasn't unusual. However, he could see a light in his mother's eyes and that always meant something special was going to happen.
As usual, Tommy was waiting downstairs for his mom. When she came down, she was wearing a tight black evening dress that was short on her thighs and very low cut. She had a string of pearls around her neck that Tommy had given her last week for her 39th birthday.
"Sorry I'm late sweetie," she smiled as she passed.
Tommy grabbed her arm and turned her back to him. He leaned to her ear, as if someone could hear, and whispered, "Mom, would you take your panties off for me?"
She looked at him in surprise but quickly reached up under her dress and stripped her panties down her legs and over her high heels. Smiling at her son, she handed them to him. She watched in amusement as he folded the panties and placed them in his vest pocket, and then fluffed them up.
"Thanks Mom, now my outfit is complete." Tommy smiled devilishly.
"You never cease to amaze me lover," Sue said, kissing his cheek.
The play was entertaining and went by fast. However, Tommy noticed that his mother seemed anxious about something. She was fidgeting in her seat. He thought it might be excitement about the night ahead. After all, she had put off sex with him for a week, saying that it was her "time of the month." Tommy didn't understand that because he thought she had just had her period a few weeks ago. However, he shrugged it off. What do guys know about that stuff, he thought.
Sue had prepared everything in advance. The dining room table was set, with candles on the table, wine chilled, and the food ready to be heated and served. They remained dressed for the dinner.
"Mom, dinner was perfect. Thank you," Tommy said sincerely, lifting his glass of wine for a toast.
Sue brought her glass to his. "You're welcome Tommy," Sue said, looking nervous, like she had something to say.
"What's wrong Mom?" Tommy asked concerned.
"Tommy, I have something to ask you. I am not sure how to say this." Sue hesitated for a minute then continued. "You know that I've always wanted more children."
"I know Mom. I feel bad about that."
"I'm 39 and my biological clock is ticking away. We've made a commitment to each other so there isn't likely to be another man in my life or a woman in yours. I had hoped that I would eventually meet someone and marry again so that I could have the children that I always wanted. The problem is, I fell in love with my own son and I don't want anyone else."
"I know how you feel." The thought had crossed Tommy's mind as well. However, he was looking at it more from his perspective because he wanted children as well but he couldn't imagine anyone else in his life either. They were stuck in a paradox and there seemed to be no solution.
"I know that I'm not saying this right so let me give you this and then maybe you will understand," Sue said, handing him a wrapped package.
Tommy took the package with a look of confusion on his face. The package was small, about the size of a music CD. With trembling hands, Tommy opened it up, having no idea what to expect. When he had opened the package, he held the contents in his hand curiously. He had a totally dumbfounded expression on his face. He looked up at his mother and shrugged his shoulders in confusion.
Sue didn't say a word. She just waited.
Tommy looked at what he held in his hand. It was a circular package of pills. There were 30 spaces for pills, indicating that one should be taken each day. However, all were gone except the last seven pills. Suddenly, Tommy looked at his mom with a startled expression on his face. "Uh... what... you..." Tommy stuttered, his mouth hanging open.
Sue reached across the table and took his hand. "Yes Tommy, they are my birth control pills and yes, I haven't taken them for the past seven days. That's why I've haven't let you have me all week."
"But, I, I don't understand. You can't be thinking that we..."
"Let me try to explain," Sue interrupted. "I've done a lot of research over the past six months and have found that the rate of problems for children born of an incestuous relationship is really very small," she said pausing to let Tommy absorb what she was saying.
"My God Mom, are you serious?" Tommy asked. He couldn't believe what his mother was asking him.
"Yes."
"Oh my God... you... you want a baby and you want me to be the father?"
"Yes Tommy, I want you to make me pregnant. I want to have your child," Sue said and paused for a long moment. "Tommy, before you answer, you have to know that this is a difficult thing for us. There are all kinds of potential problems. Even though we don't have family who live nearby, that is still a concern. In addition, there is my job and your college. There are all kinds of questions that I don't have answers for. However, I'm willing to take the risks. But, it's up to you. If you don't want this, you can just hand the pills back to me. If you want me to have your child, throw the pills in the trash can."
Tommy practically leaped from his chair and tossed the pills in the trashcan. He hurried back to the table and pulled his mother to her feet. She now had tears streaming down her cheeks. Mother and son kissed tenderly, holding each other tight.
Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his mom and went down to one knee.
"Mom, I know this is silly and that we can never really be married but my love and commitment to you is as strong as any marriage has ever been. I would love to father your child," Tommy said, tears streaming down his cheeks.
Sue pulled her son to his feet and looked into his eyes. "Oh God Tommy, are you sure you know what you're saying?"
"Mom, I love you more than I thought I could ever love anyone. You are everything to me and I would do anything for you. I want this. I want you to have my baby."
Mother and son brought their lips together in the sweetest kiss they had ever had.
Tommy picked his mother up in his arms and silently carried her to their bed. He laid her down and quickly stripped and then he crawled onto the bed next to her. Kissing her lips, he slowly slipped the straps of her dress down her arms until her breasts were bare. He worked his lips down her neck to her heaving chest. He sucked one nipple and then the other into his mouth, bringing a moan from his mother. Then he turned until his head was between her legs and his penis was close to her mouth. He heard his mother moan as she took him in her mouth. His lips covered her hole and he began to suck. They worked each other to a fervor before stopping to strip Sue's clothes off.
Tommy pushed his mother back on the bed, took a pillow, and placed it under her hips. He knew that this would get the deepest penetration. He knelt between her legs, his hard penis pulsing above his mom's waiting hole. Their eyes locked together.
"Tell me Mom, tell me what you want," Tommy said holding his swollen head near her equally excited hole.
"Please Tommy, fuck your mother. I want that big cock deep in my fertile pussy. I want you to give your mother a baby! Fuck me, please," Sue whined as she reached down and spread her juicy lips. "Look at how ready I am for you. Can you see the juice running out of me? I want your potent sperm running out of my pussy all night."
"Oh God Mom," Tommy moaned, excited by her nasty words.
Tommy brought his penis to her wet and open hole. Slowly he placed the head into the entrance. Both mother and son moaned as he slid deeply into her. The sensation felt so much greater because of what they were going to do; he was going to make his own mother pregnant. It was the greatest taboo of all.
Sue felt Tommy begin to move in and out of her in a slow, steady motion, taking his time, building the heat and excitement. She wrapped her legs around her son and pushed into him. When he touched bottom it brought another moan from both of them.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard. I need it so bad, please fuck me," Sue gasped.
Tommy began to pound into his mother like never before. Sweat began to drip off of him as he worked his penis rapidly in and out of her. He could feel his her juice splashing all over his balls, dripping down to the sheets. The pounding went on and on. Neither one of them could get enough of the other.
"I'm getting close Mom. Can I cum in you?"
"Yes, yes, I'm close, keep fucking me. Oh God, oh God, I'm cummmmiiiiinnnngggg," Sue screamed pushing her hips up to meet her son.
"Here it comes Mom, here it comes, take it, take all my cum," Tommy responded, feeling the force of his load traveling down the shaft and into his mother's body. Shot after shot of potent sperm flowed from Tommy into his mother. Both were moaning and shaking as their mutual climax flowed from one body to the other.
Finally, Tommy collapsed in exhaustion on top of his mother. Their lips met in a final kiss as they fell off to sleep. Inside his mother, Tommy's sperm was beginning the journey that would change their lives forever.
They had finally crossed the line.
THE END
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Chapter 1
It was after 11 PM and Kevin Wentworth was in his mother's closet again, searching in her hamper for her worn panties. His panty fetish started years ago and while he knew that it was wrong, he came back again and again. Tonight, his mother was out on a date so he thought he had time.
Kevin certainly liked girls his own age, but he had discovered that he could get a special feeling by masturbating with his mother's panties. Often, while he was in there, he would encase himself in her clothes. He loved the soft feeling and the sweet smell of her perfume.
The truth was that Kevin was in love with his mother. She was beautiful, sexy and all the wonderful things he dreamed about in a woman. Lately, his fantasies had become more graphic and specific. He would dream that he was in bed with her and they were naked. He would be doing things to her to please her; things a son should never even think of doing with his mother. He would wake up in the middle of the night and have to masturbate before he could go back to sleep. Now, the fantasies were coming more often and even during the day. He found it hard to pay attention in school because his mind would drift off and he would see her beautiful face, her great body, and her soft hair. He would be naked as she crawled into bed with him, her hot body pressed to his. He would be miles away when the teacher would call on him. As a result, his grades had started to slip. It was fortunate that he would be graduating soon.
As much as Kevin tried to focus on other girls, he kept coming back to his mother. On this fateful day, Kevin had just found a pair of her panties when suddenly, the bedroom door opened and his mother walked into the room, followed by a man. Kevin quickly pulled the louvered closet door closed.
"Shhhhh, my son's sleeping," Kathy said as she led her date until they were standing in front of the closed closet door. She staggered slightly as she lifted one leg at a time to take her heels off and flip them into the corner.
Kevin was petrified of being caught in his mother's closet; she would think he was a pervert. He stood silent, peeping through the opening, spying on his mother like he had done on so many occasions. However, this time it was very different. She had someone with her. He watched as the stranger pulled his mother into his arms and kissed her. His hands slid down to her shapely buttocks, his fingers squeezing the soft flesh.
As Kevin watched, the stranger fondled his mother's ass, and kissed her passionately. Suddenly, Kevin could feel his fear turn to anger; anger that some strange guy was holding the woman he dreamed about. Then, his eyes grew wide as the man's hands went to the back hem of her dress and slowly pulled it up. Now, a third emotion gripped him and it was the strongest one. He felt excitement coursing through him like he did when he smelled her panties.
"God baby, you have a great ass," the man said as his hands continued to squeeze Kathy's buttocks. Then their lips went together again and their hips began to grind into each other.
Kevin could see her silky panties riding between the cheeks, as the man fondled the soft flesh of her ass. Red finger marks from the stranger's hands glowed on the white globes of her ass.
Suddenly, Kathy pushed the man back and went to her knees in front of him. She pulled his zipper down and reached in to fish his penis out into the open.
Kevin gasped as he stared at the long tool his mother held in front of her. She's not going to suck it! Kevin's mind almost screamed. He couldn't believe that his beautiful mother was going to take this strange man's penis into her mouth. Sure, Kevin had fantasized about it on many occasions but this was different. In spite of his shock, Kevin felt his own penis harden in his pants. How he longed to be the stranger.
Kathy opened her mouth and sucked the head inside. She moaned around the shaft as her tongue licked the head.
"That's it baby, suck me," the stranger moaned.
Kathy pulled the swollen head from her mouth and stared at the pulsing tool in her hand. A large drop of clear liquid bubbled out of the head and began to drip. Kathy stuck out her tongue and lapped up the juice, and then following it with her lips to the swollen head again. A little moan escaped her lips as her head began to move back and forth.
Kathy loved oral sex. She had given her first blow job when she was much younger and there had been many others since. Then there was that party when she drank alcohol for the first time. How many boys were there? Three... no four. She wouldn't let them have intercourse with her; but, she sucked them all off-one twice. The boys loved it. However, Kathy did it for herself, almost craving their hot sperm.
Kathy worked on the head as her hand continued to move up and down the shaft. It had been a long month since she had had a man and she was bursting with need to have him inside her. Yet, she didn't want to take the sweet rod out of her mouth.
Quentin was about Kathy's age and looked to be in great shape. Mutual friends had introduced them at a party. Kathy didn't normally bring men home on the first date but it had been so long since she had a man and she had drunk a little too much.
As Kathy sucked his penis, she thought of Kevin and what he would think of her right now; his sweet mother on her knees sucking cock. A shiver raced through her and she sucked harder. She wanted to screw her new lover but she also wanted his sperm. She almost craved the taste. Sometimes she thought there was something strange about her. In fact, some of her dates agreed. She would suck them and drink their sperm like it was a fine wine. She needed to taste it tonight.
Kathy moaned deep in her throat as she made her decision and began to jerk him off.
While Kevin resented the man with his mother, he also envied him. He knew that his mom had been on plenty of dates before and, in fact, would bring some of them home. However, he didn't get to see many of them, because he knew that she liked to keep him from knowing when she was with men.
Unless they were going to be in her life for a while, Kathy figured it was better if Kevin didn't know them. She also knew that Kevin was very protective of her. He had been the only man in the house since she had divorced Rick, when Kevin was six years old. Rick wasn't Kevin's father though. Kevin had never seen his real father.
Kathy had become pregnant very young and still in high school. Her parents told her to have an abortion, but she refused. While she believed in a woman's right to choose, even at her young age, she knew that it wasn't right for her. No, she would have her baby, no matter what the consequences. Her parents sent her to live with an Aunt in Texas.
After Kevin was born, Kathy decided to stay with her aunt and finish high school. By the time she reached the age of twenty-five, she had a baby, been married, and then divorced. During most of that time, she struggled to make ends meet.
Kathy didn't date that often now, but on occasion, she needed a man. She needed a diversion to take her mind off her growing financial problems. She was in debt and didn't know how she was going to pay the bills sometimes..
Quentin was a new diversion. He was handsome and rich.
Kathy didn't make a habit of bringing men she had just met home with her, however, she had had a little too much wine, and she was in need of the touch of a man
Kevin heard the man moan and saw his hands go to his mother's head, pushing the long shaft into her mouth. Then, he could see him tense and his body freeze. He heard his mother respond with a moan as she continued to suck on the head, her hand working up and down the shaft rapidly. Suddenly, Kevin could see his mother swallowing and the stranger's white cum squeezing from her stretched lips. Seconds later, the hard shaft in his mother's mouth began to shrink and slipped from her lips, leaving a string of sticky juice behind. Kevin watched his mother lick her lips and then lick the dripping head, still leaving some of the white cream dripping from her chin.
"Wow, baby, that was awesome. You can suck a cock like nobody I know. I need some of that pussy now," the man said crudely.
Kevin watched his mother walk over and turn the lamp down until there was just a faint glow in the room. His eyes strained as he saw her take off her dress. He saw a brief glimpse of her body and then the stranger blocked his view as he pushed his mother onto the bed. A little moan escaped Kevin's lips as he watched the man pull her panties off and throw them across the room. Then, Kevin saw the man's head drop and his mother's legs go up into the air, followed by a scream. He wanted to rush out of the closet and stop this. However, there was nothing he could do but watch. He saw his mother's legs wrap around the man's neck and her hands grab his head. An involuntary moan escaped his lips. Fortunately, his mother and her lover were far too busy to notice.
"Eat me! Eat me! Oh God, suck my pussy," Kathy screamed and writhed on the bed as her lover's tongue dug deep into her dripping sex. It took only minutes for her to reach a peak, her body lifting off the bed in pleasure. She held Quentin's hair in her fists as her body convulsed.
When Kathy had recovered, she sat up and smiled at her lover. "I need you to fuck me now. Fuck my pussy," she whispered breathlessly.
Kevin's ears were on fire. He had never heard his mother use a dirty word. But now she had asked a total stranger to suck her pussy and now fuck her. Kevin's head began to spin with excitement. Unable to control himself any longer, he reached into his pants and pulled his penis out, slowly pumping it as he watched his mother turn onto her back and spread her legs.
The stranger quickly took a position between Kathy's legs. She grabbed his hard shaft and placed it at the entrance to her vagina. Suddenly, she screamed as the stranger pushed all the way into her body. Her legs wrapped around his waist and her hands grabbed his strong ass cheeks. She humped her hips up at him, taking him even deeper into her body.
From Kevin's position in the closet, he could see the man's penis working in and out of his mother. His large balls slapped on her ass, making a loud noise in the otherwise quiet room. Soon the slapping sound was joined by the grunts and groans of the two lovers. "Fuck me, fuck me, oh God fuck meeeeeee!!!" Kathy screamed, forgetting that Kevin was supposed to be sleeping down the hall.
Minutes later, Kathy moaned again and her body grew tense. Suddenly she went into convulsions as pleasure ripped through her. Almost at the same time the stranger pushed deep into her and froze.
"Oh God baby, I'm cummmmmminnnnnggggg!!!" he moaned as his cum poured into Kathy's willing hole.
Kevin watched his mother and her lover, taking it all in. They were rolling around on the bed; moaning and shaking like dogs having fits. Then, the stranger relaxed, he moaned in exhaustion and then fell heavily onto her body. The room was suddenly quiet, the silence broken only by the couple's heavy breathing.
After a few minutes, the man stirred, lifting up on his hands and falling onto the bed.
Kathy laid spread on the bed, her eyes closed and still breathing heavily. From between her swollen sex lips, large gobs of the stranger's cum began to pour out.
Kevin stared at the white juice bubbling from his mother's vagina. Suddenly, his penis pulsed and he began to squirt his own cum against the closet door.
Much later that night Kevin's mother led her lover downstairs and let him out of the house. She never liked her dates to be there when Kevin got up in the morning.
Kevin took the opportunity to slip out of the closet. However, before he left, he hurried over and picked up the panties lying in the corner. He figured his mother would think her date had taken them. He rushed to his room and jumped into bed, wrapping the soggy cloth around his again pulsing penis. As he stroked himself, he felt that familiar feeling come over him. It was a feeling like nothing he experienced with any other girl. It was an intense feeling of excitement that always followed him spying on his mother-it was excitement that foretold of a tremendous eruption from his swollen balls.
Chapter 2
Over the past couple of years, Kevin had grown into a handsome and strong young man. He had dated plenty of girls in high school and had had sex with quite a few. Yet, although girls were exciting and fun to be with, nothing could come close to the fantasy he held of his mother. The memory of his mother sucking on her boyfriend was burned into his mind forever. While he knew that it was wrong and an impossible dream, he wanted to be the only man in his mother's life. No one else could take care of her or love her the way he could. If he had his way, she would never have to be pawed by strange men again. And, if any tried... well, he could take care of that. He had even convinced his mother to let him take karate lessons so that he could protect her.
Kathy thought that was sweet and had somehow found the money for his classes.
After the episode in the closet, Kevin took every opportunity to spy on his mother. He would see her getting dressed to go out on a date and secretly watch as she put on her panties, bra, and thigh high nylons. Sometimes he would take his penis out and stroke it as he watched. He also took every opportunity to touch her-his hands roaming over her innocently as they hugged. The feel and smell of her was constantly on his mind. There were times that he would sneak into her closet and wrap himself in her sweet smelling and silky clothes. He knew it was juvenile for a boy his age but he couldn't stop himself.
Kathy was aware of Kevin's fascination with her and she knew that he spied on her. However, she thought it was just harmless fantasy and that he would grow out of it. In truth, she felt a little thrill of excitement when she knew that he was peeping on her. Besides, she reasoned, it was good for a boy to love his mother and it didn't hurt her ego any.
Still, sometimes she worried that it had gone too far, for both of them. Kathy noticed that her panties were often missing and knew that Kevin was using them to masturbate; she found the sticky results in the laundry hamper. She was ashamed to admit that on several occasions she used the sticky crotch to masturbate, even going so far as to wear a pair of the soiled panties to work. It occurred to her that she had developed some very un-mother like feelings toward her son.
Those feelings bubbled over one night, not long after Kevin graduated from high school. Kathy had been dating Quentin for about a year. She came home from a date after drinking a little too much and ended up having sex in the car. She was a little bit ashamed that she had sex in her own driveway. She snuggled up next to Kevin on the sofa, leaned into his arm, and fell asleep, her head slowly slipping to his lap in the process.
Eventually, Kathy stirred on her son's lap and turned until her face was pressed against his stomach.
Kevin felt a little shock run through him when he felt his mother's cheek pressing against his crotch. He held her like that, looking down at her beautiful face for a long time. Then his gaze moved down her body to her substantial breasts, almost bursting out of her white blouse. He could see that she wasn't wearing a bra and her nipples were plainly visible. It surprised him that her nipples were hard. His pulse started to race.
With his heart pounding in his chest, Kevin slowly opened several buttons of her blouse. This is crazy! he thought, she could wake up at any second. What's she going to think when she finds her blouse opened halfway to her waist? Still, he slipped another button open. The tight material separated, exposing her breasts, almost to her nipples. Kevin could feel his penis throbbing under the weight of his mother's head as his eyes stared at her soft flesh. When he started to open one more button, his mother moaned and moved slightly, forcing him to pull his hand away quickly. He waited for a little while, his eyes wandering down her body. He was acutely aware of her cheek pressed against his pajama-covered penis. Since he hadn't worn underwear, his pajama bottom was the only thing between her soft cheek and his throbbing penis.
Kathy's feet were on the sofa, her knees leaning against the back, modestly together. This allowed her skirt to slip down to expose an expanse of her silk covered thighs.
Suddenly, Kevin felt her warm breath on his stomach through his tee shirt, sending a chill throughout his body.
Kevin's hand was shaking when he reached over and pulled her skirt further toward her waist. It didn't actually need much help because of the raised position of her knees. The silky material slid down her thighs, to the top of her nylons.
Kathy had dozed off but was awakened when she felt her blouse being opened. She knew she should stop Kevin but her own growing excitement made her hesitate. Underneath her cheek, she could feel his erection and each throb sent an electric shock through her. She was surprised that she was becoming excited so soon after having sex, not to mention that it was her son making it happen.
Kevin's mouth was bone dry as he looked at his mother's exposed thighs. He could see a hint of the soft white flesh above her nylon tops. If she would just move a little bit, he would be able to see her panties.
Suddenly, Kathy moaned and her knees fell open slightly.
"Oh my God," Kevin whispered as he looked between her legs. She didn't have any panties on! He had seen her naked before, but never this close. He could see that she shaved all but a little tuft of pubic hair at the top. The lips of her vagina were swollen and wet. He could actually smell the pungent aroma coming from between her legs. It made his head spin with excitement.
Suddenly, Kevin realized that his mother had recently had sex; there was no mistaking the sticky liquid that was running from between the lips. Kevin's breathing was labored as he stared between his mother's legs. He imagined it was his sperm leaking out of her. While anger and jealousy raged deep inside, he was nonetheless excited. He lifted his hips slightly, pressing his penis to his mother's cheek. She moaned and squirmed in his lap, producing friction on the throbbing shaft. Kevin felt his penis throb and suddenly, almost without warning, it began to pump his hot sperm into his pajama bottoms. He was more than just a little mortified that he hadn't been able to control himself. Yet, there was nothing he could do as throb after throb sent his discharge into his pajamas.
Kathy could feel her son's penis throbbing and knew that he was climaxing. This had gone way beyond acceptable behavior. However, as twisted as her logic was, she had a reason for exposing herself to her son. She rationalized that if Kevin saw that she was having sex with someone, he would realize that it could never be him. The plan began to backfire when her excitement took over. Now, not all the liquid flowing out of her was from her lover.
When Kathy felt Kevin's penis throbbing under her, a little tremor rushed up and down her body, making her shiver with unwanted pleasure. Without thinking, she pressed her head down harder. When she felt his warm discharge against her cheek, she almost gasped aloud. However, instead of pulling away in shock, she gently circled her cheek, as if she were trying to get comfortable, creating a large wet spot on his pajamas. Suddenly, an involuntary shiver went through her. Her swollen sex lips throbbed as an unexpected climax consumed her. She pressed her face to the wet and now sticky material as she bit her lip to prevent a moan from escaping.



Fortunately, Kevin was too far into his own sensual world of pleasure to notice his mother's climax or her very un-mother like actions.
Eventually the day came that Kevin dreaded more than anything that he could possibly imagine-Quentin Randolph asked Kathy to marry him. Kevin knew that it could, and probably would happen someday, but had prayed that it never would. A "yes" from his mother would make his fantasy world come tumbling down around him.
Kathy mulled it over for a long time before deciding that she would say yes. While she knew that Kevin would be devastated, she also knew that it would be the best thing for them. For one thing, she was 33 and wanted another child. Besides, life had been financially difficult and she had no idea where she would get the money for Kevin's college. Quentin had a lot of money and had agreed to pay his tuition.
Quentin figured it was money well spent if he could get the kid out of the house. He didn't like the boy and the less he saw of him the better. Kevin would definitely get in the way of his plans.
There was another reason that Kathy wanted to get married. Since the incident on the sofa, she had begun to have fantasies about Kevin on a regular basis. At first, it started as dreams at night and then, it progressed to daydreams when she was awake. Now she would look at her handsome son and visualize him naked, his long penis hard and pulsing. She would see his shaft pounding into her, bringing her climax after climax. She masturbated frequently with that thought in her mind. She would have been even more shocked had she known that her fantasy mirrored her sons.
In addition to her fantasies, she had a secret little fetish of wearing panties that Kevin had used to masturbate with. It had progressed to the point where she was doing it at least once a week. She chastised herself but still gave in to the incredibly sexy feeling of going to work with the wet crotch rubbing against her swollen lips.
Kevin knew nothing of his mother's fantasies and thought that she knew nothing of his. It was his little secret. She would never be interested in him anyway. He figured her new lover was keeping her satisfied because he would often hear her screaming in pleasure as he lay in bed at night. He masturbated on many occasions to her moans of pleasure, climaxing as she climaxed.
The day Kevin's mother told him that she was going to get married was the worst day of Kevin's life. They were in the living room after dinner when she made the announcement.
One could have heard a pin drop at first and then Kevin screamed, "You can't marry him Mom!"
"Kevin, please. Quentin is a nice man and besides, he has money."
"Mom, Quentin Randolph the 'third'," he said, almost spitting the word third, "is a wealthy jerk who treats you like dirt. Don't let our situation cause you to make a decision you will regret for the rest of your life," Kevin pleaded.
"Kevin, he can take care of us and he's agreed to pay for your college."
"We don't need anybody to take care of us," he answered angrily, tears coming to his eyes. "I can take care of you," he said, sounding like a child. "I won't take any of his blood money anyway. I don't trust him and we don't even know where he gets his money."
Kathy saw the pain in her son's eyes and pulled him to the sofa. Her own eyes filled with tears. "It's for the best Kevin," she repeated as if she were trying to convince herself.
Then Kevin pulled away from his mother rushed out of the house with tears streaming down his cheeks.
Chapter 3
The wedding was painful beyond Kevin's imagination. He sat in the church, trying to appear happy while seething inside. He watched Quentin smile at the guests and act like he was a proud husband. Kevin knew the truth. He only wanted his mother because she looked good on his arm, a trophy wife. He's scum! Kevin screamed inside his head.
After Kathy and Quentin returned from the honeymoon, things settled into a routine. Kevin began college at a local community college, paying his own tuition. He may have had to live in Quentin's house, but he never wanted to owe him a dime. While the two men were relatively courteous to one another, they rarely spoke. However, there were times when Kevin wanted to hit him because of the way he talked to his mother. He seemed to always talk down to her, bossing her around like she was his personal slave.
While Kevin despised the man personally, he also felt there was something strange about his business relationships. He had seen unsavory characters come to the house for "business," and wondered what kind of business he did. In fact, he did a little investigation and found that Quentin owned some kind of import-export company. They seemed to be shipping and receiving stuff from all over the world.
Kevin also wondered about his mother's sex life now. He could hear her moaning at night and wondered if it was in pleasure or pain. They seemed to be happy but he could see subtle changes in his mother. She spoke up less, deferring to him most of the time. She almost seemed afraid of him.
Kevin wasn't afraid of him physically. He had just passed his test as a 4th degree black belt. Besides, Quentin was about five nine and he was six foot one in his stocking feet and out-weighed him by thirty pounds. However, he was a little concerned about his mobster like friends. They appeared to be dangerous.
One evening, Kevin came home unexpectedly and was going to his room when he heard noises. He knew Quentin was home so he figured that his mom and him were at it again. Instead of going to his room, he tiptoed down the hall. Their bedroom door was open. When he looked in, he almost gasped aloud.
Kevin saw his mother on the bed face down, with pillows piled under her stomach. Quentin was on top of her, moving up and down.
At first, Kevin thought they were having regular sex. However, as he watched, he realized that his penis wasn't in her vagina; it was in her rear hole. He stared at the point where their bodies met and could see his penis moving in and out of his mother's ass. He heard her moan again in pleasure. Or, was she in pain. Each time Quentin moved up, his penis almost came out of her ass. Then he would plunge down hard, bringing a grunt from her. At one point, his penis came all the way out, leaving Kathy's rear hole open and pulsing. It looked as big around as a silver dollar. It snapped shut before Quentin pushed his penis into her again.
As Kevin watched, he felt his penis begin to harden in spite of his jealousy. On one hand, he was angry that Quentin was using his mother this way, while on the other, he would have loved to be the one doing it. It was all so confusing to him. His anger, jealousy, and excitement merged, creating emotional turmoil that was driving him to distraction.
"That's it baby, take my cock in your ass. You know you love it. You know you love my long cock up that tight ass." Quentin grunted in pleasure as he continued to pound the tiny hole.
Kathy was whimpering, half in pleasure and half in pain. She was open for just about anything that Quentin wanted to do and let him have her rear hole when he wanted. However, it wouldn't have been so bad if he had been gentle. She knew that she could enjoy it with a little tender loving care. Nonetheless, it was somewhat pleasurable in a strange, almost masochistic way. She found that she was enjoying that role in sex more and more.
As Quentin kept pounding into her, she felt excitement building. Maybe it was a little bit of submissiveness coming out. She was trapped under him, her hips immobilized by the position, and he was holding her arms to the bed. Deep inside, she could feel something happening. She spread her legs and thrust her hips up, forcing him deeper into her bowels.
"Oh God baby, I'm going to cum," Quentin hissed. He plunged in deep and then pulled all the way out. He looked down and saw his wife's hole almost obscenely stretched open. Suddenly, his penis throbbed and began to squirt his cum into the opening, splattering on her spread ass cheeks as well.
Kathy sighed in sexual frustration.
Kevin had seen enough. He rushed out of the house and to his car. After driving around for a while, he went to the gym. Karate had been his salvation for a long time. It gave him an outlet for his anger. However, when he was done smashing boards and cinderblocks, his knuckles were bruised and bloodied, and he didn't feel any better.
When Kevin came home several hours later, he found his mother sitting alone in the dark living room. She was in a silky bathrobe and had a glass of wine in her hand. He stood in the door for a few minutes watching her. Something seemed to be wrong. He walked into the room.
"Where's the asshole," Kevin said before he could stop himself.
"Oh... Kevin, you startled me," Kathy said. Then she smiled at Kevin briefly and turned serious. "He's asleep, but please don't call him that."
"Sorry Mom," Kevin said and sat down next to her. "I just hate the way he treats you."
Normally, Kathy would have defended him but right now, she couldn't. She let Kevin put his arm around her and pull her into his strong chest. She felt very vulnerable at that moment. Then she saw Kevin's knuckles. "What on earth happened," she said, picking up one of his hands.
"Nothing. Just a little too aggressive on the workout."
"Oh Kevin," Kathy said and brought his bruised knuckles to her lips and kissed them gently. Then she looked up into his loving eyes. The only sound in the room was their beating hearts. Slowly, with no words spoken, their lips moved together and they were kissing.
Kevin felt like he was going to pass out. He had never felt anything so wonderful in his life. Her lips were soft and wet, just like he had imagined in a thousand dreams. His tongue entered her mouth and touched hers. Chills went up and down his spine when he felt his mother respond by flicking her tongue against his.
Kathy's head was spinning. This was so wrong her conscience told her, but it felt so good. It had been a long time since someone had kissed her with such tenderness. Somehow, she pried her lips from his, her breath coming in gasps.
"Kevin, stop," she whispered unconvincingly, but turned her head to let him kiss gently down her neck. Then she allowed him to push her back on the sofa, his body lying half on her. She felt his hand slide up the silky material of her robe and slip inside to the hot skin of her stomach.
She had to stop him. This was insane she told herself as her excitement continued to build. Between her legs, her now swollen sex lips began to throb with each beat of her heart. Her little rear hole still pulsed from Quentin's pounding and his cum still dribbled out.
Kevin's lips captured hers again and his hand closed over one heaving breast.
They both moaned.
Kathy felt his strong hand squeezing her soft flesh and his thumb began to move back and forth over the hard nipple. Chills raced up her spine. God, this was her own son she was kissing! she thought. Stop! Stop! her conscience screamed.
When Kevin began to kiss down her neck again and then across her chest to the smooth swells of her breast, she sat up abruptly, almost knocking him onto the floor.
"Kevin, this is crazy," she said. Then she stood up, her robe falling open, exposing both breasts and a hint of the tiny tuff of hair above her vagina. It seemed as if her hands were moving in slow motion as she slowly closed the robe. She looked briefly at Kevin's crotch and then rushed from the room, almost in a run, her silky robe flowing behind her.
Kevin fell back on the sofa and covered his face with his hands. His heart was beating so fast that he thought he could hear it. In one instant, all his dreams had come true and the next, it was over.
Chapter 4
Kevin wasn't surprised that his mother gave him the cold shoulder the next day. He wanted to apologize for what had happened, but he knew that it would have been a lie. He had wanted it to happen and had dreamed about it happening since he was very young. There was no way he could apologize for that. While he knew that it was crazy to be in love with one's own mother, after last night, for the first time, he thought that she might have some of the same feelings for him. The fact that she kissed him back and let him play with her breast, gave him hope. Still, she was married now, so Quentin had her, and he didn't.
As Kevin sat sullenly at the breakfast table, watching his mother move around the kitchen, an idea came to him. Maybe he was trying too hard. He was the one that was jealous. Maybe a little jealousy might not hurt his mom. Suddenly he smiled and finished his coffee. He walked over to his mother, put his arms around her waist from behind, and kissed the nape of her neck. "See you later Mom. I love you," he whispered into her ear.
Before Kathy could say anything, Kevin was on the way out the door. Her mouth opened but nothing came out. She had no idea what to say. Things had gotten out of hand last night. It couldn't happen again. She wouldn't let it. However, she could still feel his lips on her neck and little chills ran down her body, almost making her swoon. She grasped the counter and took a deep breath.
Kevin was whistling as he walked into the college administration office. He was in luck. Sherry Hayward was sitting at her desk.
Sherry smiled at him as he walked over and plopped down in a chair next to her desk.
Kevin liked Sherry. She looked a lot like his mom and was about the same age, with a good shape and a pretty smile. However, where his mom was five foot seven, Sherry was barely over five feet tall. Her diminutive size made her rather large breasts look even larger. She had very short brown hair and pretty freckles across her nose. Kevin made a point of talking to her whenever he could, almost flirting. He knew that she was divorced and without a partner for several months now. He planned to use that to his advantage.
"Hi Ms. Hayward," Kevin said with his most seductive smile.
"Hi Kevin. I told you to call me Sherry."
"Okay, Ms. Sherry," he joked.
She smiled indulgently at his attempt at humor and said, "You're early to class today."
"Yea, I know but I just wanted to talk to you."
"About what?"
"Nothing. I just like talking to pretty women."
It was corn and she knew it. However, it was always nice to get a compliment. "Thank you Kevin," she answered, blushing prettily.
Then, there was a long pause in the conversation and Kevin suddenly felt very nervous. His heart began to race. He looked down at the desk, playing with a pencil and said, "So do they let administrative staff go out with students?" The words sounded strange coming from his mouth.
Sherry's eyebrows rose, wondering where he was going with this. "I don't think there is any rule against it but..."
Kevin didn't let her finish as he blurted, "Well, I just happen to have some tickets to 'Love, The Second Time Around', which is only in town for one more day." His words came out in one breath as if he was afraid that if he stopped, he wouldn't get them out.
The play had been sold out since its premiere and tickets were impossible to get. Kevin had to bribe a friend of a friend and spend $500 bucks. It was a risk but he had overheard Sherry talking and knew that she really wanted to see the play. It was a lot of money and yet, if he were successful, the reward would be more than worth the expense.
"Private box, main balcony," Kevin said, flashing the tickets.
Sherry's first thought was no. It was very flattering, but he was just a kid; maybe a very handsome one but still a kid. Then again, she hadn't been out on a date since the divorce and she really wanted to see the play. Suddenly she felt excitement. It's crazy. She looked at the young man's handsome face and thought, why not, what would be the harm? "Will you be a gentleman?"
"Of course." Kevin's face lit up like a kid at Christmas. Then he watched her face as she continued to think about it. He worried that she might be reconsidering. Before she could say anything he said, "Then it's a date?"
Sherry felt another little chill go through her. Hell, she was thirty-five years old; she was old enough to be his mother. Still... it might be fun. Her family wanted her to date anyway. I wonder what they would think if they saw me with a teenager? she thought with a devilish smile and almost laughed aloud.
"Pick me up at seven on Wednesday. Here's my address," she said and wrote her address on a business card.
Kevin took the card from her hand and hurried out of the office, as if she might change her mind, turning around and smiling as he exited.
The following Wednesday evening, Kevin came downstairs dressed in a suit. His mother was sitting in the living room reading. He made a point to stop in.
"Hi Mom."
"Oh, you're going out?"
"Yep, got a hot date," he said with a smile. He thought he saw a little frown on his mother's face.
"Who with?"
"Oh, you don't know her. She works at the admin office at the school."
Kathy had been to the admin office several times and didn't remember seeing any young women working there. "What's her name?" she asked, looking back down at her magazine as if it was just a casual question.
"Sherry Hayward."
Kathy thought for a second and then she looked up in shock. She knew who Sherry was. "Kevin, she's married isn't she?"
"Divorced," he said then bent over and kissed his mother before she could say anything else. "Don't wait up for me." He hurried out the door, leaving his mother with her mouth open.
Kevin stopped along the way to Sherry's house and picked up some flowers. Now, he stood nervously waiting for her to answer the door. When she did, his eyes opened wide in delight. She looked gorgeous. She had on a low cut black cocktail dress that was short on her thighs. The dress was so low in the front that if she bent over too far, her breasts would surely fall out. She had a black choker, with an ivory emblem on it, around her neck. Her face was made up perfectly with blue eye shadow and a soft red lipstick highlighting her pretty mouth. She looked almost regal.
"Are those for me?" Sherry said to the stunned young man.
"Uh... uh... yea, uh... I mean..." Kevin said stuttering.
"Thank you," she said, taking the flowers and rescuing him from his embarrassment. "I'll put them in water. It'll just take a second."
Kevin stared at her tightly covered backside as she walked away from him, her high heels clicking on the tile and hips swaying seductively. He was sure that she was either not wearing panties or had on thong underwear.
When Sherry came back, she took Kevin's arm and they walked to the car. Kevin let her in, sneaking a glance at her legs as she slid into the passenger seat. The two chatted and got to know one another on the way to the theater.
Kevin found out that Sherry had been married for ten years with no children. She and her husband had never been a good match. Kevin got the impression that she was too demanding for him. Whether she was referring to sexually, he couldn't be sure. She said that she wasn't sure if she would ever marry again. Maybe she would just play the field she added and laughed provocatively. Then Kevin told her about his situation and his dislike for his stepfather, but obviously left out his feelings for his mother.
The show was spectacular as expected. However, Kevin spent more time watching Sherry's breasts then he did watching the show. He loved the way the soft flesh rippled when she laughed, threatening to pop out of her dress.
Sherry was aware of his eyes and was quite complimented that she could excite such a young, good-looking man. She knew that she wasn't old, but to a teenager, 35 years old was ancient. She also knew that it could never get serious with a young boy but it was nevertheless refreshing and a boost to her ego to have him practically drool over her. Several times, she leaned into him, pressing her large breasts to his arm. The heat from the touch sent electric shocks all the way to her groin. She glanced down several times and was pleased to see that he had an erection. By intermission, Sherry had to go to the ladies room to wipe her saturated sex lips.



When the show was over, they stopped at a local teenager's hangout and got a root beer float, laughing and joking like kids.
Sherry actually felt like a teenager again. She couldn't remember the last time she had had this much fun or enjoyed the company of a man so much.
When they arrived at Sherry's house, Kevin walked her to the door, waiting nervously as she unlocked it.
"I had a wonderful time Kevin," Sherry said, turning around to face him. Then she waited expectantly.
Kevin felt out of his element now. She was so much older and mature. He wasn't sure she was waiting for him to kiss her or not, so he decided to just go for it. He pulled her to him and pressed his lips to hers. A sigh almost escaped his lips when she melted into his arms. Suddenly, his nervousness was replaced by passion as he felt her breasts press to his chest and her tongue enter his mouth.
Sherry groaned as the young man continued to kiss her. Almost immediately, she could feel excitement growing in his pants. Ah, youth, she thought as she pressed her groin to his. When she felt his hands sliding down her back, she made no move to stop him. It was a little reward for all of his trouble. Soon, however, his hands were gripping her buttocks, pulling her into his now hard penis. It felt quite large to Sherry.
Kevin pressed Sherry up against the door, his lower half pressing into her groin and his tongue deep in her mouth. He could feel her squirming in excitement as his hands slid further down her backside until they reached the end of her dress. Slowly, he moved his hands upward along the silky nylon on her thighs, waiting all the time for her to stop him.
The lady part of Sherry's brain was telling her to stop the display they were putting on to her nosy neighbors. However, the woman part loved the attention. It had been so long since anyone had treated her so nice. Her own excitement was growing out of control.
The fingers of Kevin's hands were shaking as he neared the tops of her nylons. Suddenly, he could feel the hot bare flesh above the elastic band. A moan escaped both of their lips as his fingers moved higher to touch the wet flesh of her excited vagina. Kevin's head was spinning as he realized that she wasn't wearing panties at all.
In spite of the warnings that her brain was sending out, Sherry spread her legs slightly, allowing Kevin's fingers to have access to her swollen sex lips. She whimpered in excitement when a finger slowly slid into her dripping hole. "Oh God Kevin, we have to stop," Sherry said breathlessly as she pulled away from the amorous young man. She reached behind her and pulled his hand down, his finger slipping wetly out of her hole. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "I think you had better go," she said and immediately saw the disappointment in his eyes.
Sherry went up on her toes and kissed Kevin's lips and at the same time, her hand reached for the bulge in his pants.
Kevin was totally shocked as she squeezed him and said, "I'm free Friday night. I think the county fair over in Trenton has started, if you want, you can to take me."
"Uh... uh... yea, great," he stuttered like a schoolboy.
"Seven again?" she asked, her pretty eyes sparkling with mischief.
"Uh... yea... seven is fine."
"Good night sweetie," Sherry said, kissing him again and then turned and went into the house.
Kevin stood on the porch for several minutes trying to get his bearings. His plan had been to try to make his mother jealous by going out with an older woman. He was hoping to put on a show for his mother but never considered that he could get lucky. Now, he wasn't at all sure who was seducing whom.
Chapter 5
Kevin was on top of the world after his date and he made sure his mother noticed. It was easy because his excited behavior was real. His plan had been to fake it but now that he had gone out with Sherry, he didn't have to fake it at all. This was going to be fun, he thought.
His plan was working on his mother better than he thought. She was feeling very jealous. She knew that she should be happy for Kevin but she couldn't help her feelings. He had always been hers and now she had to share. Besides, the woman was so much older than he is. She is old enough to be his mother, for God's sake, she thought.
It didn't take a genius to tell that Kathy was jealous. Kevin knew it by the way she was acting toward him. She wasn't being mean to him. On the contrary, she was being very nice. She fixed him his favorite dinner on Thursday night and asked if he wanted to get a movie and watch it with her on Friday night.
The disappointment on her face was obvious when Kevin told her that he couldn't because he was going out with Sherry again.
"Kevin, I don't like this," she said, trying to cover her anger.
"Why?"
"Because she's too old for you!"
"Hell Mom, I'm not going to marry her. I just want to have a little fun," he said with his boyish smile.
"I'm sorry... it's not my business," Kathy said, deciding to try another tactic. She had shunned him and now she was paying the price. "Gee, my feet are so sore today. Would you mind giving me one of your wonderful foot massages after I take a bath?"
"Sure Mom," Kevin said, trying to hide his excitement. "Where's Quentin?" he asked, trying to find out if they were going to be alone.
"He's out of town until Sunday."
"Good," Kevin said, not realizing that he had said it aloud.
Later that evening, Kathy came into the living room in a pale blue silk bathrobe and carrying a bottle of lotion. She sat on the sofa, put her feet up, and crossed her legs, the long robe separating high on her thighs. "Ready sweetie?"
Kevin was on the sofa reading when his mother came in. "Sure Mom." Kevin got up and then sat on the floor, picking up the bottle of lotion. He took one foot and put it in his lap, then smiled up at his mother as his eyes moved up her body, stopping at her exposed thighs. He stared at the dark area where the robe came together. Then he glanced up and saw his mother watching him. Casually, he took the bottle of lotion, squirted it on the foot in his lap, and then used his strong hands to massage the muscles.
"Oh, that feels good," Kathy said as she relaxed back into the sofa, letting her legs slip apart a little more.
When Kevin looked up this time, he could almost see all the way to her crotch. He felt his penis begin to harden as he continued to rub the foot. He continued to stare, resting his mother's foot on his crotch, the heel now pressing on his swollen shaft. If his mother noticed, she gave no indication. Her head was back and her eyes were closed. Kevin worked on her toes, the arch of her foot and her ankle, rubbing the cream into her soft skin. Slowly, he moved his hands up to her calf. He heard his mother moan as he worked on the muscle. Now each movement caused her leg to move further apart. With one last little push, her legs opened until Kevin could see his mother's vagina. He suppressed a gasp and his penis sprang to attention. In the dim room light, he could see that the smoothly shaved outer lips and the puffy inner lips were glistening with excitement.
Kathy pretended not to notice what Kevin was doing. However, she was very much aware of her son's eyes and his hands on her thighs. She knew that he could see everything, as she could feel the cool room air on her now hot and swollen sex lips. Her mind was screaming, No! No! However, she didn't seem to have the strength to close her legs. The room began to spin around her as she felt Kevin's hands move up to her thighs.
Kevin moved closer to his mother, situating himself between her spread legs. He could see that her eyes were still closed tightly, her head now moving slowly back and forth as if she was saying no. However, her hands stayed by her side, her fingers gripping the cushion.
Was that his lips? Kathy thought as she felt something brush her thigh. She wanted to look but forced her eyes to stay closed. "Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned. This time she was certain. Her son was kissing her bare thigh. Then she felt him push her legs further apart. He was inches away from her swollen lips. Now, she could feel his breath on her vagina.
This is it, Kevin thought. He could see her wet and swollen sex before his eyes. He could smell her excitement. His head bent forward, his lips just touching skin...
"Rinnnnnnggggggg, rinnnnnnggggg."
Suddenly, Kathy jumped as the phone next to her began to ring.
Kevin was also startled, almost falling onto his butt.
"Hello," Kathy gasped into the phone as she pulled her robe tightly around her and turned away from Kevin. "Hi Quentin. No, everything is okay. I just had to run to the phone. So, how was your day?"
Kevin knew the spell had been broken. He had been so close, so close. He stood up and tossed the bottle of cream onto the sofa, then turned and walked out of the room. He could feel his mother's eyes on his back. Well, back to plan "A", he thought, undeterred. Kevin was still very excited as he walked up the stairs. He went directly into her hamper and pulled out a pair of his mother's panties. Within seconds, he was squirting his cum into the crotch. He smiled as he boldly left the soggy panties lying on her bathroom sink, his white cream shimmering in large gobs on the gusset.
Kathy sighed with relief and regret. She was only going to tease Kevin but it had gotten out of hand. She was thankful that the phone had rung when it did or she didn't know what would have happened. However, she felt bad for Kevin. It wasn't right for her to tease him, but then she thought of Sherry and her blood began to boil.
"Are you there?" Quentin asked when there was a long silence.
"Uh... uh... yes, sorry. I'm just so tired tonight."
When Kathy finished talking with Quentin she walked upstairs, stopping at Kevin's closed door. She lifted her hand to knock but hesitated. She had no idea what she was going to say. Then she sighed and walked to her bathroom to get ready for bed. The first thing she saw was a pair of her panties lying on the counter. She picked them up, intending to throw them back into the hamper, but stopped. A little gasp escaped her lips when she saw that the crotch was filled with sperm. She stood paralyzed looking at the sodden cloth. It was still warm in her hand and she could smell the sperm. Her chest began to heave and her heart raced as she raised the panties as if she wasn't sure what was on them. She held the panties in her shaking hand. A little moan escaped her lips as she stuck out her tongue and licked upward. A large glob of Kevin's cum coated her tongue. She shivered as she brought her tongue back into her mouth. Suddenly, her legs began to tremble and her vagina throbbed. She had to grasp the counter as a climax roared through her, shaking her to the very core.
When Kathy finally caught her breath, she looked at the wet panties and, as she had done so many times before, she held them out and stepped into the leg holes. She was breathing heavily again as she slowly pulled them up her thighs. Another gasp escaped her as the sperm covered gusset touched her hairless vagina. She pulled them up tight, forcing the material between her swollen lips. As she walked into the bedroom, she could feel the crotch rubbing between her lips, mixing her juices with those of her son.
Kathy went to bed wearing the wet panties and tasting her son's sperm in her mouth. She woke up several times and fingered herself to orgasm by pressing the wet material to her swollen clit.
Chapter 6
"Are you sure you don't want to get a movie and stay home with me?" Kathy asked when Kevin came downstairs, ready to go out.
"Some other time Mom. I have to hurry or I'll be late. Bye," Kevin said and kissed his mother on the cheek.
"Damn," Kathy said aloud as Kevin walked out the door.
Sherry was ready when Kevin arrived. Tonight, she had chosen to wear a white blouse that buttoned down the front, a pleated blue skirt, white tennis shoes, and white socks with little blue bows at the ankles. Considering her already short stature, the affect was to make her look much younger.
"Wow, you look great Sherry," Kevin said sincerely. He tried not to stare but he could see her naked breasts under her thin blouse. She probably doesn't have any panties on either, he thought with a smile. Tonight was the night. He had it all planned.
Kevin took Sherry to the fair, which was held each year on a large parcel of land just outside of town. The two of them were like kids, eating cotton candy, riding on all the rides and stuffing themselves with junk food. Kevin won Sherry a giant stuffed teddy bear by knocking down three milk bottles.
Later in the evening, as they were walking down the mid-way, Kevin took a chance and reached for Sherry's hand. He smiled when she didn't pull away
They got plenty of strange looks from passersby, but Sherry just smiled and squeezed his hand.
Then he directed her over to the "Pirate's Cove." It was supposed to be a scary ride with pirates and bandits jumping out to scare the riders. However, everyone knew that it was nothing more than a place for teenagers to make out. It was one of the most popular rides every year and Kevin had been on it plenty of times.
Kevin bought the tickets and they stepped into a car that looked like a pirate ship with a high bow and stern. It provided them privacy from the people in front and back of them. They snuggled next to each other as the cars began to slowly move into the dark tunnel. As soon as they were out of sight, Kevin turned and kissed Sherry.
She moaned and kissed him back, her tongue pushing into his mouth immediately.
Within seconds, Kevin's hand had grasped one of Sherry's thinly covered breasts. They both moaned when he began to play with the nipple. As their tongues dueled, Kevin began to open her blouse, his fingers shaking as he fumbled with the buttons.
"Kevin," Sherry sighed into his mouth but she didn't stop him from opening her blouse, all the way down the front.
Then he pushed the material aside, freeing her breasts to the cool air inside the dark tunnel. It was hard for Kevin to see them in the dark but there was enough light to know that they were large and firm. He kissed her one more time before his lips dropped down and captured a hard nipple in his mouth. Neither of them noticed the animated objects that were supposed to scare them by springing out and making loud noises. However, the noise and the screams coming from the other cars drowned out their own moans.
"Oh God," Sherry moaned as she pressed her breast into his sucking mouth.
Kevin sucked one soft breast and then the other, leaving both dripping with his saliva. He pushed Sherry back in the car and had her blouse half off her shoulders. Then he went after her breasts again. He kneaded one as he sucked the other and then switched. Now he was like the kid in the candy shop as he played with her sweet treasures.
Sherry moaned and held his head to her chest, her hips squirming on the seat.
Suddenly, Sherry pushed Kevin away and pulled her blouse together. Then she pulled the teddy bear to her chest just as they came out of the tunnel. They tried to sit innocently as they passed the crowd waiting for their turn on the ride. It was mostly teenagers waiting for their chance to neck in the privacy of the tunnel.
Sherry started to giggle as she sat holding the teddy bear over her chest. Kevin looked at her and realized how funny they looked and started to laugh as well.
However, as soon as they were in the dark again, Kevin pushed the teddy bear away and began sucking on her breasts again. As he sucked, his hand went to her thigh. He felt her tremble when his fingers touched her leg, just above the knee. Slowly, he began to push her skirt up. When he felt Sherry open her legs slightly, he grew bolder and moved his hand under her skirt and between the warm flesh of her thighs. Kevin's hand began to shake when he realized that she wasn't going to stop him. He moaned when he reached her groin. She wasn't wearing panties! The entire area was already sopping wet. He could feel her swollen lips touch his fingers. Without any preliminaries, he pushed his middle finger deep into her.
"Oh Jesus," Sherry moaned and she spread her legs wider, sliding slightly down in the seat, forcing his finger deeper. She knew that she was acting like some horny teenager but she couldn't help herself. The kid was driving her mad.
Within seconds, Kevin's finger was making a sloppy sucking sound as it sawed in and out. The noise from his lips on her breasts matched the sound from his finger. Within seconds, his entire hand was soaked with her juice.
Sherry's hips began to work up and down in tempo with Kevin's hand movement. Suddenly, Sherry pulled Kevin's finger from between her legs and grabbed the teddy bear again, her arms holding it to her.
This time when they came out of the tunnel, they were both disheveled and breathing hard. Kevin's hand was covered with Sherry's juice. Saliva from his mouth on Sherry's nipples soaked through the material of her blouse, making it almost transparent. Fortunately, she had the bear to cover herself.
As soon as they in the dark, they were all over each other again. This time, Sherry pushed Kevin back and reached for his zipper. A second later, she moaned as her fingers closed around his hard penis. She jerked her hand up and down inside his pants, wanting to pull it out. However, she was afraid that she couldn't get it back inside his pants in time. She contented herself with jerking on it and kissing his lips.
Sherry was impressed with the size of Kevin's hard tool. It seemed to be much larger than her husband's. It filled her hand nicely and she could tell it was quite long as she moved up and down the length of it. A little moan escaped her lips when her hand circled the swollen head and found that it was pulsing and wet with his pre-cum juice. The knob felt huge. She made a circle with her thumb and index finger and twisted her hand around the sensitive skin, just below the crown.
Kevin moaned and was ready to grab her hand, as his excitement was almost out of control. He was very close to climaxing. Fortunately, before he totally lost control they exited the tunnel again. He watched Sherry hastily remove her hand. Kevin tried to sit innocently but his zipper was wide open and his pants had a huge tent in them.
Each time the two went into the tunnel, their sexual frenzy increased. By the time the ride ended, they were wild with desire. When they exited the ride, Sherry's blouse was buttoned up but she had buttoned it in the wrong holes and it was hanging out of the waist of her skirt. Kevin had to help her out of the car and down the walkway. His legs weren't much stronger and he staggered a bit. It was impossible for him to hide the bulge in his pants.
Kevin and Kathy could see some of the teenagers snickering as the two of them passed.
"Let's get out of here," Kevin whispered. When he didn't hear a response from Sherry, he led her to his car. Inside, he began to kiss and fondle her again. However, there were far too many people around. "I'll take you to my house," he said.
Sherry thought that was strange. "Why not go to my house?" she asked.
"Mine's closer."
"Where're your parents?"
"My stepfather is out of town and my mother will be in bed."
Sherry still thought it was strange but she was far too worked-up to protest. Instead, she reached over and opened Kevin's pants. She had to see his penis. "Oh my," she exclaimed when she pulled his long shaft out of his pants. Now she could see how big it was in the glowing streetlights. It was much larger than her husband's. It was throbbing with excitement and running a steady stream of clear juice down the shaft. The head was swollen and purple, the skin stretched and shiny. She reached over and grasped it with her other hand, moving both up and down, smearing his juice over the hot flesh.



"Oh God Sherry," Kevin moaned and his hips moved up and down as he tried to concentrate on driving. Fortunately, it was only ten minutes from the fair grounds to his house.
Chapter 7
Kathy was restless all evening waiting for Kevin to come home. She was constantly checking the security system to see if a car had pulled into the driveway, although there was a signal that sounded when a car approached.
Quentin was very security conscious and had installed an elaborate security system that included numerous cameras all over the inside and outside of the house. One entire room was dedicated to the security equipment. Kathy had no idea what the purpose was for most of the equipment. However, Quentin had taught her how to use the PC and monitor. She could display twelve of the cameras on the screen at one time. Alternately, the large screen could display one camera with the ability to zoom in close. The outside area of the house was alarmed to warn if there was anyone approaching on foot or by vehicle.
It was almost 11 PM when the security system alerted Kathy that a car was pulling into the driveway. She rushed to the security room and saw Kevin's car pulling up the driveway. She hit a button and filled the screen with the view from a camera over the garage, pointing toward the driveway. The bright floodlights highlighted that there were two occupants in the car.
Kathy's mouth went dry when she realized that Kevin was bringing "that woman" to their house. Her blood began to boil. She zoomed the camera in and could clearly see Kevin and Sherry. Suddenly, she gasped because she could see that her son's hard penis was sticking out of his pants and Sherry had her hand wrapped around it.
Kevin pulled up close to the garage and stopped the car. He glanced up and saw that the security camera was situated perfectly. As soon as he stopped the car, he pulled Sherry into his arms and kissed her. He groaned as she squeezed his erection in her fist.
"I don't believe this," Kathy said aloud in an angry voice. She watched as her son and the older woman kissed. Then her eyes grew wider as she saw him push her back and unbutton her blouse, freeing both breasts.
"Kevin, what are you doing?" Sherry asked as he pushed her blouse wide open.
"Getting you comfortable," he answered.
"But the neighbors... and your mother!"
"Don't worry, there aren't any neighbors anywhere near here and I told you, my Mom is asleep. She takes sleeping pills and goes to bed at ten," he lied.
Sherry groaned and then fell into his arms as he kissed her, pressing her naked chest to his. Her hand searched and found his pulsing rod again.
Kevin hoped that his mother was watching. He knew that she checked the security cameras at night when the alarm sounded. If she was watching, she was going to get a good show.
"Oh God," Sherry moaned when Kevin's mouth moved from her lips to her neck and his tongue began to lick across the swell of her breast. She held his head as he licked lower and captured a nipple in his mouth. When she felt his hand on her thigh, she opened her legs wide. There was no use pretending that they weren't going to have sex.
Kathy couldn't believe the wanton display the hussy in the car was putting on. Her legs were spread so wide that she could see every fold of her sexual parts. Kathy found herself holding her breath as she watched her son's hand move between her legs and slowly up her thigh. Then a groan escaped Kathy's lips as she saw Kevin's finger disappear into the woman's dripping hole. She could see the woman's juice on his finger as he began to move it in and out. What a slut, she thought. Yet her own vagina was dripping juice into her panties as she watched.
Inside the car, the two lovers were moaning in excitement. Sherry's hips began to move up and down, forcing Kevin's finger deeper into her throbbing hole. "Oh God Kevin, I've got to have you. Take me inside and fuck me!" Sherry hissed.
Kevin smiled, then jumped out of the car, and rushed around to open the door. When Sherry stepped out, he pulled her into his arms for another kiss. Her blouse was still open and her bare breasts pressed to his chest as he squeezed her tight. Then he grabbed her hand and led her up the sidewalk to the door. He loved the way her breasts bounced as she walked. His own penis was still outside his pants.
Sherry reached over and took hold of Kevin's penis as if she were afraid that he wouldn't bring it with him.
It seemed to take forever for Kevin to get his keys out and unlock the door. However, Sherry wasn't making it any easier. She bent over and licked the dripping head of his penis, making him almost drop his keys. Then they burst into the house, stopping to kiss and fondle each other several times on their way to the living room.
Kathy switched the cameras so that she could follow the two. There were three cameras focused on the living room. When the two lovers reached the couch, Kathy zoomed the cameras in.
Kevin practically ripped Sherry's skirt off, popping the button at the waist in his haste. Then, he pushed her back onto the sofa and knelt at her feet. He bent his head and began to kiss up her nylon-covered thigh. When he reached the warm flesh above the nylon, he heard Sherry moan. He looked up to see her eyes staring down at him. Slowly, he lifted her legs and placed them on his shoulders.
"Kevin, what are you doing?" Sherry hissed, her breath coming in great gasps.
He looked at her like he didn't understand. "I'm going to eat you," he said, figuring that she wanted to hear him say it.
Sherry sucked in her breath. "Oh my God... uh... oh Jesus... I've... I've never had that done."
"Really?" Kevin asked, totally shocked.
"No. Uh... Jim... uh my husband... wouldn't... uh... wouldn't do it."
Kevin's face lit up with a smile and he bent his head to kiss her thighs again. He used his tongue to tease the tender skin on the inside of one thigh before switching to the other.
Sherry couldn't keep her hips still as she squirmed on the sofa. She couldn't believe that this young boy was actually going to eat her. That he was actually going to put his mouth on her vagina. Her husband thought that was too nasty.
Now, Kevin was teasing her and driving her crazy with anticipation. Little whimpers began to escape her throat and she could feel juice dripping from her swollen lips. "Please Kevin! Please!"
Kevin pulled back and said, "Please what?"
Sherry didn't hesitate. She was way beyond being coy. "Please eaaaattttt meeeee! Oh God, suck my pussssssyyyyy!!!"
Kevin opened his mouth and pushed his face into her center.
"Ahhhhhhhh!!!" Sherry screamed as she felt his lips and tongue on her swollen sex. "Oh God, oh God, oh God." Suddenly, Sherry grabbed his head and pulled him hard into her wet flesh. Her hips bucked up into his face as a strong climax rushed through her. It felt like she was on the roller coaster at the fair again. Her head was spinning from lack of oxygen and her mouth gasped for breath. She had never experienced anything like this before. One climax followed another, until they blended into a kaleidoscope of colorful fireworks in her head.
Kevin's face was flooded with her juice. He pressed his tongue deep into her open hole, teasing the pulsing walls inside her vagina and tasting her sweet flavor. He could barely hear Sherry screaming because her thighs were pressed so tightly to the side of his head and her hands were pulling him violently into her. She almost smothered him in the process, but he loved her reaction. It was nice to have someone appreciate being eaten. He thought briefly of his mother on this sofa and how she had shunned his advances. A little thrill of revenge went through him.
Upstairs, Kathy was still staring at the monitor. She couldn't believe what she was watching or hearing. She had the sound turned up and could hear Kevin's mouth sucking and the screams of the climaxing woman. Her own hips were moving without her realizing it and the crotch of her panties was soaked, in spite of her jealousy. Suddenly, the thought occurred to her that she could have been on that sofa. Then she pushed it from her mind. That was wrong. She couldn't let that happen.
Each time Sherry thought she couldn't climax anymore, Kevin touched a new place and took her over the top again. His tongue delved into her time after time, licking her juice from her hole. Juice was pouring out of her like a river, dribbling between her cheeks and onto the sofa.
Finally, Sherry lost all the strength in her arms and legs, and fell back in exhaustion. She watched Kevin through her blurry eyes, as he continued to kiss her still pulsating sex. He now kissed her gently and with less urgency, lapping up the juice that had run down to her buttocks or splattered on her thighs. She began to caress his head, running her fingers lovingly through his hair.
When Kevin pulled his mouth from Sherry's sex, his face was a sticky mess. Her juice was smeared across his cheeks and chin. It was even in his eyebrows. A smile was on his face as he licked his lips and looked at his exhausted partner.
In the room upstairs, his mother was shaking in her chair. Her vagina was still pulsing with illicit excitement from watching her son please the woman. No matter how much she wanted to deny it, the scene had excited her incredibly. Her trembling fingers zoomed the camera in, this time on her son's face. Then she zeroed the other in on Sherry's still swollen sex. She moaned and reached between her legs to touch her own very swollen sex lips. God, that woman has more juice than I've ever seen, she thought.
Kevin stood up in front of Sherry, his swollen penis still outside his pants and pulsing with need. He used the back of his hand to wipe his mouth, then quickly stripped his shirt off, and reached for his belt.
Sherry moaned and sat up. She pushed his hands away and took over the task of opening his pants, staring at his throbbing erection inches from her mouth. Sherry could smell Kevin's excitement. Her mouth began to water as she watched his penis pulse and drip his pre-cum juice. As soon as she had his pants open, she let them drop to the floor and grasped his buttocks. Suddenly, she wanted desperately to suck him. It was something her husband rarely let her do.
Kevin moaned as Sherry opened her mouth wide and pulled on his hips. He shivered as he felt the warmth of her mouth envelop him. He saw her eyes close in pleasure as her mouth stretched around him and her cheeks bulged outward. Kevin took her head in his hands. He slowly moved her head back and forth, loving the way her saliva dripped from his penis and her chin. I love it he thought with a smile; she's a messy cocksucker!
There was another moan, but it came from upstairs and was unheard by the couple on the sofa. Kathy spread her legs and continued to rub her panty-covered crotch as she watched the older woman begin to suck her son. Her own mouth began to water as she watched Sherry take her son's penis into her mouth.
Kevin let Sherry suck and lick him until he felt like he was on the edge. Then he pulled back and went to his knees again, his throbbing penis pointing at her still quivering hole.
"Uh... sweetie... uh... do you have... uh a uh... rubber. I'm not on anything."
"Sure," Kevin said with a smile. "I was a Boy Scout and I always come prepared." He reached into his pants and pulled out his wallet, retrieving a rubber he kept there just in case. When he tried to open it though, his fingers were shaking so bad that he almost dropped it.
"Here," Sherry said, taking the packet from the struggling young man. Now that she had been satisfied, she could control the situation a little better. She opened the packet and pulled out the rubber. She kissed the dripping tip of Kevin's penis and moaned. Then she took it into her mouth again, letting her saliva cover his shaft. When it was dripping, she rolled the rubber down his shaft, bringing a moan from his lips. After she had his penis encased in the shiny rubber, she stood up, turned Kevin around, and pushed him to the sofa. "Let me do a little of the work," she said with a smile, straddling his legs, her knees on either side of his thighs.
Kevin moaned as Sherry pulled his face into her large and soft breasts. As she held his head between her soft orbs, she reached down and grasped his penis. First, she began to circle the rubber-covered tip around her swollen lips. Then slowly, she lowered herself, taking him into her body, inch by inch.
Kathy moaned as she watched her son's penis slide into Sherry. The center camera had a perfect view between their legs. She could see Sherry's juice begin to coat the rubber. Unable to control herself any longer, Kathy stood up, stripped off her panties hastily, and sat back down with her legs spread wide. Slowly, she slid two fingers into her own dripping sex. "Ahhhhhhhh!!!" she hissed and lifted her hips in excitement.
On the sofa, Kevin began to moan as Sherry slowly moved up and down. He knew that his first climax wasn't far off. Her warm and tight cavern was just too tight to delay his pleasure. "Oh God Sherry, I don't... don't think I can... can last long," he gasped.
"Go ahead baby, cum," Sherry said, her own excitement growing again as she began to move rapidly up and down. "Come for me baby. Fill that rubber with your sweet cum!"
"Oh yes! Oh yes!" Kevin moaned as he felt his balls tighten. "Ahhhhhhhh!!!" he screamed as his own built up cum poured into the nipple end of the condom.
"Oh God," Sherry moaned as a little climax went through her. She was surprised that she could climax again so soon.
Kathy was moaning as well. Her legs were now spread as wide as possible and her fingers were working rapidly in and out of her stretched hole. Suddenly, her body convulsed and her legs closed around her hand. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she hissed as a strong climax ripped through her making her shake so much that she almost fell from the chair.
Sherry pressed her breasts to Kevin's face as she took deep breaths. She could feel Kevin's penis still pulsing inside her. She could almost feel the rubber stretching to hold all of his semen. A little chill when through her suddenly. What if the rubber were to break? she thought.
However, it stretched but held his potent juice inside. After several minutes, his penis had lost little of its stiffness. Then she began to wonder if he had climaxed.
She looked down at him and said, "Did you... did you...?"
"Oh yes," Kevin smiled. Then he put his hands on her hips, lifted her up slightly, and brought her back down on his penis.
Sherry looked at him in amazement and smiled. "You're pretty incredible," she said as she began to move up and down again.
This time, their coupling was slow and sensual. Sherry moved her hips up and down and back and forth, bringing her and Kevin renewed pleasure.
Since Kevin had climaxed so recently, he could go on for a long time.
Sherry worked on him, climaxing several times. Then she squealed when Kevin stood up, holding her in his arms. She felt so tiny in his arms. She had her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist.
Kevin grasped her buttocks and lifted her up as he spread his legs for balance. He held Sherry like that, moving her up and down like she was as light as a feather. His hips bucked, forcing his penis deep into her with each plunge. He moved her around like a rag doll. His fingers reached under her and touched the swollen lips that were wrapped tightly around his penis. He could feel her juice dripping onto his balls.
Sherry felt like she was sitting on a small baseball bat. Her weight and Kevin's movements were stretching her vagina like never before. She could feel the head of his rubber-covered penis touch her cervix with each stroke. Just when she thought she couldn't climax again, she felt pleasure start to build deep inside her. She squeezed her arms tightly around Kevin's neck and her legs locked behind his back. A long wail escaped her lips as another strong climax rushed through her.
Kevin smiled to himself as the older woman shook in his arms. There is something to be said for youth, he thought. Before Sherry had a chance to recover from her climax, he turned her around and placed her on the sofa, his penis still deep inside. Then he lifted her legs until they were on his shoulders and she was almost doubled over on her back. His lips captured hers again as he began to pound into her stretched hole. Within seconds, his hips became a blur as he forced himself in and back out of her.
Sherry's moans turned into continuous grunts of pleasure. "Ahhhhh! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh! Goddddd! Kevinnnnnn! Jesus, fuck meeeee!"
Kathy could hear the sound of Kevin's rubber covered penis as it sliced in and out of the excited woman. The slapping of Kevin's thighs and testicles against her ass reverberated around the room.
Finally, Kevin began to reach his peak for the second time. Sweat dripped from his body and he was nearing exhaustion when he groaned that he was going to come. His body tensed and he froze with his penis deep inside Sherry. Then, his penis contracted, filling the condom for the second time with his potent sperm.
By the time Kevin and Sherry separated, Kathy had exhausted herself. She sat in the chair, with her legs spread and her bathrobe carelessly flung open. She watched the screen with half closed eyes, her vagina stretched and red. The fingers of both hands were covered in her juice.
Finally, Kevin stood up on shaky legs, pulled the condom from his limp penis, and placed it carefully in a decorative ceramic dish on the coffee table. He brought Sherry to her feet and they kissed for a long time. Then they dressed and he walked her to the car. As they stood by the car, Kevin began to kiss her again. He pressed his groin into her and let her feel his new erection.
"Down boy," Sherry said with a smile. "You've exhausted me. It'll take me a couple of days before my pussy is ready for you again."
Kevin opened the door for Sherry and let her get into his car. He drove her home with a smile on his face. Going out with Sherry had worked far better than he had planned. It had been fun, but more importantly, he knew that his mother was jealous.
Sherry rode home with Kevin a very satisfied woman with a wide grin on her face. She was going to have to start back on the pill. She really wanted to feel Kevin's sperm in her.
As soon as the front door closed, Kathy went out into the hallway. She had seen Kevin take the condom off and leave it on the table. She didn't want to have him embarrassed in the morning so she went down to throw it away.
At least that was her intention.
She walked over to the coffee table and looked down at the used condom. Her hand began to shake as she picked it up and then held it up to the light. The nipple end and a full quarter of the rubber was filled with Kevin's copious discharges. She could almost see those little potent sperm swimming around in the white fluid. As she walked back upstairs to the bathroom carrying the rubber, her breathing became erratic again. She closed the bathroom door and leaned against it, the rubber hanging heavily from her fingers. On unsteady legs, she walked over to the toilet, intent on flushing it away.
However, before she dropped it into the water, she hesitated. With a moan, she sat on the toilet and spread her legs. Again, she looked at the contents of the condom. She held it in her hand and felt the warmth. For a second, she almost considered turning the condom up and drinking it. Instead she turned it over and held it above her swollen sex lips. She watched as Kevin's thick cum slowly ran down the inside of the rubber. Almost in slow motion it began to stream out. She watched as it poured onto her stomach, just above her vagina. The still warm liquid ran slowly down her lower stomach and then across her clit. She moaned and spread her legs wider. Soon, her entire sex mound was covered with Kevin's sticky cum. She squeezed the last drops out of the condom. Then her fingers automatically went to the liquid and began to smear it on her vagina. Without considering that she wasn't taking birth control, she plunged two fingers into her hole, carrying his sperm into her body. Over and over her fingers plunged into her spread hole until it was running with her son's discharge. She looked down and saw the mess between her legs and groaned. Suddenly, her legs closed over her hand as another strong climax hit her. She shuddered and gasped as she convulsed in pleasure.



When Kathy left the bathroom, the condom was lying on the floor empty. She went to bed that night with her son's semen dripping from her vagina.
Chapter 8
It was after 9 PM on Saturday evening and the three men sat in a van waiting for Kevin to leave the house. When they saw him get into his car and back out of the driveway, all three ducked down until he was gone. Then they pulled ski masks over their heads and hit the remote to turn off the security system. With lighting swiftness, they were up the driveway and into the house.
Kathy screamed as the three masked men broke into her bedroom. She was wearing a silk bathrobe with bra and thong panties underneath. The kidnappers pulled the robe off her, leaving her practically naked. At first she thought they were going to rape her but then they taped her mouth and cuffed her hands behind her back. Her eyes were wide with fright as the three of them moved swiftly, pulling her to her feet.
Suddenly, the bedroom door swung open and Kevin rushed in. "What the..." Then the lights went out for Kevin.
Kevin awoke with a major bump on the back of his head. He sat up and looked around, his mind still foggy, his vision blurred. When he tried to move his left hand, he found it shackled to a large ring in the wall above his head. He turned to the side and saw his mother next to him on the tiny cot, her hand also shackled to the same ring. She had on a bra and a pair of thong panties. Then he realized that he was in his underwear as well.
For a minute, he couldn't figure out where he was or how he got here. Then, suddenly, it started to come back to him. He remembered leaving for his karate lesson and then walking back into the house to get something when he heard a commotion upstairs. Then there was a scream. He rushed up the stairs and flew into his mother's bedroom. He saw her lying on the bed with a piece of duct tape over her mouth. That's when the lights went out and it was the last thing he remembered.
Something bad had happened but Kevin couldn't figure out what or why. His mother's back was to him and she seemed to be sleeping. When he touched her shoulder, she jumped and almost screamed.
"Kevin," Kathy said with relief, "you're alright." Her eyes were wet with tears as she turned and wrapped her free arm around her son. "I thought you were going to die."
"I'm fine, I think," Kevin said as he hugged his mother with his free arm, shaking his head to clear the cobwebs. He reached back to feel the bump on his head and said, "What the hell happened?"
"I don't know why, but I think we've been kidnapped." Kathy's voice was quivering as she looked at the door to the small room with fear in her eyes. "I saw three men with ski masks storm into my room. The security system must have been off because there was no alarm. They told me to be quiet or they'd kill me."
"Kidnapped!" Kevin stuttered. "What are they going to do with us?"
"I don't know, but I heard them talking about a ransom. God, they might kill us," Kathy said and started to sob.
Kevin pulled his mother tighter to him and said, "We'll get out of this, don't worry Mom." However, Kevin didn't feel very confident as he looked around the small room.
They were in a 10 by 12 room, with no windows and two doors. The room was sparely furnished with a small cot that was barely wide enough for one person, several wooden chairs, and a rickety looking table. One bare light bulb hung from the ceiling, casting eerie shadows as it sung gently back and forth. From the noise coming from outside the door, Kevin guessed that they were in a room off the kitchen. There was a clinking of glass and the rattle of dishes. They could be in a spare bedroom or maybe a storage room.
Kevin knew that this whole thing had something to do with his stepfather. How many times had he told his mother not to marry him, but she wouldn't listen. Now look at us, he thought. Kevin mashed his teeth together and clenched his fists in anger. If they ever got out of this, he swore he'd kill him. "We have to get out of here somehow," Kevin said. Then they heard loud talking in the other room.
"What the hell did you bring the kid here for?" a loud voice asked.
"We couldn't help it boss. We either had to kill him and leave him there or bring him with us. There was nothing else we could do."
"All right, all right, let's just make sure there are no more mistakes. Did you make the call?"
"Yep, just like you asked boss. I told Quentin $5 million bucks. He recorded it for the FBI," the man said with a laugh. "So what do we do with them?"
"Don't worry, we'll take care of that later. Now, is everybody clear on what they are supposed to do?"
There was a chorus of affirmative answers. "All right. I'll check in later," the leader said, "and Billy, you're in charge. Take good care of our guests." Then he pulled Billy aside and whispered a warning to him.
"Got ya boss!" Billy answered.
Kevin and Kathy had heard most of the conversation. They hoped that Quentin would deliver the $5 million and then their kidnappers would let them go free. "I guess we'd better try to sleep," Kevin said pulling on the chain to make sure he couldn't get loose. Then, his mother snuggled into his arm.
Several hours later, Kevin awoke with a start. He was having a dream. Incredibly, it wasn't about being kidnapped; it was about his mother and they were having sex. Then, he realized that he was lying with his front to his mother's back in a spoon fashion. His left arm was shackled above his head. His free right arm was over her body and his hand was cupping her breast. His penis was rock hard and had slipped out of his boxer shorts and it had wedged between his mother's ass cheeks. He started to pull away but his mother moaned and pulled his arm tightly to her chest. Now he could feel her hard nipple under her bra in the palm of his hand and his penis throbbed between her cheeks. There wasn't much room on the single bed, so he couldn't pull away.
Suddenly, Kevin had a dilemma. Should he just reach down and move his penis or let it stay there and just enjoy the excitement of being so close to his mother. He really knew the adult thing to do, however, his teenaged libido was rapidly gaining control. His face flushed hot and his penis pulsed. Slowly, he began to saw his penis back and forth between the wonderfully soft cheeks. He could feel the little strip of his mother's thong panties rubbing against the head. The tip of his penis was dripping juice, making the friction pleasurable.
Kathy moaned in her sleep and pressed her buttocks back. Her hand pressed Kevin's palm even tighter to her breast. It seemed to Kevin that she might be having the same kind of dream.
A little moan escaped Kevin's lips and his heart pounded in his chest. Almost without warning, the swollen head of his penis pulsed and his cum shot out, squirting between his mother's cheeks and over his underwear. Throb after throb sent his sperm between their bodies. When his balls were empty, his body relaxed and he fell back to sleep.
Kevin awoke the following morning before his mother did. He thought it was daylight, however in the closed room he couldn't be sure. He looked at his watch on the arm above his head and saw that it was 6:30 in the morning. Then pain shot through his shoulder, reminding him of his uncomfortable position. His left side ached and his body felt stiff. It was amazing that he had slept at all considering the circumstances. Suddenly, he remembered what happened last night. He looked down and saw that his sperm had dried on his shorts and his mother's buttocks, so he knew it wasn't just a dream. Using his shorts, he tried to gently wipe up the evidence of his indiscretion.
When his mother stirred, Kevin pulled his hand away. She turned over and opened her eyes. There was a confused look on her face, but then she moaned when she realized where she was.
"It's okay Mom. We'll get out of this," he said reading her mind.
Suddenly, the door opened and a man with a ski mask came in carrying two plates of eggs, bacon, and toast. Behind him, another man came in carrying an automatic weapon. The man with the food set it on the table and walked over to them with a key in his hand to unlock the cuffs.
"All right, don't either of you try anything funny, or you'll regret it. You got some food here, and you can use the bathroom and take a shower," he said pointing to the other door. Then he left the room, leaving the man with the weapon sitting in a chair watching them.
Kevin and his mother got up, moaning as they stretched their aching muscles. They ate breakfast and both took a shower, putting the same underwear back on.
The eyes behind the mask of the man with the gun never left them.
Kevin moved around him carefully, looking for any opportunity. He could see him watching his mother and fought to control his anger.
Kathy felt very exposed. Her flesh colored bra and panties did little to hide her nakedness. She could feel his eyes watching her every move.
When they finished eating and bathing, the man with the key came back in and attached them to the bed again. This time, he used a slightly longer chain so that they could sit up. However, their bodies had to press together on the small bed. The facility had obviously been set up for one person so it was very uncomfortable for two people. When the kidnapper finished locking the two of them to the hook in the wall, he and the man with the gun left again.
Kevin and Kathy spent the day on the bed talking and worrying about what was going to happen. Time seemed to crawl by. However, Kevin didn't mind as much as he should have. After all, he was sitting on a bed with the woman he loved, half-naked. He had a difficult time willing his penis to stay soft. His mother's naked thighs rubbed on his the entire time. He had to force his eyes away from her body. When he allowed himself to look, he could see her nipples through the thin bra. Several times, he glanced between her legs and could see the tight thong panties tucked between her hairless lips. That sent a charge of electricity to his penis.
Their guards came in several times with food and to let them use the bathroom, but otherwise they left them alone. Kevin took the opportunity to ask his mother some pointed questions.
"Mom, do you love Quentin?"
The question came unexpectedly and shocked Kathy. "Uh... he's providing for us." It was an evasive answer but answered the question nonetheless.
"But what about love, Mom? Isn't love important?"
Kathy sighed and was silent for a long time. "Yes, love's important. I... I thought I was doing the right thing in marrying him. I was thinking of what was best for us."
"But you don't love him, do you?"
Kathy was silent again. Then she whispered, "No."
Inside, Kevin was screaming with glee. However, on the outside he tried not to show it. "So when... and I mean 'when,' we get out of this I think we should pack and get out."
"But, what are we going to do?" she asked almost rhetorically.
"We'll make it," Kevin said confidently. Kevin took her silence to mean that she agreed to leave.
Chapter 9
It was after 8 P.M. when Kathy and Kevin heard loud talking coming from the other room. Their captors sounded like they were drinking, maybe getting drunk.
The door to their room opened unexpectedly and three of the four kidnappers came in. They walked in carrying beers in their hands. One had the automatic weapon and the other two had pistols on their belts. They were dressed in black with their ski masks in place.
Suddenly, Kevin and Kathy were very frightened. This didn't seem like a casual visit. Kevin was pretty sure that the leader wasn't in the group and that the three were drunk or rapidly getting there.
"Now that's one good looking momma," one of them said pointing his beer at Kathy.
"I'll drink to that," another of them said and held up his beer to the other two. "I'll bet she had a tight little cunt. I think I'd like to get me some of that."
Kathy and Kevin both gasped. Now, they knew that their fear was warranted.
"Now, wait a minute, Leroy. The boss told me that we ain't supposed to fuck the lady," he said and laughed.
"Ah, come on Billy, who's to know?"
"Those were the boss's orders and I don't think you want to get the boss mad."
"But the boss didn't say we couldn't get a little blow job, did he?"
Billy stood staring at Kathy as she tried to hide behind Kevin. "Mmmmm, nope, he didn't say nothing about blow jobs." An evil grin came to his face as he thought for a minute. "Get the keys."
One of the men hurried out the door and came back with the keys to the handcuffs.
Kevin tensed as he watched the man come forward. He was ready to spring. He could feel his mother trembling beside him.
"Leroy, make sure junior here don't get no ideas."
The man with the automatic weapon came over and placed the barrel at Kevin's head. "Sit still Junior," he said menacingly.
"Leave her alone, you bastards," Kevin sneered.
"Kevin don't! They'll kill us."
"Listen to your momma, boy," the man with the gun said.
They unhooked Kathy and pulled her from the bed, locking both of Kevin's hands to the ring in the wall. Billy squeezed Kathy's arm and dragged her over to the corner of the room.
"She is a fine looking woman," one said. "Let's see a little more."
Kathy screamed as he reached up and ripped her bra from her body, her arms coming up to cover her large breasts.
"Leave her alone!" Kevin screamed again.
"Shut him up," Billy said.
One of the guards walked over and pulled Kathy's thong panties down. "Hey look at this Leroy, she ain't got no hair."
"Well would you look at that Billy," Leroy said as they all stared at Kathy. Kathy's face colored in embarrassment as the three disgusting men ogled her body. Then the one with the panties walked over and forced them into Kevin's mouth, placing a piece of duct tape over his lips.
"Now little lady, you can make this easy or hard. You decide," Billy said, forcing Kathy to her knees in front of him.
"You'll leave my son alone?" she said looking up at her captor.
"Sure lady," he said, pulling his zipper down and bringing his half-hard penis out.
Kevin yelled something that sounded like, "Nooooooo!" from his panty filled mouth.
As Kathy looked at the kidnapper's penis, her head began to spin. She watched his penis twitch, pulse, and grow before her eyes. Suddenly, she was fifteen years old again. These weren't kidnappers anymore; they were young boys waiting for Kathy to suck them off. She reached up with a shaking hand and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. She opened her mouth and took the head inside.
"Oh, that's it baby," Billy said, grabbing her head and pushing his hips forward.
In spite of the traumatic situation, or maybe because of it, Kathy felt excitement run through her. Then she began to move her hand up and down, hoping to get him to cum quickly.
Billy grabbed Kathy's head and pushed his penis in and out. "That's it baby, that's it. Look at her suck it Leroy."
"That's one lady that loves cock," Leroy said with a drunken slur.
It didn't take long before Billy was groaning. He grabbed her head and forced his penis to the back of her throat. "Suck it, suck my cock baby. Ahhhhhh!!!"
Kathy felt the scalding semen pour into her mouth. She gagged a little then swallowed everything.
Billy pulled his penis from her mouth and staggered backward. "Damn, that was good," he said. "Your turn Leroy."
Leroy stepped over and pulled his zipper down.
Kathy almost gasped when she saw him pull out this incredibly large tool. It must have been ten inches long and the head was the size of a small apple. She stared at it and again felt that tremor inside her. Then, she was shocked when she felt a little drop of juice run down her thigh. She didn't have to be told what to do this time. She opened her mouth wide and took the head inside. A little involuntary moan escaped her lips as she began to suck.
Leroy heard the moan and said, "I think our little momma likes sucking cock."
All three of the men laughed and Kevin moaned.
Kevin watched his mother sucking on the monster penis. In spite of himself, he began to feel a little twitch in his groin as he watched his mother suck the penis with added enthusiasm. Her lips were stretched so wide that saliva dripped from the corners and ran down her chin.
Kathy told herself that she wasn't really enjoying this. However, her now throbbing vagina told her different. Both of her hands were on the man's penis, jerking it toward her sucking mouth. Then, she felt him tense and suddenly, her mouth was overflowing with sperm. She swallowed all she could but some ran out the stretched corners of her mouth and dripped to her breasts.
Suddenly, Kevin was mortified when he realized that he had an erection. The worst part was that it had slipped through his boxer shorts and was sticking out. No matter how much he willed it to go down or tried to think of something else, nothing helped.
When the man with the giant penis was finished, he pulled himself from her mouth with a loud pop. "Damn woman, you are good," he said. Then he walked over to where the third man was holding the gun to Kevin and took the gun. "Your turn."
As the third captor walked over to Kathy, Leroy looked down and saw Kevin's erection. "Billy, looky here!" he shouted.
"Damn, I guess we do have a boy here that loves his momma."
Kathy turned around and gasped when she saw what they were referring to. "Oh God," she moaned aloud.
All three men laughed loudly. "He'll just have to wait his turn," the third man said as he pulled his penis out and presented it to Kathy's mouth.
She didn't hesitate and took the tool into her mouth. Now, she was very much aware of Kevin watching her. She could feel his eyes on her mouth. Incredibly, she made a show of sucking on the third guy. At one point, she took his penis out of her mouth and licked it from the base to the tip and then sucked it back inside. When she glanced over, she saw that Kevin's penis was still throbbing and his eyes were wide with what could have been shock, but was more likely lust.
Kevin tried to close his eyes, but they kept coming back open. He watched his mother do to these strangers what he had wanted her to do to him for as long as he could remember.
Soon, the third man climaxed into Kathy's mouth and she drank it down. He staggered away from her, joining the others.
Kathy squeezed her thighs together as her vagina pulsed between her legs. When she looked over at the three captors, they were in a huddle, whispering. She knew that this couldn't be good.
"All right folks. We've decided that we aren't cruel people. We know that mom excites sonny boy over here, and we figure he's been a good boy. So we figure that maybe we should give him a chance. Now, the boss said we couldn't fuck the little lady but he didn't say nothing about the boy fucking her." All three of the men laughed uproariously as Kevin and Kathy gasped.
Leroy unlocked the cuffs holding Kevin, point the gun at his head. "Do what you're told boy or you'll be dead in a second," Leroy threatened.
Kevin had no doubt that they would do it. He reached up and pulled the duct tape from his mouth and spit the wadded up panties out, dropping them to the floor.
"Let's make them comfortable," Billy said and pulled the mattress from the bed to the center of the floor.
"Come on momma, get on the mattress," Billy said, pulling Kathy over until she was kneeling on the mattress. Then the other guard pushed Kevin over until he was standing in front of his mother.
"Come on boy." Kevin looked at the guard with total hate in his eyes. He was ready to pounce when he felt his mother's hand on his thigh. He looked down and saw her staring up at him.



"No Kevin," she said reading his mind. Then, before he could react, she reached up, pulled his still hard penis down to her mouth. A moan came from somewhere deep in her throat.
Kevin forgot about the kidnappers as he looked with shock at his mother. Just as quickly, his shock turned to excitement as he watched her suck his penis. He saw her eyes looking up at him. There was no fear now, only love. A little unwanted moan escaped his lips and his hands went to her head. Lovingly, he held her head and whispered, "I'm sorry Mom. I love you."
Kathy moaned and sucked harder as her hands reached up to his buttocks, pulling him forward.
"Hot damn, look at that," Leroy said as he watched.
"Come on, let's get on to the good stuff," Billy said, walking over and pulling Kevin backward.
Kathy opened her eyes in surprise when she lost Kevin's penis. She had been in another world; it was a forbidden place, where a mother should never go.
"Lay down," Billy commanded Kathy.
Kathy lay down on the mattress and watched Billy shove Kevin until he was standing between her legs.
"Get those shorts off," Billy said.
Reluctantly, Kevin pulled his shorts down and stepped out of them. As he stood naked, his penis pulsed in front of him, dripping a long strand of clear juice to the floor. His face colored in embarrassment. Kevin wasn't sure if he was embarrassed about being excited in front of these men, or his mother. Suddenly, he was forced to his knees.
"Come on folks, let's see a real show. Kiss your momma, boy," Leroy snickered.
Kevin moved forward and leaned over his mother. He whispered, "I'm sorry." Then he moved down and brought his lips to hers.
Now they both moaned quietly as their tongues touched. Suddenly, they were no longer in the room. They were flying high above their bodies as sensuous pleasures began to consume them. Their bodies melted together as the kiss went on and on.
Kathy's excitement was building rapidly. Because she was being forced to do this, the guilt didn't seem to be as bad. She wrapped her arms around her son and pulled him tightly to her body, her chest heaving up into his.
Then, Kevin pulled away and looked into his mother's eyes. His head bent and he kissed her neck, working down to the slopes of her breasts. One at a time, he gently took the nipples into his mouth, sucking loudly. Neither of them heard the chants and jeers from their captors. They were lost in a world of their own.
"Oh God Kevin," Kathy whispered as he sucked her breasts. She couldn't prevent her hips from moving upward. A gasp escaped her lips when she felt his hard penis lying on her stomach. She pulled him up until their lips met again and then she whispered, "Fuck me!" The words were spoken too softly for their captors to hear.
Kevin moaned and moved back until he was kneeling between her legs. He looked down and saw that his mother's vagina was swollen and juice was trickling from the hole. For a second he thought about bending his head to eat her but realized where he was. Instead, he went up on his hands over his mother, his penis sliding down to her entrance.
Kathy was shaking all over. She reached down, grasped her son's penis, and brought it to her hole. They paused like that, frozen.
One of the captors yelled crudely, "Go on and fuck her boy. Fuck your momma."
Kevin looked into his mother's eyes, ignoring the crude voice and said, "I love you." Then he pushed downward.
Their moans almost drowned out the cheers as Kevin slid into his mother's willing hole. Kevin's head was floating and he gasped for breath. He couldn't believe that he was actually inside his mother's vagina. It was what he had dreamed of for so long. Although they were in this terrible place and being forced to have sex, it was still better than any dream. His mom was soft, warm, and wet like he expected. However, she was much tighter, her muscles gripping him like a velvet glove. He could feel every inch of her soft tunnel caressing the skin of his penis.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Kathy moaned, no longer caring what her captors thought.
Kevin's hips began to move slowly. He worked his penis in and out, coating it with her thick juice. Then the tempo of his movement began to pick up. Soon, he was pounding into his mother's body. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeply into her.
Strangely, the three men were silent now. The only sounds in the room were the slapping sound Kevin's testicles made as they hit his mother's ass and their groans of pleasure.
"Oh God Kevin, I'm going to cum. Ahhhhhhh!!!"
Kevin was right behind his mother. He thrust hard into her and froze. His penis expanded and his balls squeezed tight as a torrent of his potent sperm poured into her body. "Oh God, oh God," he moaned as he emptied himself into his mother's willing hole.
They clung together for a long while, moaning as their climaxes slowly waned. However, when Kathy thought that Kevin was going to pull out, he surprised her and began to move again. His penis had never lost its stiffness. Even the kidnappers were amazed as they watched the young boy begin to pound into his mother again.
"Oh my God," Kathy moaned when she realized that they were starting all over again. He wrapped her arms around her son's neck and brought her lips to his again.
Kevin pounded into his mother for a long time, and she lost count of the number of times she climaxed. Her entire pubic area and his were awash with his first discharge. There was a loud and sloppy sucking sound coming from their joined parts. When he finally bellowed that he was coming again, Kathy pulled him tightly into her and let his penis squirt again into the deepest recesses of her body.
Kevin collapsed in exhaustion onto his mother. Then he slid to the side, taking his weight off of her.
"Come on Billy. She's a hot one. Let us have a chance," Leroy said, his penis stiff again after watching Kevin and his mother.
"I don't know man," Billy said, looking down at Kathy lying there with her legs spread and her son's cum dripping out.
Suddenly, they heard a car outside. "That's the boss. Quick get them back onto the bed," Billy said, rushing out of the room.
Kevin and Kathy were forced back onto the bed and chained to the wall. The two remaining captors rushed out and closed the door.
The room was now silent but for their heavy breathing as Kathy and Kevin lay on the bed. Kathy turned over to face the wall.
Kevin didn't know what to say so he lay there looking up at the ceiling. If he said he was sorry, it would have been a lie. It was the most satisfying sex he had ever had. However, he was sorry if he had hurt his mother. That was the last thing in the world he wanted to do. Finally, he turned over and snuggled behind her. "I love you Mom," he whispered. A smile came to his lips when he heard her whisper back, "I love you too Kevin."
They fell asleep like that.
Chapter 10
It must have been three o'clock in the morning, when Kevin awoke suddenly. He had been having one of those dreams about his mother again. Then, he heard a little moan and felt his mother's buttocks pressing back at him. As usual, his penis was stiff between them. "Mom, are you awake?" he whispered. Then he felt her head moving affirmatively up and down. He was shocked when she brought his hand to her naked breast. In reflex, he squeezed and his mother sighed and pressed back into his groin. "Oh God," he moaned and responded by bringing his lips to her neck and kissing her gently.
Kathy was shaking now. She could no longer deny her feelings and had resigned herself to the reality that they were never going to make it out of here alive. She lifted her leg and reached behind her and found Kevin's penis. She brought it down until the head was touching her sopping hole.
Kevin did the rest. He pushed forward and moaned as his shaft slid easily into her sticky vagina. He heard his mother moan and felt her push her hips back to meet him.
They struggled to remain quiet but little whimpers and grunts escaped their lips.
Kevin began to move slowly again. However, as his excitement increased, he began to ram into his mother with piston like strokes. He felt the juice from his previous climaxes squirting out of her hole and soaking his groin again. The feeling added to his excitement. His free hand gripped his mother's hip and gave him leverage to move rapidly in and out.
"Oh God Kevin fuck me hard," Kathy whispered. "Oh yes, oh yes, I'm cummmmiiiinnnngggg!!!" she moaned.
Kevin held his mother as she shook with her climax. His own hips kept moving in and out. After two climaxes, Kevin could go on for a long time. However, he was surprised to feel his mother push him backward until his penis slipped out of her hole.
"Fuck my ass," Kathy whispered, her words muffled in the pillow.
"What?"
"Fuck my ass," Kathy said louder.
Suddenly, Kevin thought he was going to climax right there. "Really?"
"Please Kevin, fuck my ass."
Kevin was shaking with excitement now. However, before he could reach for his penis, his mother had it in her hand. He felt her move it between her cheeks until the head was touching her little back hole. Kevin was breathing very hard.
Kathy fitted his penis to the little star then pushed back as she pulled Kevin's penis forward. She moaned as she felt the large head slip inside. "Slowly," she whispered as she pushed backward and felt Kevin move forward. "Oh Jesus," she moaned as he slid about halfway into her ass.
This was beyond Kevin's wildest imagination. He couldn't believe he was actually inside his mother's ass. It must be a dream, he thought. If it was, he never wanted to wake up.
It was tight and warm inside his mother's hole. The muscles almost sucked him into her body. He could feel her anal canal quivering and the walls rippling up and down his shaft. Slowly, with tentative strokes, he began to move back and forth. Each time, he would go deeper until finally he was buried to his balls.
Both of them froze. The sensation of Kevin's long penis deep inside her ass made Kathy gasp with pleasure. She intentionally squeezed her sphincter muscle and she heard Kevin moan.
Kevin could hardly get his breath. He had never felt anything so incredible in his young life. It felt like his penis was inside a long vacuum tube, pulling on him and making his penis grow even larger.
"Fuck me," Kathy whispered.
Kevin did. He pulled his penis almost all the way out and then slid it back in hard. He did that several times, allowing his mother's tight hole to relax and get used to him. However, soon he was pounding into her like a mad man. The bed springs squeaked and the metal frame banged against the wall. Neither of them thought about the noise they were making. Both of them were grunting and groaning as Kevin's pounding went on and on.
Kathy had never felt anything like it either. Quentin had always been so rough, never letting her get used to him before he was screwing her like crazy. But her dear Kevin had taken the time to let her adjust and let her ass stretch to accommodate him. That made all the difference in the world. Now each of Kathy's climaxes blended with the other until it felt like one continuous climax.
"Oh yes Mom, I'm going to cum. Can I cum in your ass? Please let me cum in your ass!" Kevin pleaded.
"Yes baby, yes, fill my ass with your sweet cum!"
Kevin screamed and his penis lurched, pouring his third load of the night deep into her ass.
Kathy moaned as she felt his scalding juice coat the walls of her ass. She could actually feel it. She never felt Quentin's; maybe because she was in pain when he did it.
Kevin and Kathy had barely finished their climaxes when they heard commotion outside the door. Suddenly, the door flew open and two of the captors rushed in. "Come on, let's get this over with." They seemed to be in a panic as they unshackled Kevin and his mother and pulled them roughly from the bed.
"What's going on?" Kevin said.
"Shut up!" Leroy said and pointed the gun at his head.
Kevin could see the wild look in his eyes. He knew that they were about to die. Something must have gone wrong. He knew that it was now or never. With lightning swiftness, he struck out with his trained fist, catching Leroy in the throat. The gun flew out of his hand and he went to his knees, grasping his throat. The other captor turned in time to catch the palm of Kevin's hand in his nose forcing him over backward. When Kevin saw the door opening with Billy rushing in, he kicked it, slamming it into his face and knocking him cold.
"Let's get out of here Mom," Kevin screamed, grabbing his mother's hand. Suddenly, Leroy stood up and lunged at Kevin with a knife he had produced from his pants leg. Kevin turned in time to put his arm up and block the blow but the knife opened a gash in his forearm. Kevin spun around and caught Leroy in the side of the head with his foot, knocking him against the wall and out cold.
Kevin pulled his shocked mother out of the room, blood pouring from his cut. "Wait here," he said and went back into the room. He searched Billy's pocket and found the car keys. Then he stripped off the unconscious man's shirt and started to rush back to his mother. Suddenly, he stood and kicked Billy violently in the stomach. He heard ribs crack. "That's for my mother," he sneered. When he turned to leave, he saw his mother's panties on the floor and he picked them up, running back into the kitchen to his mother.
He saw that her eyes were wide with fright. She stood frozen. "Here," he said, "put these on." He held the shirt and panties out to her and then grabbed her arm, taking her outside.
Kathy stopped on the porch and put the large, long sleeved shirt on, covering her naked body. Then she stepped into her panties. When she turned to Kevin, she gasped. "Kevin, your arm!" She saw his blood pouring to the ground.
"Shit," he muttered, looking back at the door, thinking about going back in to get something to stop the bleeding. "Come on, don't worry about me," he said as they rushed toward the kidnappers' car.
"Wait," Kathy said and stopped to pull her panties off. She found a stick on the ground and wrapped her panties around his upper arm, then twisted the stick in a leg hole until the bleeding stopped.
Kevin jumped naked into the car and started the engine, squealing the wheels as they sped down the driveway. His mother held the tourniquet tightly as he drove.
"Do you know where we are?" Kathy asked.
"Yea, this is the old Miller's place. It's been abandoned for years. We used to have beer parties out here a few years ago." Then he realized that he was telling his mother that he had been drinking a "few" years ago and looked at her and shrugged his shoulders.
"You're grounded you know," Kathy said with a relieved smile.
Kevin smiled back as he pushed the car down the road at eighty miles an hour.
Kathy contacted the FBI as soon as they reached the hospital. They sent several agents over immediately to interview her and Kevin and dispatched a team to the house where they had been held captive. The nurses got two pair of blue surgeon's pants and tops for Kevin and his mother to wear. While Kevin was being stitched up, Kathy told the FBI the story or what she knew of it. They told her that the ransom delivery was in progress and they would let her know when it was over. Then they left a female agent to wait with Kathy.
A short while later, several agents entered the hospital and found Kathy. "Are you Mrs. Katherine Randolph?" the agent asked.
"Yes."
"I'm Agent Wilson. I have some bad news for you," he said and paused with a sad look on his face.
"What's wrong," Kathy said, her voice quivering.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Randolph, but your husband was killed tonight."
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" she cried. "What happened?" Tears began to pour from her eyes as she held her hands to her face.
"Well, the best we know right now is that he was somehow involved in your abduction. It looks like his partners were going to double cross him. We got them all though. One of them has been talking. You and your son are very lucky. They were going to kill both of you tonight.
"Oh Godddd!" Kathy sobbed. The female agent put her arm around her and let her cry on her shoulder.
"I don't know what your son did but we found three guys battered and bruised at the house. One of them is in critical condition."
Kevin came out of the treatment room and saw his mother crying. "What's wrong Mom?"
"Quentin's dead! He... he was... involved with our kidnapping!"
"I knew it!" Kevin said. Then he looked at his mother's tear streaked face. He hugged her and said, "I'm sorry Mom. I know it's been hard on you. None of this is your fault."
"Mrs. Randolph," a nurse said, "could you please follow me."
"What?" Kathy said.
"The doctor wants to examine you."
"I'm okay."
"Come on Mrs. Randolph," the female agent said, "I'll go with you."
Kevin talked to the agents while his mother was gone and gave them his statement.
Inside the examining room, the doctor checked Kathy over. When he put her on the table, he saw the state of her vagina and said, "You were raped." It was a statement not a question.
The female agent standing beside her squeezed her hand in sympathy.
When the doctor had taken the samples he needed, he told her to get dressed. "Mrs. Randolph, I'll call our rape counseling staff."
"No... no... that won't be necessary. I'll be fine."
"Go ahead and let him call them," the agent said.
"No, I'm fine, really."
The doctor looked at her and shook his head. "All right if you insist but I think you should see them. They're available anytime you need them. Just give me a call," the doctor said, patting her shoulder before he left.
Kevin and his mother rode home in silence. There was so much their minds that it was impossible to sort out and they were emotionally drained.
Chapter 11
It was an incredibly emotional and exhausting couple of weeks for Kathy and Kevin. There was the funeral, interviews with the police and FBI, lawyers to talk to, and piles of papers to sign. Kathy didn't know what half of it meant. The house was constantly abuzz with activity. People were coming and going all day and into the night. When everything was finally settled, Kathy was a rich widowed woman. It may not have been enough for Quentin but it would plenty for her and Kevin to live very well.
Kathy found out that Quentin was involved with some very bad people and was in big debt from gambling. The kidnapping was a means to get some quick money to pay off gambling debts without jeopardizing his business. The FBI wasn't sure if Quentin's plan was to have the kidnappers kill her and Kevin. When they questioned the kidnappers, they were vague about that, only saying that Quentin said that he would let them know what to do. When they decided to double cross Quentin and it failed, they were going to kill them both.
Unfortunately, Kathy would never know what Quentin had in mind.
She and Kevin leaned on each other during the difficult weeks. However, they didn't speak of what happened during the time they were held captive. Sooner or later, however, it had to come out. Kathy was sorry about Quentin's death but she resolved that her relationship with him was a big mistake. She should have known from the beginning. She should have listened to Kevin. However, that was just one of her many regrets.
Eventually, their lives settled down and returned to something resembling normal. While both she and Kevin often thought about what had happened that night, they found it difficult to talk about it.
One evening they were watching TV when Kevin mentioned Sherry. He had only talked to her briefly in the past couple of weeks but his libido was starting to return. He hadn't asked Sherry to go out again but his mother didn't know that. He decided to take a gamble.



"Mom, I was thinking about calling Sherry to see if she wanted to go out tonight."
Kathy looked at Kevin with disapproval at the mention of her name again. Inside, she could feel jealousy begin to flare up. "She's too old for you," she said flatly. She knew that she couldn't hold him down forever but she wasn't ready for him to date again. However, she also knew that he was a typical teenager with his hormones running wild. She thought for a moment and said, "Give me a little time to sort things out honey. I know you want to date but I need you right now. And, frankly I don't want to share," she added with a smile. "Beside, I think I need a foot rub after my bath tonight."
Kevin eyes opened in surprise. "Well, I guess I can wait," he said, acting only a little disappointed. He felt excitement start to churn in his stomach.
An hour or so later, Kathy came down to the living room in her bathrobe, carrying a bottle of skin lotion. "Well, are you ready?"
"Sure."
Instead of going over to the sofa, Kathy sat in a large comfortable chair.
Kevin sat at her feet, looking at her smooth, freshly shaven legs. The bathrobe was short and she had tucked it between her thighs. Kevin got a good look at her legs but nothing more. He picked up the bottle of lotion and lifted one of his mother's feet. Gently, he began to massage the skin cream into her feet. He did it slowly but his heart was beating fast. Like the last time, he set her foot on his groin, letting the heel massage his rapidly swelling erection. It almost felt like his mother was pressing downward. When he moved her foot to the side, opening her legs, she didn't protest. He looked up and saw that the robe had slipped slightly apart. Gradually, as he worked on the foot, he spread her legs further apart.
Inside Kathy's chest, her heart beat matched Kevin's. Her head was back on the chair and her eyes were closed. She wasn't sure exactly how far she was going to let Kevin go. However, she knew she had to reward him or he would be in Sherry's arms again. She didn't know if she could stand that.
Kathy could feel him opening her legs further and she made no move to stop him. When she felt him lift her other foot, she let her knees fall apart, her robe falling open to her waist. Suddenly, she heard a gasp. She felt the cool room air on her exposed crotch and knew that Kevin could see her.
Kevin's eyes stared between his mother's legs. He could see her swollen vagina between her thighs. As he stared, his hands began to move up her calf, his fingers massaging her tight muscles. Slowly, he moved his body forward until he was between her legs. His hands then moved across her knees to the soft skin of her thighs. He could see that she had shaved her vagina recently, removing even the little tuft of hair at the top. The smooth outer lips were shiny and puffy. The inner lips were swollen and peeking out. With a deep breath, Kevin took a chance and lifted her legs with his hands behind her knees, opening them and placing them on the arms of the chair.
"Oh God," he moaned aloud when he saw his mother's sweet sex lips separate.
Kathy moaned as well at the obscene display she knew she was providing. She felt like she might pass out. Her heart was beating rapidly and her head was spinning. Then she slid forward as she felt Kevin pulling her down until her ass was off the chair. Her eyes remained tightly closed. Somehow she thought that if she didn't look at him, what he was doing was okay.
When Kevin's lips touched her thigh, he felt it tremble. Slowly, he licked upward, leaving a wet trail behind. The closer he came to her center, the stronger the sweet smell of his mother became; it was an aroma that he recognized from smelling her panties for years. His hands were trembling as he reached up and gently opened her swollen lips. He stared at the pulsing hole, now bubbling clear juice. The swollen nub of her clit sat at the very top. It was red and shiny, almost pulsing with life. An animal like moan escaped his lips as his head dropped and he sucked the little bump of flesh into his mouth.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Kathy moaned and her hands reached out and grabbed her son's head. The feeling was indescribable. She felt his tongue lick her sensitive clit then suck it into his mouth again. Next, his tongue slid down to tease her hole, never quite entering. Soon, she had to have him inside or go mad. Her hips pushed up. When he resisted, she pulled his head hard, her fingers twisting in his hair.
Kevin gave in and let his mother direct his head to her center. Then he pushed his tongue deep into her wet hole. He heard her scream but it was muffled because her thighs had clamped around his head. Now Kevin was inundated in her sweet taste and smell. His lips, nose, mouth, and chin were buried in his mother's sex. His tongue delved deep and then he sucked the swollen inner lips into his mouth. His teeth chewed the lips gently. Then, he pulled the lips from her body and let them spring back, bringing a moan of pleasure.
"Oh God, suck my clit," Kathy moaned when she could take no more teasing.
Kevin pulled back and used his fingers to open her again. He looked down at the pulsing nub of flesh. It looked like a miniature penis, almost pulsing with excitement. Slowly, he moved his head down and his mouth opened. His lips wrapped around it and he sucked.
"Ahhhhhh!!! Ohhhhhhhhh myyyyy Goddddd!!!" Kathy moaned and her hips bucked off the chair as an incredibly strong climax tore through her.
Kevin continued to suck as his mother twisted and turned, her hips lifting off the chair. She continued to climax for a long time. Each time she started to come down, Kevin would suck harder or send his tongue deep into her juicy hole. When he finally pulled his face from her humid crotch, it was dripping with her juice. He sat back on his heels and smiled at his exhausted mother. Her eyes were closed and she had a dreamy look on her face. Her legs were sprawled carelessly across the arms of the chair.
It took Kathy a few minutes to recover. When she did, she opened her eyes and looked at her son. He looked so cute and sexy sitting there with a wide grin on his wet face. Slowly, she sat up. "Stand up."
Kevin stood on shaky legs. He watched his mother's hands go to the belt of his jeans. She opened them and let them drop, revealing his white boxer briefs. His penis was pulsing and stretching the cotton in a tent in front of him.
Kathy could see that the spot where his penis head touched the cotton was saturated with his pre-cum juice. She reached up and grasped his penis and squeezed and then watched a large bubble of clear juice squeeze through the material. Then she ran her hand slowly up the shaft, forcing the juice to stream out.
Kevin moaned as he watched her head move forward.
Her tongue licked across the wet cloth and then pulled the sweet juice into her mouth. Then she opened her mouth again and sucked the head inside.
"Oh God Mom," Kevin moaned as his mother sucked the cloth-covered head of his penis. He felt her hand pumping and squeezing his shaft, forcing more of his pre-cum juice into her mouth.
Just when Kevin thought he could take no more, his mother pulled away. She placed her fingers into the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down. The head of his penis caught in the material and bent downward.
Kathy left his underwear half way down his thighs, imprisoning his penis at an odd angle. She opened her mouth and sucked the head inside again. She teased him again until she felt that he was close to climax. Finally, she pulled the material away, letting his hard penis fly up and slap against his stomach. She giggled.
However, Kevin was way beyond laughing. He wasn't sure his legs would be able to hold him as he watched his mother's eyes on his throbbing penis. He groaned when she pulled his penis to her mouth and paused, looking up at him. Her eyes were glazed over with passion.
"Kevin... I want... I want you... you to fuck my mouth," Kathy said, having difficulty getting it out. "I want you to fuck me hard. Please!"
Kevin wasn't sure what his mother was saying. He reached for her head and intertwined his fingers in her hair. Slowly, he brought his penis forward, watching as his mother opened her mouth wide. He saw her move her hands behind her back submissively. "Ohhhhhh!!!" Kevin moaned when he felt his mother's warm mouth cover him. Slowly, he began to move in and out. He held her head tight, moving her head in time with the thrust of his hips. He forced his penis deep and heard his mother moan. He squeezed his fingers in his mother's hair, almost painfully. He heard another moan. The next time, he pushed harder, feeling the head breach her throat. Then he heard her start to gag but she didn't pull away. Instead, he felt her swallowing, taking his penis even deeper.
"Mmmmmm!" Kathy moaned as she felt Kevin's penis sliding down her throat. She relaxed her throat, trying not to gag. Then she felt him pull her hard again and push with his hips. Suddenly, her throat muscles gave in and the shaft slid deep.
"Oh Jesus," Kevin hissed when he realized that his penis was all the way in his mother's throat. He held it there, feeling the breath from her nose on his pubic hair. When he looked down, he saw that her eyes were closed and her lips were stretched to the maximum around him. Then, suddenly, he pulled out but immediately pushed back in until he was balls deep again. He heard a little submissive whimper from his mother. He finally understood that his mother wanted it rough. He knew that he could never hurt her but it excited him to have her in his control.
Kevin waited as he felt his mother's throat relax around his penis. Then he began to move. Slowly at first, then faster until he was pumping in and out of her mouth like he would her vagina. He pulled her head forward as he thrust his hips. However, the tightness of her throat was too much for him. Far too soon, he pushed in as deep as he could go and bellowed as his balls went into a spasm of pleasure. His penis lurched, and sent a torrent of sperm down her throat. It seemed like it would never end as each throb of his penis caused his mother's throat to react and squeeze him, forcing more sperm out. When he was finally drained, his balls hurt.
Finally, Kevin pulled away, his rapidly shrinking penis slipping from his mother's throat and then out of her mouth. He staggered back and collapsed on the sofa across from her.
Kathy sat on the chair trying to catch her breath. She was a little disappointed that she hadn't gotten to taste Kevin's sperm as it has passed by her taste buds and went directly into her stomach. Still, she had tasted him before and knew that now there would be other times.
Kevin watched as his mother got up without a word and left. He opened his mouth but nothing came out. What could you say after your mother had given you the best blowjob of your life?
Chapter 12
The following morning, Kevin was just a bit sheepish when he saw his mother in the kitchen. However, if she was uncomfortable, she didn't show it. He walked in wearing just a short bathrobe. It had belonged to Quentin.
"Good morning sweetie," she said brightly as she stood in a housedress, fixing him breakfast.
"Morning Mom," Kevin said and walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. He kissed her neck and brought shivers to her. Then he worked his tongue up to her ear, circling it and making her squeal. "I love you," he whispered.
"I love you too but you're going to make me burn your breakfast."
"Breakfast can wait," he said as his hands captured her breasts.
"Kevin, please," Kathy protested weakly. Then she felt him drop his hands and begin to pull her dress up until it was above her waist.
As Kevin suspected, she wasn't wearing panties. Kevin's penis was erect now. It slipped out of his robe and pressed to her ass cheeks.
"Ohhhhhh!" Kathy moaned when she felt his penis touching her.
Kevin bent his knees until his penis slipped between his mother's legs from behind. Suddenly, he felt her wet sex lips caressing the top of his shaft.
"Oh God Kevin," Kathy said as she felt him begin to saw back and forth, his hot flesh sliding through her rapidly swelling lips but outside her hole. Suddenly, Kathy was in turmoil. If she moved just slightly, his penis would slide into her. It would be so easy, she thought. However, instead, she squeezed her thighs together tightly, putting pressure on Kevin's penis. Then she began to move back and forth rapidly. She looked down and could see the head of his penis slipping back and forth between her thighs. She squatted just a little, putting more pressure on the shaft.
"Oh God Mom," Kevin cried and suddenly, he was squirting his juice across her lips and down her thighs.
Kathy continued to move and kept pressure on Kevin's penis until it began to soften.
A little moan escaped Kevin's lips as he backed away from his mother and fell into a chair at the table.
"Now, let me finish breakfast. A young man expends a lot of protein in a day, so you need your nourishment," Kathy said with a laugh, referring to her dripping thighs. That was too close, I'm going to have to start taking birth control pills, she thought.
In the days and weeks that followed, Kevin and his mother continued to pleasure one another. Kathy remained reluctant to go "all the way." However, they did just about everything else. Kathy would curl up on the couch as Kevin watched TV and nurse on his hard penis. She would lick and suck him for a long time, pleasuring herself as much as him. She never refused him when he showed that he wanted her mouth. Sometimes she would want it rough, letting him take her mouth like it was her vagina. Once, he had her lay with her head back and over the arm of the sofa as he stood at the end. In that manner, her mouth and throat were on a direct angle to his penis. He would literally "fuck" her mouth, watching his penis ripple down her throat. It was always an incredible feeling to feel her throat muscles reacting to his long shaft. It felt like she was milking him, and in fact, she was.
Kevin gave back to his mother as well. He would eat her anytime and every time she wanted. One time she was on the phone in the kitchen talking to a friend. He came in and slid to his knees under her dress. His intent was only to tease her. However, when his mother began to work her hips on his mouth, he bent his head back, letting her ride his face to a climax as she tried to hold a conversation.
Kathy had avoided having what she considered regular sex. She wasn't sure of the reason. It just didn't seem right somehow. However, she was constantly in turmoil. Still, she persisted with the exception of one morning about a month after the kidnapping. She was in the kitchen with only a bathrobe on when Kevin came up behind her, like he did almost every morning, and wrapped his arms around her waist. He slid his hard penis between her thighs, slowly moving it across her already wet lips. As usual, Kathy squeezed her thighs together to give him pleasure. However, when she bent slightly forward and leaned on the counter, Kevin's penis slipped from between her thighs. At this point Kevin was mad with desire. He pushed his penis almost violently back between her thighs.
Kathy screamed, "Kevin no!!!"
Kevin almost stopped but then he heard his mother moan in pleasure and he pushed forward. His penis slipped deep into her tiny asshole. It was entirely an accident but Kevin wasn't going to let the opportunity pass. His hips worked rapidly, fearing that his mother was going to stop him at any moment.
"Oh Jesus Kevin, nooooo," Kathy whimpered. Yet she did nothing to stop him. On the contrary, she squatted just a bit and pushed back at her son, allowing him easy access to her rear hole.
It had truly been an accident. However, it was a wonderful accident for Kevin. He made the most of it, pounding into his mother and groaning in pleasure. The feeling of her tight anal sheath squeezing him was too much for him. While he wanted it to last, the incredible tightness of her ass brought him to a peak very quickly. Within minutes of entering his mother's ass, he grunted and sent the contents of his balls deep into her bowels.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Kathy wailed as she felt his scalding semen coat the lining of her anal canal. Her legs almost buckled as she climaxed on Kevin's still squirting penis.
Later, Kathy admonished Kevin gently. She explained that she just wasn't ready for that. She asked him to give her time.
Kevin agreed. What else could he do?
Everything was going great until five weeks after the kidnapping when Kathy went to the doctor. She hadn't been feeling well and thought it might be stress related. The doctor had taken some tests and had the results back. When he walked into the examining room, he was looking at the folder. He looked up and said, "Mrs. Randolph, did you know that you are about five weeks pregnant?"
"Oh my God," she gasped and put her hand over her mouth.
Since he was aware of the kidnapping, he figured it was related. "If you want, I can put you in contact with a clinic that..."
"No," Kathy said and stood up with a look of panic on her face. Her head was spinning and she felt like she was going to pass out. My God, it's Kevin's baby, her brain screamed. Now, what am I going to do? Her eyes filled with tears and she rushed out of the doctor's office before the doctor could talk with her.
She drove around the city aimlessly, her mind in total turmoil. Nothing was clear to her anymore. I'll have an abortion, she thought. That's the only answer. No, I can't, it's a human life. However, there could be serious consequences with having a baby conceived from incest. What's Kevin going to say? A million questions were racing through her mind.
When Kathy arrived home several hours later, Kevin rushed out to the car. "Mom, where have you been? I've been worried sick," Kevin said.
"Uh... sorry... uh I've been... I don't know Kevin... I..." Kathy didn't finish the sentence. As she got out of the car and stood up, her legs gave out and she passed out. Kevin caught her swooning body and carried her into the house. He placed her on the sofa and rushed to get a cold towel.
Kathy was lying on the couch when she awoke. She had a towel on her forehead and Kevin was kneeling over her with a worried look. It took her a few minutes to focus her eyes and remember what had happened. When she did, it all came back to her and she moaned in dread.
"Mom, what's the matter? What happened? I'll call the doctor."
"Oh God Kevin, I'm pregnant!" Kathy's eyes filled with tears and she turned her head away, sobbing.
"Pregnant? Who... what... Quentin's?" Kevin stuttered.
"No!" she answered and fell silent again, continuing to sob.
"No... then who..." Suddenly, Kevin knew that the baby belonged to him. Suddenly, his head became light. "Oh... uh... God!" He stood up, staggered over to a chair, and fell heavily into it. Then he leaned forward with his hands covering his face.
The room was silent but for the occasional sobs of Kathy and the clock ticking on the wall.
Finally, Kevin whispered almost to himself, "What're we going to do?"
Kathy sat up and answered. "I don't know."
Later that evening, she and Kevin sat down. The shock of the news had settled in. Kathy knew that they had to think rationally about the situation. They talked well into the night without reaching a conclusion. Kathy decided that they should sleep on it and talk about it tomorrow.
The following morning, Kevin found his mother in the kitchen as usual. His face was showing the stress of a sleepless night. When he saw his mother, he was surprised. She looked refreshed and almost had a smile on her face.



"Good morning sweetie," Kathy said and walked over to kiss her son. "Boy, you look like you had a bad night."
"Didn't you?"
"No, not really. Sit down," she said, taking a chair across from Kevin. "The answer came to me last night after we talked. Maybe it really wasn't an answer but more of a conclusion. The truth is that my getting pregnant is neither of our faults. We were forced to do what we did. The fact that we enjoyed it had nothing to do with the outcome."
That made sense to Kevin. "But what does that have to do with our problem?"
There was a little flutter in Kathy's heart when her son said "our problem." It was a tremendous help to know that she wasn't in this alone. "Everything. I have always believed that things happen for a purpose. When I became pregnant with you, I was mortified and very frightened. My parents were very little help. They wanted me to have an abortion. However, I made the decision, against their wishes, to have you and that was the best thing that ever happened in my life. Then, I married Quentin, and while his death was tragic in many ways, it was a Godsend to us. Now we have enough money to live comfortably. And, we have a baby coming." Kathy's face lit up with a smile.
"I don't understand."
Kathy took Kevin's hand. "I have never been a religious person but I believe that we all have a destiny, good or bad. While we can change some things, we can't really change our destiny. I believe what has happened is our destiny."
Kevin still looked confused. "Destiny?" he said.
"We'll keep the baby! Tests can be done to determine if the baby will be healthy. However, even if it isn't, we'll make the best of it. Kevin, I love you and I know that you love me. Together, we can get through anything. No one will ever have to know that the baby is yours. I was raped."
"I love you too Mom. But what does it mean to us... you and me?"
"Kevin, I love you like a man, not a son. If you want me, I am yours. If not, well..."
"God Mom, are you saying what I think you are?" Kevin almost screamed.
"If you're thinking that we can be together like a husband and wife, then the answer is yes."
"Holy sh..." Kevin stood up and his eyes were as big as saucers. "God Mom, I've loved you since I was old enough to know the difference between boys and girls. I only dreamed that we could be together like that."
"I know and I've tried to deny you for too long. Since we both love each other then we will raise our son or daughter together."
"Oh my God Mom," Kevin said, tears coming to his eyes. He slid off the chair and went to his knees. He picked up his mother's hand and gently kissed it.
Kathy turned his face up to her. She used her thumbs to wipe the tears from his cheeks and then she bent her head and gently kissed his lips.
Kevin moaned as his mother's tongue went into his mouth. He reached up and held the back of her head, as the kiss grew more passionate.
Finally, Kathy pulled away, breathless. "Whew," she said, her face flushing hot. She waved her hand to fan some air on her red cheeks. "Let's wait until tonight. I have something special planned for you," she said, now breathless. "Now, you have to get to school."
Kevin had totally forgotten about school. "I can't leave you," he said with a worried look.
"I'll be fine. I'm going to get another doctor's appointment and find out what I have to do to be tested. I have a plan. So, I'll be busy all day. We'll talk more when you get home. Now hurry or you'll be late."
When Kevin came home that afternoon, his mother was still out. He decided to fix dinner for them. He wasn't a cook but he knew how to make a basic meal. By the time his mother arrived home, he had the dining room table set and dinner almost ready.
"Wow, I smell something good," Kathy said as she walked into the kitchen.
"Meatloaf. I hope it's edible," he smiled.
"I'm sure it'll be great."
"So what happened?"
"Well, I've scheduled several appointments with specialists. Believe it or not, I told the doctor the truth. I pretended to break down when I told him that the kidnappers had forced you and I to have sex. He was shocked but very sympathetic. When he told me that I could have an abortion, I told him I was against that. Then he said he understood and that he would arrange a battery of tests to determine if the baby will be healthy. He said the chances of a problem are actually quite remote and not much higher than a normal pregnancy. The doctor also said that you need to schedule an appointment for some tests as well."
"Wow Mom, that sounds perfect," Kevin said excitedly. Then he looked at his mother's face and realized that she was very tired. The emotional strain had taken its toll. "Why don't you go and get freshened up and I'll finish getting dinner ready. You can tell me more then."
"Great, I'm exhausted." Kathy kissed Kevin and went to take a hot bath. As she relaxed in a warm bubble bath, all of the stress of the past few days seemed to float away with the steam from the water.
When she came back downstairs, she felt like a different person. She smiled and her heart fluttered when she saw that Kevin had dinner on the table and a dozen red roses lying on her chair. There were tears in her eyes when she read the note.
Mom,
I know the past weeks have been very difficult for you. Always remember that you are not alone. I will never leave you and I will love the woman that brought me life for the rest of my life. I love you more than life itself.
All my love and devotion
Kevin
Kathy was wiping the tears from her eyes as Kevin walked into the dinning room. She held her arms open to him and sobbed on his shoulder for a long time.
"That's the nicest thing that anyone has ever said to me," she whispered as she put her head on his shoulder. "Thank you sweetheart."
"Dinner's getting cold," Kevin said, just a little embarrassed at the tears he had generated from his note.
While, it wasn't a gourmet meal, dinner was more than passable. The fact that Kevin had his heart in it, made it delicious.
Throughout dinner, Kevin and Kathy talked excitedly about the future. They even talked about which room would belong to the baby and discussed a couple of names. It was almost as if they could really be husband and wife.
When dinner was over, Kathy told Kevin to take a shower and meet her in her bedroom in one hour. She gave him a sexy smile and kissed him passionately, squeezing his hard penis before she left him standing breathless.
In exactly one hour, Kevin tapped nervously on his mother's bedroom door. He let out a little gasp when the door opened and his mother stood in front of him. She had on a white corset that pushed her breast up almost over the top, white gloves that came to her elbows but left the fingers bare, a white garter and nylons and white high-heeled shoes. Over it all, she wore a sheer white robe.
"God Mom you look... you look... oh God," Kevin stuttered.
"Thank you sweetie," Kathy said and took his hand and led him into the room.
The room was aglow with fragrant candles, flickering and bringing a romantic atmosphere to the bedroom.
Kathy led Kevin over to the bed and sat him down. "Kevin, I know we will never be able to marry or have a real honeymoon."
"That's ok..."
"Shhhhh," Kathy said, placing her fingers over his lips. "I'm going to set up a cruise for us during your school break. Sort of like a honeymoon. I want to be able to get away and for us to enjoy each other before I get so big that I can't enjoy it. But for now, I want this to be like our first night. I love you." She pulled Kevin's lips to hers for a tender kiss.
Kevin moaned and pulled his mother into his arms. He was shaking as he stood her up and slowly pushed the robe off her shoulders. "God Mom, you're beautiful." Slowly, he sank to his knees. He held her hips and began to kiss her thighs above her nylons. He heard a little moan as his lips found her thinly covered vagina. His licked the silky material of her panties until they were sopping with their combined juices. Then he pushed his mother back on the bed.
"Oh God Kevin," Kathy moaned as he pulled her panties off. She felt his eyes on her vagina and she shivered.
Kevin stared at the place from which he had come 18 years ago. It was like a beautiful flower, wet with dew. The large inner lips were already swollen and protruding from the smoothly shaven outer lips. He used his fingers to open the lips like the petals of a rose. He could hear his mother breathing hard and little whimpers coming from her mouth. He blew warm air on the wet flesh and saw her body tremble. Finally, he placed his mouth on her dripping vagina and began to suck.
Kathy held her son's head as he sucked and licked her for a long, long time. Kathy tried to hold back but began to climax very soon after he pushed his tongue deep into her open hole. Over and over she convulsed, her body lifting up from the bed each time. Her screams echoed throughout the house for a very long time.
When Kevin finally stood up, he smiled down at his satisfied mother. He gazed at her beautiful body. Her hair was already messed up and her legs were spread obscenely but she looked as beautiful as he had ever seen her. Staring into his mother's eyes, he pulled his pants down, revealing his more than ready erection. It throbbed in front of him, pouring a steady stream of juice to the floor. His balls churned in their sacks in anticipation.
Kathy held her arms open to her son. They moved together to the center of the bed, their lips searching each other's passionately. Then Kathy pushed Kevin over onto his back. His rampant erection was as hard as she had ever seen it. She didn't want him to cum in her mouth this time so she was careful how she handled it. She used all her skills to lick and suck him without bringing him to a peak. Her tongue would flick across the swollen head until she heard his moans of pleasure. Then she would move to his balls, licking and sucking them.
Kevin was going mad with desire. Each time he thought his mother was going to take him into her mouth, she would move on to something else. When he would reach for her head, she would push him away. Then he gasped when she pushed his legs up until they touched his chest. He felt her tongue circle his balls and move downward. "Oh my God," he hissed when he felt his mother's tongue cross the area between his balls and rear hole. "Mom... Mom... Mom..." he moaned.
"Hold your legs up," she told him.
He reached around and grabbed his legs behind the knees and pulled them up, his legs shaking in anticipation.
Kathy smiled as she saw her son exposing his most private parts to her. She could see his little nether hole pulsing, almost winking at her. She stared at it for a long time. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest as her head bent and her tongue circled the little hole. Then her lips sucked the star into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh," Kevin moaned. He had never felt anything like it. He couldn't believe that his mother was sucking his asshole.
Kathy stiffened her tongue and tried to force it inside. She could feel the muscles tighten and heard Kevin moan again. Then she pushed harder.
"Ahhhhhh!" Kevin hissed as he felt his mother's tongue enter him in a place where no one had ever been. He could feel his penis pulsing and running a steady stream of juice to his stomach. Suddenly, he felt something else.
Kathy licked her finger to get it wet and then placed it on Kevin's tiny hole. She reached up and wrapped her hand around the base of his penis and then slowly forced her middle finger into his ass, all the way to the last knuckle. When she looked up, she saw that Kevin's eyes were closed tight and his mouth was open but only little whimpers were coming out. She smiled and began to move her finger back and forth. Then she curled her finger and began to massage his prostate. She felt his body began to quiver and she squeezed his penis tighter to keep him from climaxing. Then she began to ram her finger in and out rapidly.
Kevin's hips began to bounce off the bed. It was a feeling like Kevin had never known. He felt a quivering deep inside, somewhere in his lower stomach. It made his testicles tighten and his penis throb. Juice poured from the slit almost like he was peeing. His prostate was working overtime now. "Mom... Mom..." he moaned as he squirmed on the bed. Just when he felt like he was going to explode, he felt the finger slip out of his hole. "Oh Jesus," he moaned as the tight sphincter closed. A sigh of relief escaped his lips but, his little hole felt empty and quivered, almost like it wanted the finger back inside.
Kathy smiled and stood up on the bed and straddled Kevin's middle. As she looked down into Kevin's passion filled face, she slowly lowered herself. Once she was squatting, she reached beneath her and took his penis in her hand. She centered it on her dripping hole. She let just the tip enter her and paused, slowly squeezing the muscles of her vagina. She could feel the head of his penis pulse within her. She knew that she was driving her son crazy because she was driving herself crazy. Then, she looked into her son's eyes and whispered, "Do you want me? Do you want to fuck your mother? Do you want that big cock in my pussy?"
"Oh my Goddddd!!! Oh Mom, please fuck meeeeee!" Kevin hissed, delirious with need.
Kathy paused for a second more, still teasing them both. Then, she let her weight push downward, taking his entire penis into her body.
Both of them screamed in pleasure as her velvet walls slid down his hot shaft.
Kevin was too far-gone to really appreciate the warmth of his mother's tight vagina. He pushed up into his mother and heard her respond with a groan. His penis came almost all the way out and then slowly slid back inside. Suddenly, he couldn't take anymore. "Oh God Mom, I'm going to cummmmm!!!"
"Yes baby cum. Cum for your mother. I need it. I need your cum," Kathy almost screamed. She began to bounce up and down, taking him all the way into her with each downward plunge. When she felt the head press into her cervix and his juice squirt out, she began to convulse. It was a totally unexpected but incredibly sweet climax.
Kevin felt like his life force was coming out of him as he poured everything he had into her. Each throb sent an explosion to his brain. It felt like it was never going to end. Finally, his mother collapse onto his chest and his penis pulsed one last time before slipping out. A river of potent seed followed it.
Mother and son fell asleep like that, dreaming of a new tomorrow, where love is never wrong and life is always sweet. A place where destiny is yours to choose and where Life Happens!
The End
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Introduction
John Slater and Thomas Johnson sat on the patio of the Northwest Country Club watching the rain fall from the sky in sheets. It rolled off the roof in torrents, splattering noisily onto the exposed section of the cement patio. The sound almost drowned out the grumbling golfers who were crying into their beers.
The two friends had barely gotten in five holes when the heavens opened. Now, they waited, hoping that somehow the weather would clear in the next few minutes. Saturday was their golf day and their one morning to relax.
Both men were avid golfers. Thomas, who was big and strong, could hit the ball a mile. John couldn't hit it near as far; however, he was much better around the greens. Consequently, they were pretty much equal when they calculated their handicaps. That made them very competitive, but always in a friendly sort of way.
The relationship between the two men began in college. They had met at a fraternity party, and though they were very different, their friendship had lasted for more than 12 years.
John majored in engineering and Thomas, girls and sports.
Thomas was a star running back for the football team, setting several school records. While he was no dummy, his size and athletic ability had provided him a means to obtain an education; one that he couldn't have otherwise afforded. He was tall, at six-three with two hundred and twenty pounds of sheer muscle. The combination of his strength and intelligence gave him a competitive edge in sports as well as other aspects of his personal life.
After college, the two friends split up. However, several years later, fate brought them back together when Thomas took a job in the city where John had settled.
Thomas went to work for a firm that worked out multi-million dollar contracts for professional athletes with advertising firms. He had been quite successful and had become a full partner in just a few years. The fact that Thomas was black and had come from a poor family never stood in his way. In fact, it motivated him. He had made it in a cutthroat world that wasn't always fair. However, his strength was that he carried no chip on his shoulder. He accepted life as it was and felt that if you were the best at what you do, it would be recognized and rewarded. Besides being a successful businessman, Thomas had used his success to help others; he was on several charitable boards that supported underprivileged kids and fed the hungry. He was as passionate about his charitable work as he was his golf game.
John was nonetheless successful, having made his mark in aeronautical engineering. While he was smaller than Thomas in stature, at 5'11" and 170 pounds, he could compete physically with almost anyone. He had become an expert in martial arts and worked hard to keep his body in shape. He occasionally thought that if he and Thomas ever got into a fight, it would be a good match-his skill against Thomas's size and strength.
The friendship between the two was forged in mutual respect. John admired Thomas; he knew that he had come from the school of "hard knocks" and grown stronger for his experiences. On the other hand, Thomas liked John's easygoing attitude and the fact that they could be friends as well as fierce competitors.
The two men had gone through a lot together. When Thomas had married and then subsequently divorced, John had been there for him. When John's wife Amy had a miscarriage, Thomas was there, spending the entire night in the hospital and taking vacation to stay with them when she came home. Though their skin color and background were different, they were more like brothers than friends. However, their relationship was about to change in a way that neither could have possibly imagined.
Chapter 1
"Damn, this rain doesn't look like it's going to stop anytime soon," John said as he took a drink of his third beer.
"Yeah, and I was whipping your butt," Thomas joked.
"Sure, one stroke ahead after five holes. If that's what you call 'whipping' my butt then I guess I annihilated you last week."
"We won't talk about that," Thomas said. They both laughed. The warmth they felt for each other was apparent in their good-natured ribbing.
"So how's my sexy girl?" Thomas asked, referring to Amy. Thomas was fond of Amy. Okay, maybe a little more than fond. He had a special feeling for Amy since the first day John had introduced them. She was sexy and pretty, with fair skin, blue eyes and shoulder length blond hair.
"She's okay," John answered, his face turning serious.
"What's the matter?" Thomas asked when he saw the look on John's face.
"Oh nothing."
"Come on man. What's going on?" Thomas knew John's emotions as well as he knew his own and he could tell something was bothering him.
John sat silent for a minute, absently staring into his beer. Finally, he looked up with a pained expression on his face. "Oh, I don't know Thomas. Ever since the miscarriage, things haven't been the same between Amy and I. I understand the reasons, but Amy's been depressed for far too long now. She acts okay on the outside but anytime I try to get a little 'close', if you know what I mean, she freezes up."
"Ah, she just needs a little time. Losing a baby is pretty traumatic."
"I know, it was my baby too," John said, a little too harshly. "Sorry man, I don't mean to unload on you. But, it's been almost a year and I don't see much improvement."
"I understand. I thought she went to see a doctor?"
"Yeah, but he hasn't been able to help."
"Maybe she just needs a little tender loving care from somebody like me," Thomas joked, trying to change John's now morose mood. He knew he could get away with the comment as they often jabbed each other about sports, women, and sex. Sometimes, like now, it was very personal.
"Not even you could break through the ice block," John answered, looking at his fiend with a sardonic smile. John knew that Thomas liked Amy. They had talked about it plenty of times. As far as John knew, Amy was not aware of Thomas's fascination with her or at least she showed no sign that she was aware. Fortunately, John wasn't the jealous type, especially where Thomas was concerned. They had been friends far too long and had, in fact, dated some of the same girls in college. In better times, John had watched Amy and Thomas romp around, teasing each other in a good-natured and sexy way. Sometimes, she would sit on his lap in an attempt to make John jealous. It never worked. Some men would have been furious. However, John actually liked to watch them and in fact got a strange little thrill when the two would get frisky.
"Just give me the chance," Thomas said with a smile. "I could melt the 'ice queen.'"
"You know," John continued as if Thomas hadn't spoken, "she's only given me a blowjob about ten times in seven years."
"Wow man, that is bad." Thomas said seriously. "I thought she was such a hot number when you two first started dating. You know... like she would do anything."
"I thought so too," John said and turned around to order another round of beer. When he looked back at Thomas, his mind suddenly flashed back to that first double date with Amy, Thomas, and his girlfriend years ago. John had been dating Amy for several months at the time. Thomas was dating a pretty redhead with pale white skin and freckles on her face. She was a fiery and passionate redhead that even the suave and sophisticated Thomas had trouble keeping up with.
The four of them had just left the movie and were barely on the expressway when John heard rustling and a moan in the back seat of his car. John knew that something was going on between Thomas and his date but was afraid to look back. Amy sat quietly beside him, pretending like she hadn't heard anything. However, eventually, curiosity got the best of John and he reached up to adjust the rear view mirror. A little gasp escaped his lips when it appeared that Thomas's date was fishing around inside his pants. He couldn't see her hand but from the movement of her arm, it appeared that she was jerking on his penis.
Amy was just as curious as John but was embarrassed to be spying. However, when she heard John gasp, she instinctively turned her head. A gasp came from her lips this time when she saw that Thomas's date had his hard, black penis in her tiny hand. Amy turned her head back quickly and acted as if nothing had happened. However, her breathing was more rapid now. The sight of Thomas's penis pulsing in the girl's tiny hand was suddenly burned into her brain.
John tried to keep his eyes on the road but kept glancing into the mirror. He watched as the young girl bent her head to Thomas's lap, until he could only see the top of her head. When he heard a moan of frustration, he knew that she was having a difficult time getting the head of Thomas's penis into her tiny mouth. John had seen Thomas enough in the locker room to know that the size of his private parts matched his large frame.
Suddenly, John's pants were very tight in the groin. When he glanced over at Amy, he saw that she was staring at his crotch. He and Amy had only been intimate twice and John had the impression that Amy was somewhat prudish when it came to sex. Later, after they married, he found that to be an understatement.
Another loud moan came from the backseat forcing John's eyes to the mirror. His own breathing grew more rapid when he saw the Thomas's date moving her head up and down in his lap.
The look on John's face made Amy glance back again. Her eyes opened wide as she watched the girl suck Thomas's long penis deep into her throat. In an uncharacteristically bold move, she reached over and grasped John's penis through his pants.
John could see Amy staring brazenly into the back seat now as her hand began to move slowly up and down his cloth covered shaft. He thought of taking his penis out of his pants, however Amy's actions were so unexpected that he didn't want to spoil the moment. Instead, he moaned and let her fondle him.
The moans in the backseat grew louder. When Thomas was very near his climax, he opened his eyes and was surprised to see Amy staring at them. He would have smiled except that he was so close to climax. Instead, he placed his hand on the girl's head and pushed her up and down, his eyes on Amy's all the time. When the feeling was too much to stand, he closed his eyes and lifted his hips as a moan of pleasure escaped his lips.
Amy's eyes left Thomas's face to look at the moving head of the pretty redhead. She thought that she heard a groan from her and then saw her head stop moving as her hand continued to pump the fat shaft. Suddenly, she realized that she was drinking Thomas's cum. Without even realizing it, Amy's hand began to squeeze John's shaft at the same pace that the girl was milking Thomas's penis.
John couldn't stop Amy's hand. His hips lifted up and he moaned as he climaxed like a horny teenager into his pants.
That night, Amy and John had the best sex they had experienced in their short relationship. In fact, John still thought it was one of the best sexual experiences the two had ever had.
Chapter 2
Amy Slater watched the rain pour from the roof of the gym as she pedaled the exercise bike. She liked the rain most of the time. Especially when she didn't have to be out in it. As she stared at the drenching rain, she thought of John and Thomas and how disappointed they were right now. She knew how much the two of them looked forward to their weekly golf match. Strangely, a little unwanted thrill raced through her at the thought of Thomas and she became very aware of the pressure of the seat on her vagina. She pushed the thought from her mind.
Amy had grown up as a poor little rich girl. Her father had all the money in the world, or at least it seemed that way. However, she didn't consider herself spoiled, just a bit demanding. Fortunately, John had been able to keep her in a style of comfort that was more than acceptable. They had a big house in a nice neighborhood, three cars, membership in an exclusive country club, and a large swimming pool in the back yard. They didn't want for anything. Except for... well, she didn't want to think about that. She had been depressed enough lately.
John is a good husband, Amy thought as she continued to watch the rain. Maybe he was a little clueless as to how to please a woman but a good provider nonetheless. She knew that the months since the miscarriage had been rough on him too. However, she couldn't shake the feeling of loss that consumed her. Her doctor said it would pass.
Amy pedaled harder. Soon she was moving rapidly, hoping the strain on her legs would somehow wash negative thoughts from her mind. She spent a lot of time exercising now; it was therapy for her. Most of the time she exercised in her own gym but on Saturday mornings she met her friend Jill here at the club. They had been doing that since the miscarriage. Jill told her she needed to get out and besides, there were some "real sights" at the gym. Jill had been right. It was good therapy for her but, unfortunately, not enough to pull her out of her funk.
"You about done? I'm beat," the attractive female said as she walked over to Amy.
At first Amy didn't hear Jill as her mind was consumed with her problems. "Oh... yeah... I guess I was a little carried away," Amy said to Jill, her breathing rapid from the exertion.
"Well, you've been pumping on that bike and staring out the window for an hour like you were on a mission."
"Sorry," Amy said as she got off the exercise bike and took the towel Jill held out to her.
The two friends walked to the showers.
A few minutes later, Amy stood motionless, the towel held to her still wet body, staring at nothing.
"Now what are you staring at?" Jill asked as she walked naked out of the shower.
"Oh... was I?" Amy said holding the towel modestly in front of her. She watched Jill as she walked unashamed and naked to her locker. Amy admired Jill's freedom. It didn't appear that she had a modest bone in her body. She watched the sexy woman open her locker and bend over to retrieve her panties. Then Amy shook her head and smiled as she saw her friend's private parts come into view. An unwanted jolt of electricity went through her as she stared at her smoothly shaved vagina as it peeked at her from between her thighs. It was so like Jill to shave her pussy, she thought as she looked at the smooth outer lips and the fat pink inner lips hanging between. She knew that Jill had been a wild one in her younger days. In fact, the way she talked, she and her husband were very active sexually.
"What's going on?" Jill said, turning around with her panties in her hand. She was still worried about Amy. It seemed that almost nothing she said or did helped. She had made a number of suggestions to Amy about getting out and taking her mind off her sadness. Their Saturday exercising routine got her out of the house... at least that was some progress and she did seem to be loosening up a bit lately. Jill sat down on the bench facing Amy and lifted one leg to put her panties on. A chill ran through her when she caught Amy's eyes staring between her legs.
Amy's face colored when she realized that Jill had seen her looking at her.
It seemed that Jill froze with her leg lifted and apart, giving Amy time to stare.
Amy finally looked away and sighed. "I don't know Jill, there... there's just something missing... you know... at home."
"That's normal after what happened."
"It's more than... more than losing the baby. It's... it's... oh I don't know."
"You and John not having much fun in the sack?" Jill said with a questioning look.
"No... but that's not really new."
"So, John's not pleasing you?"
"Well, John's good to me... really good... but there has to be more."
"Maybe you need an affair," Jill joked. Then she saw Amy's face turn red. Suddenly, Jill's face brightened and she said, "Oh wow, you've been thinking about it!"
"No I haven't!" Amy said but her face got redder, giving her away. "I would never cheat on John!"
"But you've thought about it! Come on tell me. Who do you do it with in your mind?" Jill prodded, in an excited voice.
"No one. I just have these fantasies. You know with guys." Amy wasn't about to tell her that it wasn't "guys", but one particular guy.
"Hey, we all have those sweetie. It's when we act on them that we get into trouble. I..." Jill started to say something else then stopped.
Amy looked at her friend and saw her face turn red. It wasn't like her to get embarrassed. "You've done it!" she exclaimed.
"No I haven't!"
"Yes you have and you didn't tell me! I thought we were best friends," Amy said with a pout.
Jill sighed. She had been bursting to tell someone for a long time. "All right I did! But you have to promise me you'll never, ever tell anyone."
"Oh course not," Amy said excitedly as she quickly sat next to her friend. She forgot all about her towel as both women sat naked, thighs touching. "Come on, tell me!" Amy said, her voice almost shaking with excitement.
Jill bit her lip and took a deep breath. "Well, I was exercising here about a month ago," she began in a whisper, looking briefly around the locker room. As she started to talk, she felt a thrill of excitement rush through her. "There is this new personal trainer here at the club. I don't know if you saw him. I think he started when you and John were in the islands." Jill paused as she thought of that day.
"Come on, come on," Amy begged.
Jill could feel herself flushing hot as she began again. "Well, he came over to me and said that I was working my abs all wrong. God, he's so handsome. His name is Reggie Mason."
"Wait a minute," Amy almost screamed. "He was here before I left. My God Jill, he's black!"
Jill's face turned bright red and she could feel her body flushing hot. It felt like her skin was on fire.
Amy's mouth hung opened in surprise. She could see the flush roll down Jill's neck and across her substantial chest. Suddenly her nipples were as hard as pebbles and her now heavy breathing made her large chest move up and down rapidly. Suddenly, Amy could feel her body begin to heat as well. It felt as if the wooden bench under her was wired for heat.
"I know he's black," Jill whispered and paused. "I guess that's what made it so appealing. It wasn't something I was looking for, it just happened."
"That big suck mark that you had on your neck when we came back from vacation was from him wasn't it?" Amy said in amazement.
"Uh huh!"
"My God, how did you hide it from Bradley?" she asked.
"I didn't. That's when the problem started."
Just then several women entered the locker room.
"You've got to tell me the whole story," Amy said lowering her voice. "God, I had no idea. Come on, let's get dressed and go to the juice bar. I want to know everything."
Twenty minutes later the two sat at a quiet table at a local health bar that catered to the wealthy clientele of the gym.
"Come on, come on, come on," Amy prodded after the waiter served their carrot and fruit juice drinks.
"God, I've been dying to tell somebody," Jill said, almost in relief. "Well, we talked for a while about exercise routines and he gave me a few pointers. I could see his dark brown eyes on my short shorts. You know the shorts I'm talking about."
"Yeah, I know. The ones that show everything you have, including the lips of your 'you know what' and the cheeks of your ass," Amy said and laughed. "Like the ones you have on now," she added.
"Yeah, those shorts. Well, I don't know why but I could feel myself getting really excited. I looked at his little shorts and damned if he didn't have about a half a hard on. And, it was big already." Jill paused and looked off in space, remembering that day like it was yesterday.



"So what happened?" Amy asked impatiently.
"I'm getting to that. Well, one thing led to another and before I knew it he was inviting me for a drink and I was accepting. In fact, we came here and were sitting at this very table."
Amy could feel her face getting warm again.
"Amy, I don't know what got into me but I was almost out of control. As we drank our juice, I started to run my foot up and down his leg. He smiled and I felt my heart flutter. I pushed my foot higher until it was an inch from his crotch. Then he surprised me and slid a little bit forward. Good God Amy, I could feel his erection on the bottom of my foot. Then, incredibly, he reached down and pulled it out of the bottom of his shorts. I almost came right then."
"He pulled 'it' out here in the bar?" Amy could feel her shorts beginning to get wet in the crotch. She squirmed on the seat as she hung on every word her friend spoke.
"Yep, and it felt long, thick and very hard. The next thing I know, we're in my car, necking like a couple of teenagers. God Amy, can that man kiss!" Again, Jill paused, her shorts suddenly feeling very tight in the crotch as she remembered his soft lips and tongue.
A little unwanted whimper escaped Amy's lips and she squeezed her legs together. In her mind, she could see Jill's black lover's mouth covering Jill's smaller lips and almost hear her cries of excitement. Amy loved kissing. John never did enough of it. If he only knew that it was the quickest way to turn her on, she thought. Then she remembered the New Years Eve party when Thomas had captured her in a dark corner. They had both had too much to drink. He kissed her long and hard, almost making her knees buckle. Then, when his tongue entered her mouth... She fantasized for weeks about that one kiss. Amy shook her head and said, "Come on, don't stop now!"
"Well, we were in the parking lot out back, so we couldn't do much. That's why I was surprised when he began to push my head toward his lap. I resisted for a second until I saw the bulge in his thin exercise shorts. You know how much I love sucking cock."
"Yeah, the original 'Hoover'," Amy laughed referring to Jill's self-professed skills.
"Well, I could see that the spot where the head of his cock touched his shorts was totally wet with his pre-cum juice. It was bubbling out. Amy, I was lost. Without thinking, my head dropped to his lap and I licked the sopping material. Jesus, it was so sweet. I couldn't believe it but before I knew it, my hands were sliding up his strong thighs. I was shaking all over as I pulled his cock from the leg of his shorts." Jill paused again and took a deep breath. Then she said, "God Amy, this is getting me so hot."
"You're not the only one," Amy admitted and squirmed to adjust the seam of her tight shorts.
"Amy, you wouldn't believe me if I told you how big is cock is. The head was positively huge and, he was uncircumcised. I'd never seen one like that before. Of course, I'd never seen a black cock before either. Other than in a porn movie." Jill giggled self-consciously and continued. "You know me, when I want something I go and get it. Well, I pulled the skin down, opened my mouth and sucked the large purple head inside. It tasted sooooo good. I heard him moaning as I began to work my magic; you know that little tongue trick I told you about. I was so involved that I didn't even realize what was happening until I felt his fingers tighten in my hair and push my head down. Then, this huge load of cum shot into my mouth."
"Oh God," Amy said, feeling like she might climax right there in her seat.
"I wasn't planning on him cumming so soon. His thick cum poured into my mouth and I was either going to swallow or choke. I swallowed... and swallowed. Lord, can that man cum. I thought it was never going to end. But, you know what? I loved it and squeezed the shaft for more. It was so thick and creamy." Jill paused, her eyes glassy and filled with excitement.
"I can't believe you Jill," Amy said in amazement. "So what else happened?"
"Well, just about that time, a car pulled onto the parking lot. I pulled my head up and saw Reggie smiling at me. Suddenly, I realized where I was and what I was doing. I told Reggie he had to go and almost pushed him out of the car. I know he was shocked but I was mortified at what I had done. Anybody could have seen us. I drove home in a daze. Before I got out of the car, I looked in the mirror and saw a glob of his cum on my chin. Amy, I scooped it off and licked it from my finger. Incredibly, I felt my pussy lips quiver and I climaxed, sitting right in my driveway."
"God Jill, that's incredible!" Amy gasped, her breath heavy with excitement.
"Another drink ladies," the young waiter asked, startling the two women.
"Uh... yes. Another for both of us," Amy said, wanting to make sure that Jill finished her story. Somehow she knew that there had to be more.
When the waiter left, Jill looked around again and then continued. "I felt so guilty. I've never cheated on Bradley before. However, I guess that wasn't really cheating if you believe Bill Clinton," she added and laughed.
"So, was that it or did you do anything else? You didn't get that suck mark from sucking his dick now did you?"
"I thought at the time that it was a one time thing. However, several days later, I saw him at the gym. I was embarrassed but he seemed so at ease. He was so charming. He talked me into going out for another drink. This time, we ended up at his place."
"Oh my God Jill, you did it!" Amy gasped.
"Uh huh!" Jill answered almost smugly. "Amy, he fucked my brains out. I didn't think his cock was ever going to go soft. I know he climaxed three times and I lost count of mine at ten. When I went home that afternoon, I was walking bow-legged with sperm running down to my ankles. I rushed to the shower before Bradley got home. I thought everything was fine but I hadn't seen the suck mark on my neck."
"You got caught!" Amy exclaimed, her face a mask of horror.
"Well, not at that moment. Bradley noticed the big purple bruise and we had this big fight. I told him that I got hit by a tennis ball." Jill laughed uproariously.
Amy joined her. "God, that's the oldest lie in the books. I think I told my mother that when I was fifteen."
"I know, but I couldn't think of anything else to say."
"So he bought that?"
"No, but I thought so at the time. About a week later, like an idiot, I invited Reggie over to my house."
"Jill! Are you crazy?" Amy exclaimed.
"Yeah, I guess I am! There's just something about fucking a stranger in your own bed that makes it so irresistible. Bradley told me he was working late on a big contract, so I thought we were safe. Reggie had just cum in me for the second time when the bedroom door burst open and Bradley stormed in."
Amy gasped and put her hand over her mouth. "Oh my God!"
"You know Bradley is a big guy, but Reggie is all muscle. I thought they were going to go at it. I started sobbing hysterically. Just when I thought they were going to come to blows, I was totally surprised when Bradley let Reggie get his clothes and rush out of the house."
"He just let him go?" Amy asked incredulously. "I'm sure John would have killed him."
"Yep, he just let him walk out. Then he stood at the end of the bed with his fist clenched and his face as red as a beet. I started to sob apologies and thought that our marriage was over. Bradley's never hit me but I would have deserved it. Instead, he stood there breathing heavily. I was still lying there naked, Reggie's cum running out of me like a river. Suddenly, I saw his eyes looking directly at my pussy. Then, incredibly, I realized that there was a tent in his pants."
"I don't believe it," Amy gasped. This was the most incredible story she had ever heard. She felt miffed that Jill hadn't confided in her until now.
"It's true. However, you're not going to believe this either. When I saw his excitement, I stopped sobbing and slid to the end of the bed. My hands were shaking as I opened his pants and freed his hard cock. I didn't know what else to do. I tell you Amy; it was bigger than I've ever seen it. I started to suck him but he suddenly pushed me roughly back on the bed. Now he's going to punch me, I thought. But no, he crawled between my legs and slid his cock into my already sloppy pussy. It didn't take him long to cum the first time."
"The first time? He fucked you twice?"
"Uh huh! The second time, he must have fucked me for a solid hour. God, you should have heard the sloppy sound his cock made pounding in and out of my pussy," Jill said and laughed. "And, you talk about a wet spot... the sheet under my ass was drenched. Finally, Bradley screamed like a wounded bull and came inside me again. I went to sleep that night with two loads of cum from Reggie and two from Bradley running out of me. However, there wasn't much of Reggie's cum in me by that time." A dreamy look came over Jill's face as she paused.
"That's the most incredible story I've ever heard. So, then what happened? Obviously, he didn't kick you out and you're still together."
"Unbelievably, the next morning I awaken with Bradley fingering my pussy. And, just like that, we were fucking again. The strangest thing about it all is that we never mentioned it. Not a word."
"Really?"
"Yeah. We ate breakfast in silence. There was a strange look on Bradley's face though. I couldn't really define it. However, when he left for work, he kissed me passionately. He never does that."
"So the two of you still haven't discussed it?"
"No! It was like it never happened, with one exception." Jill hesitated and looked around like someone was watching her. Then she whispered, "I see Reggie about once a week now."
"Jesus Christ Jill. Are you nuts?"
"Probably."
"But, Bradley has to know," Amy said shaking her head in wonder.
"Yes, he knows. In fact, I'm certain that he knows when Reggie and I are together, because afterward, when I get home, he fucks me to exhaustion. I don't even bother to clean up after Reggie anymore. I just come home with his sperm dripping down my thighs." Jill smiled and then closed her eyes and sighed.
"Jill, if you weren't my friend, I would swear you were lying to me."
"Everything I've told you is absolutely true. I'm sorry I didn't share it with you before but I wasn't sure how you would react. I know you have these high standards of morality. You don't think I'm terrible do you?"
"I should smack you for not telling your best friend, but no, I don't think you're terrible. If I did, I'd have to feel the same way about myself for having fantasies about a certain friend. Besides, your story has made my panties soooo wet!" Amy's face turned red with embarrassment as she squirmed in her seat in an attempt to relieve the pressure on her swollen sex. She could feel the seam splitting her lips and rubbing on the nub of her clit.
"Thanks Amy, you're a good friend. Now tell me, what friend are you fantasizing about? Come on tell me."
Amy hesitated, wondering if she should reveal her secret. However, after the story Jill just told, she knew that she couldn't hold it in. She took a big breath and said, "Thomas!"
Jill sucked in her breath because she knew that Thomas was John's best friend. She also knew that he was black like her lover.
Chapter 3
Finally, the rain let up enough for John and Thomas to finish their round. Despite all of their moaning and groaning, they finished in a tie. John volunteered to buy the beer. The two men talked for a long time until it was near time to go home. John ordered one last one for the road. Although, he had probably had too many drinks already, John needed the courage that the alcohol afforded him for the next part of the conversation.
"So, were you serious about what you said earlier?" John asked as if they had just had the conversation.
"Serious about what?" Thomas asked.
"What you said when we were waiting for the rain to stop." When he could see that Thomas didn't understand what he was saying he added, "You know... uh... about loosening Amy up." John was very nervous now but tried hard to keep Thomas from noticing. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest.
A shocked expression came to Thomas's face. Suddenly, he was concerned that John had taken his comments wrong. "Uh... listen man, I was only kidding. You know we joke all the time about that stuff."
"So you were kidding?"
"Well, yeah," Thomas said, shaking his head in confusion.
"Too bad because I think... uh... I think Amy could use some loosening up." Suddenly, John's palms were sweating.
Thomas was silent for a long minute. "What are you trying to say man? Are you saying you want me to hit on your wife?" He stared at John like he had three heads.
"Well, I'm not sure I would call it 'hitting on her'. Maybe a 'little attention' would be a better way to put it. Listen Thomas, I know Amy likes you; I can see the way she watches you. And, don't kid me, you like her too." John let that hang in the air for a few seconds.
"Well... uh... uh... yeah... yes, I like her as a friend," Thomas said, suddenly stuttering all over himself. "Hell man, you and Amy are my best friends."
"Sure we are but I know you like her more than that. Remember that time she bought that string bikini and came out to the pool to model it for us? I saw your eyes. They were so big that I thought they might pop out of your head."
"Sure, Amy's a gorgeous woman. I would have had to be dead not to react. What guy wouldn't?"
"Well, I'm giving you the chance to do more than look," John said and stopped, his words hanging heavily in the air. This was it, John thought, if he turns me down, I'll act like it's all a joke. John was nervously biting the inside of his mouth as he watched his friend's face.
"Let me see if I understand you. You're saying I can come on to your wife and you wouldn't mind?"
"Yep! That's exactly what I'm saying." John almost sighed with relief that it was out.
"Are you crazy man?"
"No... well maybe! Listen Thomas, you know that Amy has had a bad time over the last year and how much I'm worried about her. She needs something more. I truly don't believe that she would ever cheat on me but if she did, you would be my first choice." A smile came to John's face.
"This is nuts."
"Not really. Remember that time on New Years Eve when you two kissed?"
"Yes. I'm the one that told you about that, remember?" Thomas said with a guilty smile.
"Well, I never told you how hot Amy was that night. I knew that something had turned her on and it wasn't just the booze. I was worried that that pretty boy that used to live next door was coming on to her. However, it didn't make sense until you told me that you had kissed her. Truthfully, I was relieved that it was you. I never saw her so hot. She even gave me one of her rare blowjobs."
"Well, I'm glad I could be of service," Thomas said with a rueful smile.
"I know this sounds nuts... even to me. But, I'm desperate Thomas. I've talked to the doctor and even he has been worried about her state of mind. He wanted her to go on some type of anti-depressant but she refused. I'd love her to be a wild and sexy woman but I would settle for her just being like her old self again. I figure if you can heat her up from a kiss... well, it would be fun to see how far you could get."
Suddenly, Thomas finally realized that John was serious. "You're serious aren't you?"
"Never been more serious."
Thomas was silent for a long time, deciding how to answer. "Well, if I agreed to do this... and I said 'if', how far could I go?" Suddenly, he was getting excited at the possibilities.
"I don't know. I guess as far as she lets you."
"Are you sure about this? Something like this could end our friendship."
"We won't let it. The only thing that I ask is that you tell me everything."
"I don't know man. It might feel like I'm deceiving Amy," he said with concern in his voice. "I like her too much for that."
"I understand and I appreciate your feelings. However, think about this being therapy for Amy. It would be like you are helping her recover," John said, only half facetiously.
"And, what do you get out of all this?"
"Hopefully, I get the woman I married back and if I'm real lucky, she will open up sexually and do some of the things that I've always wanted her to do." John paused and let his words sink in before he continued. "Listen Thomas, you know I love Amy more than anything in the world and that I would never do anything to hurt her. If I thought this would cause her problems, I would never do it." John paused and let what he had said sink in. Then he continued, "The way I figure it, we can all have a little fun. Worse case, she rebuffs you and you go home with your tail between your legs." John sat back with a smug smile on his face. He knew that Thomas could never turn down a challenge.
"There's no chance of that," Thomas said confidently and then fell silent. He had to admit that the idea had appeal to him. It wasn't like he was going to be having an affair behind his best friend's back. If John was okay with it, who was he to question him? he thought. Finally, he said, "You have to let me have free access you know."
Suddenly, John felt like jumping out of his chair in excitement. However, he controlled his excitement and calmly said, "Agreed."
"I'm letting my libido control my brain but I would be a fool to turn such an offer down."
"Then you'll do it?"
"Against my better judgment, yes."
"Alright!" John said a little too loud.
Two days later, John was leaving for work and went in to kiss Amy goodbye. "Have a nice day sweetie," he said and kissed her briefly. "Oh by the way, Thomas is coming over for dinner tonight."
"Tonight? Why didn't you tell me we were having company?" Amy complained and stood up from the table. She hadn't seen Thomas in over a month.
"Thomas isn't company, he's family. See you later."
Amy stood for a moment until John was out the door. While she tried to be mad, she was secretly glad Thomas was coming over. She would have to get the roast out of the freezer and do some shopping. What about my hair? she thought as she walked out into the hall and looked into the mirror. Suddenly, she felt nervous and strangely excited. Maybe I can get an appointment at the beauty shop.
By 7 P.M., when the doorbell rang, Amy had everything ready. She stood in front of her dressing room mirror to take one last look. Her hair was freshly cut and curled. She had chosen to wear a low cut black cocktail dress that hugged her body like a second skin. It was a little too tight and far too short but she liked the way it emphasized her assets. A string of white pearls, a little dab of perfume and she was ready.
John smiled at Thomas as he let him in the house. He looked as dashing as ever. He had on a pair of gray slacks, a blue blazer, and a white mock turtleneck shirt. The white shirt emphasized his dark good looks.
"What a surprise to see you Thomas," John joked.
"I was in the neighborhood and thought I would stop in," he returned with a smile.
Both of the men were nervous and tried to cover it with jokes.
"Well, you're in luck because I think my wife has cooked your favorite meal," John said as he led Thomas into the living room and mixed him a drink.
The two were talking when Amy walked into the room. Both of them stopped in mid-sentence when they saw her. She looked radiant. Her blond hair and black dress gave her a glow that John hadn't seen in over a year. His plan was already working.
"Hi Thomas," Amy said as she walked over to him and stepped into his embrace. They hugged and kissed briefly.
"Wow... you... wow..." Thomas said, suddenly tongue-tied as he held her at arm's length and looked at her. His eyes scanned her face then automatically dropped to her ample cleavage. Her breasts were almost popping out of her dress. He could smell the sweet perfume she was wearing-the perfume that he had given her for Christmas.



Amy saw his stare and took a deep breath, causing the swells of her breasts to lift even higher. She could feel a little chill run up her spine. Suddenly, the images of Jill with her black lover crossed her mind. She felt her face flush. "Uh... thank you Thomas."
John handed Amy a glass of wine and the three of them sat down in the living room. Amy sat across from Thomas, casually crossing her legs.
"So, where have you been? I thought you didn't like me anymore," Amy said with her pretty pout.
"Been busy at work. However, now that I see what I've been missing, I'll make a point to come around more often," Thomas teased, his eyes glancing at her legs. This banter wasn't unusual but the deal between him and John gave it new meaning.
Amy could feel her face flush hot as she watched Thomas's eyes. In spite of her prudish nature, she uncrossed her legs and allowed her legs to open slightly.
John didn't miss the movement. "I'm going to put another bottle of wine on ice," he said and excused himself.
"You're so far away, why don't you come over here," Thomas said, patting the sofa next to him.
Amy looked once toward the kitchen door, then got up, and sat next to Thomas. Normally, this situation would not have made her nervous. The only difference was what was in her head.
"So, anything new going in your life?" Amy asked. "Uh... Any girlfriends?"
"No, just the same old girls," he joked.
"I've never seen you with an 'old' girl," Amy returned and laughed, placing her hand on his thigh. Suddenly, a thrill rushed through her as he felt the strength and warmth of his thigh.
Thomas put his arm around Amy's back and pulled her to him. "You've always been my favorite 'young' girl," he said seriously. His eyes glanced down at the soft swells of her breasts. The combination of that and her hand on his thigh began to have an effect on Thomas. He felt his penis begin to lengthen down his thigh.
Amy looked down and saw movement just inches from where her hand lay passively on his thigh. Almost imperceptibly, she moved her hand slightly higher until her finger grazed the protrusion in his pants. Her hand began to shake and the room started to spin.
Thomas felt the slightest touch of her finger. His penis pulsed and grew stiffer.
Amy's mouth was suddenly very dry. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she lifted the little finger and gently rubbed it across the covered head of Thomas's penis. She felt it pulse, and suddenly, her finger became wet as a clear liquid began to seep from the cloth. Amy looked down and gasped when she saw the large tent in Thomas's pants.
"Alright, the wine is cooling," John said as he walked back into the room.
Thomas and Amy jumped as if they had been struck by lightening. Amy pulled her hand away from his thigh and stood up abruptly.
"I'll... I'll get dinner on the table," she said breathlessly, her face flushed. She hurried out of the room, rushing past her husband
"Man, your timing couldn't be worse," Thomas said with a sigh.
"Really?" John said excitedly. He hadn't figured that anything would happen so soon. He hadn't seen anything since the entrance to the living room was behind the sofa. "Sorry man. I'll make up for it later."
Dinner was cordial if not tense. Amy could feel Thomas's eyes on her throughout the meal. Whenever she would look at him, he would smile and her face would suddenly become hot. Then she would look guiltily over at John who seemed to always have his face down, looking at his food. When dinner was over, Amy got up and said, "I'll clean up the dishes and you two can go into the living room and watch the baseball game." She was almost relieved to be able to get out of the room and get her thoughts together. However, Thomas had other ideas.
"I'll help," Thomas said. "I can watch baseball anytime."
"Well, I guess I'll watch the game alone," John said and yawned. "Man, I'm getting tired." He got up from the table and went into the living room.
Thomas and Amy carried the dishes into the kitchen. When the table was cleared, they stood side by side; Amy rinsed the dishes and Thomas placed them into the dishwasher. Amy stood at the sink stiffly. However, her heart was beating rapidly in her chest. She could almost feel Thomas's eyes on her as he stood by her side. She could see John sitting in the living room, through the large cut out window over the sink.
"You look especially great tonight Amy," Thomas said sincerely as he looked at the pretty woman standing next to him. She had put on a bib apron but it barely covered her sexy dress. With his height, he could see down her dress, almost to her navel. When she leaned forward, he would catch just a glimpse of her brown areola. He could feel his still firm penis begin to pulse in his pants.
"Thank you!" Amy responded. She didn't look up at Thomas. She could feel her face turning red.
"Did you get your hair done just for me," he teased.
"Uh... no... uh well, I needed a new style," she answered nervously, almost letting a plate slip out of her hand.
"It fits you," he said and leaned a little closer to her until their thighs were touching. "You know I love that perfume too."
"You should, you bought it for me," Amy said and then paused. God, am I being that obvious, she thought. Suddenly, she gasped and looked at John in the living room. Thomas had placed his hand on her backside. "Thomas," she whispered as she trembled, "behave." Yet, she made no move to push his hand away.
Thomas could feel her warm and soft flesh under her thin dress. He squeezed her cheek gently and felt her tremble. "I'm pretty sure your finger touching me earlier was no accident," Thomas whispered.
Amy blushed and then she went back to rinsing the dishes without answering.
Thomas took her silence as an okay to proceed and began to move his hand around the soft contours of her ass. Slowly, he grew bolder until he was kneading the flesh of her ass. He could feel his penis pulsing in his pants again. Slowly his hand drifted down until his fingers skirted the hem of her dress. He held his breath as he gradually moved his hand underneath and onto the back of her nylon-covered thigh. He felt Amy tense but still she made no move to stop him. When he lifted his hand one-inch, he heard a sharp intake of breath from Amy. His fingers felt the soft and warm flesh of her bare thigh above the nylon.
"Thomas," Amy hissed again, her hands on the sink for support. Almost without her control, her legs moved apart.
Thomas smiled as he felt her subtle movement. The movement gave him the room to move his hand higher.
A little moan escaped Amy's lips and then she whimpered, "Please."
But still, he heard no reprimand in her voice, so he slid his fingers gently up her warm thigh until he could feel the gusset of her panties. This time Thomas let out a little moan as he encountered the wetness that had soaked through the material. He could feel her swollen lips under the thin cotton. The lips felt positively huge and bulged from her panties. When he started to use his index finger to pull the material aside, Amy grabbed his hand. However, she seemed to have no strength to push it away.
"Thomas! John's right there," she whispered through clenched teeth as she felt a shiver of pleasure rush through her.
Thomas whispered, "I know." Then his hand started to move again. He slid his fingers under the material to touch the swollen lips and felt Amy shiver
"Oh God Thomas, please," Amy gasped as she felt his large finger touch her sex. Then, Amy went up on her toes as Thomas slowly slid his finger into her wet and pulsing hole. In spite of her protests, Amy's hips settled down, taking Thomas's finger deep into her body. "Thomas... Thomas, oh God," Amy gasped as her body began to tremble. Amy was on the verge of climax and her knees felt like they were about to buckle. Finally, from somewhere, Amy found the strength to pull Thomas's hand from her throbbing sex lips. When the tip of his finger finally left her, she sighed in self-imposed frustration. She leaned forward on the sink; trembling and mentally chastising herself for letting it go so far. Yet her body continued to betray her. She could feel her juice soaking through her panties as it began to run down her thighs.
Thomas stood beside Amy with a smile on his face. He caught Amy's eye and brought his wet finger to his lips.
"Jesus!" Amy hissed as she watched Thomas suck her juice from his finger.
Thomas smiled as he stared into Amy's wide eyes. His next move was to turn to the side and let her see that he was very excited as well. He leaned against the sink as he continued to watch Amy's eyes. He could see her glancing down at the large protrusion in his pants.
Suddenly, in her nervousness, Amy splashed water from the sink onto the front of Thomas's pants. Without thinking she grabbed a dishtowel and began to wipe the front of his pants. She gasped as he felt his hardness. As soon as she realized what she was doing, she pulled her hand away like she had touched a hot stove. Her eyes looked up at Thomas and she could see him smiling at her embarrassment.
When the dishes were in the washer, Amy and Thomas joined John in the living room. Thomas grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses. John was sitting in his favorite chair. He had turned out all but one lamp. Amy took a seat on the sofa. Thomas joined her, sitting a safe distance away. He poured her a large glass of wine, which she welcomed, taking a big drink. They watched the ballgame for a while until John appeared to be asleep. His head was back on the chair and his eyes were closed. His breathing was heavy and regular.
Thomas poured Amy another large glass of wine before he slowly slipped his arm over her shoulder.
Amy tensed and looked at John. She was relieved to see that his eyes were closed. She knew that he often fell asleep in his favorite chair. The wine began to have an impact on Amy and she started to relax.
Thomas reached his hand up and turned Amy's face toward him. Their eyes met.
Amy could feel her heart pounding in her chest. The room began to spin again as she saw Thomas's lips move toward hers. A little whimper escaped her lips when she felt his lips touch hers. Suddenly she was opening her mouth to let his tongue inside. At the same time, she gasped as one of his hands covered her breasts. She melted into his embrace as she sucked on his offered tongue. As her hips began to squirm on the sofa, she pulled her mouth from him and whispered, "Oh God Thomas... John...."
Thomas ignored her and brought his lips to hers again, his hand slipping down and inside the top of her dress. Now it was Thomas's turn to moan as he felt the warmth of Amy's soft flesh in his hand. He could feel her large nipple under his palm. His fingers captured the nipple and began to squeeze.
John could hear the whimpers and the moans from the sofa but he couldn't look at them. It was delicious torture and was driving him crazy with excitement. He was close enough to hear their lips smacking together and knew that they were at least kissing. Finally, he couldn't hold out any longer. He opened his eyes just slightly and saw what he had been hearing. He had to suppress a gasp when he saw their lips working passionately together and that Thomas's hand was inside his wife's dress. He desperately wanted to see more so he decided to try another tactic. He moaned and stirred.
Thomas and Amy jumped in surprise. Thomas quickly pulled his hand from Amy's bodice and slid away, sitting nervously a safe distance from Amy. Although he knew that John approved of what he was doing, it was nonetheless nerve racking.
John sighed and stretched, then said, "Listen, I hate to be a bad host but I'm really tired and I have an early meeting tomorrow. So, at the risk of being rude, I'll go to bed. Thomas, please don't leave on my account. Amy can see you out after the ballgame," he said with a smile. "See you this weekend?" he asked.
"Uh... yeah, I'll be there."
"Goodnight sweetie," John said as he walked over and gave Amy a kiss goodnight. He could see in her face that she was flustered and more than a little nervous. It looked almost as if her eyes were pleading with him not to leave.
Amy almost asked John to stay. Her mouth opened, but nothing came out. She was more than a little afraid to be left alone with Thomas. However, it wasn't Thomas she was afraid of-it was her own lack of willpower that scared her.
John made his way up the stairs, turning back to see the two of them sitting stiffly on the sofa. I'll brush my teeth and check back on them, he thought. Things should be heating up by that time. Then, he had a second of remorse; it was as if he were leading a lamb to slaughter. Still, it was for her own good he convinced himself and besides, it was incredibly exciting. If he needed any proof, inside his pants, his penis was pulsing with life.
As soon as John was out of sight, Thomas slid over to Amy again. She sat stone-faced, pretending to watch the TV. However, her mind was far from the silly baseball game. Suddenly, she could feel the heat of Thomas next to her. All of her 'good girl' upbringing told her she should get up and move to another chair or ask Thomas to leave but instead, she sat frozen, staring at the TV.
Thomas put his arm around her again and used his hand to turn her face toward him. His lips moved toward hers.
"No Thomas," Amy whispered but there was no conviction in her voice. Her heart was fluttering in her chest. Suddenly, their lips were pressed together again and she heard a moan from far off. As she opened her mouth to let his tongue in, she realized the sound was coming from her throat. No matter how hard she tried to deny it and say no, her body betrayed her. Instead of slapping his face, she melted into his strong arms again.
Thomas was moaning as well. His penis was pulsing with excitement as his tongue pulled back into his mouth and hers followed. It was like a dream come true for him. He had wanted to kiss her like this from the day they first met. The only thing they had shared was one long kiss at the New Years Eve party.
Amy felt Thomas's strong body pressing to her heaving breasts. She could barely get her breath as she sucked his tongue. Suddenly, she felt his hand on her breast. She started to push it away but he quickly slipped it into the top of her dress again. This time, before she could stop him, he had pulled the large orb from the dress. "Mmmm..." Amy moaned as she felt the cool room air on her exposed breast.
Thomas continued to kiss her as his large black hand kneaded her soft white flesh. His penis was throbbing so hard that he thought it might burst from his pants.
"Oh Jesus," Amy moaned as Thomas pulled his lips from hers and began to kiss down the soft skin of her neck. Amy knew she should stop him but her body wouldn't respond to her mind. Instead, she arched her back and lifted her breast as Thomas's lips drew near. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she groaned as his lips captured the nipple and began to suck. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!"
As Thomas continued to suck the nipple, his hand dropped to her thigh. He heard her moan something like, "nooooooo." He ignored it and began to move his hand up her thigh.
Amy's brain was screaming No! No! No! But, still, her legs opened. Her thighs began to quiver as she felt Thomas's large hand snake under her dress. She tensed when his fingers touched the soft skin of her thighs above her nylons. "Thomas... John is right up... oh God," she gasped, her words catching in her throat as his fingers squeezed the bare flesh of her warm thigh and his lips sucked her hard nipple
Thomas's lips were relentless as his hand idly caressed her warm thighs. Then he moved his fingers a little higher. He took a deep breath as his fingers touched her wet panties again and a moan escaped from his sucking lips. Before Amy could protest, he quickly pulled the material aside and his fingers found her swollen lips.
"Oh my God Thomas, no!" Amy gasped. Yet, even as she protested, she spread her legs wider, forcing her dress high on her thighs and giving him free access to her pulsing crotch. Suddenly, she held her breath as she felt the tip of his finger at the entrance of her dripping hole. "Nnnnnnnnooooooo!" she hissed as his large black finger slid slowly inside.
Thomas's lips left her breast and captured her lips again to silence her moans.
John finished brushing his teeth and walked quietly down the hall until he was at the top of the stairs. He knew that he would be able to see into the living room if he moved down a step or two and bent over. When he did, he almost fell down the steps at the sight that greeted him. On the sofa sat his prudish wife, her legs spread wide, her skirt almost to her waist, one breast hanging from her dress and Thomas's hand moving back and forth between her legs. He was kissing her passionately. John's penis, which had lost some of its stiffness, sprang back to life. He strained his eyes to see into the dim living room.
Amy tried to protest weakly until Thomas's tongue rushed into her mouth again. Without her willing it, her hips started to move up and down as the long finger sawed in and out. Her mind could no longer process the risk that she was taking; there was only Thomas's mouth, his tongue, and the finger, sliding deep into her.
John was ready to pull his penis out of his underwear when he saw Amy stiffen in Thomas's embrace. He heard a long and low whimper escape her lips.
Thomas pushed his tongue deep into Amy's mouth as his finger continued to plunge in and out. When he felt her tense, he placed his thumb on her swollen clit and rubbed.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Amy moaned into Thomas's mouth and her hips lifted off the sofa. Waves of electric shocks began to rocket through her. She was suddenly lost in a sea of incredible pleasure. Her body trembled and her legs clamped shut as a strong climax washed her away.
For several long seconds, Amy shook in Thomas's embrace, floating on waves of illicit pleasure. Her hips moved up and down, forcing his finger in and out of her wet hole.
Thomas could feel the pulsing of her vagina as it squeezed his finger.
Slowly Amy began to return to earth. As soon as her climax ended, she sat up. Her eyes were wide with fright as she looked toward the stairs. Suddenly, shame washed over her and she stood up on unsteady legs. Then she said, "Thomas, I think you should go." When she saw the look of shock on Thomas's face, she softened her tone and said, "It's late."
Thomas got up, placed his hands on Amy's shoulders, and pulled her toward him. His lips captured hers again as his hands slid to her soft ass. Slowly he pulled her dress up until he captured both panty-covered cheeks in his strong hands.
A loud moan escaped Amy's lips as she squirmed in his embrace. However, when his hands moved up to the waistband of her panties, she pushed him back, gasping for breath again. "Thomas please!"
"Okay," he said and smiled, squeezing her cheeks one last time before letting her dress fall back into place. Then he gently lifted her still exposed breast and placed it back in her dress. He smiled at her shocked expression and gently kissed her lips one last time. Thomas left quietly, his penis still throbbing in his pants. He was a patient man because he knew that there would be other opportunities. He whistled as he walked to his car.
Amy made her way to the bedroom. Her legs were trembling and she could feel her still swollen and wet lips squishing between her thighs as she walked up the stairs. She had never felt her sex lips as swollen as they were now. Excitement still coursed through her veins. However, she was filled with guilt and shame.
"John, are you awake," Amy whispered as she stood next to the bed.



John turned over and acted as if she had awakened him. "Uh... yeah... I uh just fell asleep. What's wrong?"
"Nothing sweetie," Amy smiled in the dark. Then slowly she began to slip the straps of her cocktail dress from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.
John watched with wide eyes as his wife's pretty breasts came into view. He saw the dress fall to the floor and watched her slip her panties off. He could almost imagine how wet they must be. John's penis was still rock hard from watching the scene on the sofa.
"Lay on your back," Amy said breathlessly.
John looked at his wife with shock. She rarely initiated sex. Now, she was practically giving orders. He smiled and turned over onto his back. Then he watched as she climbed over him, straddling his chest. Again, he looked up at her with surprise.

Amy could feel her heart beating rapidly. It was so unlike her to take the lead in sex, however, the excitement Thomas had created still controlled her actions. Slowly, she inched her knees upward until her vagina touched John's chin. Then, with a moan, she moved upward and another inch forward and sat her throbbing sex on his mouth.
John moaned as his wife pressed her dripping vagina to his mouth. He had only eaten her a few times in their married life. Suddenly, he realized that his plan was working better than he ever dreamed. He would have smiled had his mouth not been filled with Amy's sweet and very swollen sex lips.
"Oh God, eat me. Eat my pussy," Amy moaned hysterically. She practically sat on John's face as another wave of pleasure roared through her. Her hips bounced up and down, forcing John's tongue deep into her hole. Her thighs quivered and squeezed his head tight. She could feel her juice bubbling out of his mouth and streaming down his cheeks.
John was in heaven as he tried to swallow his wife's copious juices. It was an impossible task. He continued to suck until Amy pulled her sensitive flesh from his mouth and sat back on his chest.
Finally, when Amy stopped shaking, she slid off John's chest and lay down next to him. She looked at his smiling face and could see her juice glistening on his lips and chin in the dim light from the hallway. "I love you," she whispered and kissed his lips, tasting her own juice for the first time in her life. Then she began to slowly kiss down his body. She stopped at his nipples, sucking them into her mouth and teasing the hard nubs with her tongue. Then she continued downward, licking the flesh of his strong abdomen. She giggled when her tongue, and the brush of her hair, made his stomach quiver. Then she could feel John gasp for breath as she kissed further down.
John was beyond excitement now. His penis throbbed so hard that he thought he was going to cum without ever being touched. He lifted his head, looked down, and saw his wife lift the blanket and slide her head underneath. He moaned as he suddenly felt her warm breath on his penis. "Ahhhhhhhh!!!! Oh my God Amy," he screamed when her wet mouth covered him.
Amy moaned, as she tasted John's pre-cum juice. It almost tasted sweet. Suddenly, she wondered why she had never liked doing this. Then incredible excitement gripped her as she thought of the juice contained in his balls. She had to have it. Her fist began to move rapidly up and down John's shaft as her mouth sucked hard.
"Oh Ammmmyyyyyyy!!!" John warned. Suddenly, his balls tightened and began to pump his sperm up the shaft.
"Mmmmm!!!" Amy moaned as John's hot sperm began to squirt into her mouth. She was surprised at the force of the sperm as it hit the back of her throat hard. This was a first for her; never had she taken his sperm into her mouth. She swallowed and felt her vagina quiver like she was going to climax. She swallowed repeatedly as each pulse of John's penis sent a new load of cum into her mouth, filling it until some dripped from the corners. Finally, when she could suck no more out, she kissed the tip and crawled back up to her totally shocked and exhausted husband.
"Wow!" was all John could muster.
Amy smiled and brought her cum-wet lips to his and kissed him hard, shoving her tongue deep into his mouth.
Chapter 4
The following day, and for the rest of the week, Amy was walking on air. She felt a euphoria within her that had been missing for a very long time. Yes, she was guilty and ashamed of what she had done with Thomas, but she chose to think more about how it had spiced up her relationship with John. Twice during the week, she had initiated sex, having John once in the bedroom and once in the living room. However, during each encounter, her mind had flashed back to Thomas and his kisses.
Amy was practically bursting to tell Jill what happened, but she refused to divulge any information over the telephone. When she met Jill at the gym, she was almost bubbling over with excitement. When they were done exercising, they went to the juice bar to talk.
"So, come on, come on, tell me everything, I've been waiting all week," Jill said excitedly.
Amy looked around to see if anyone was close enough to hear them and then turned back to Jill with a wide smile on her face. "Well, I practically fucked John's brains out this week. I don't understand what happened but it's like a switch was turned on within my libido."
"Tell me about Thomas. You know that's what I want to hear."
"There's not that much to tell really but..." Amy proceeded to tell Jill what had happened with Thomas in the kitchen and in the living room after John went to bed. She was breathless when she finished. So was Jill.
"Wow Amy. I thought you said that there wasn't much to tell."
Amy giggled and said, "Well, we didn't actually fuck!"
"So John left you two alone and went to bed?" Jill asked.
"Yeah. He said he was tired."
"Is that normal for him to... you know, to just go to bed when you have a guest?"
"It is kind of strange isn't it? I didn't really think about it," Amy answered with a pensive look. "Don't make me paranoid now Jill, I've got enough going on in my head," she said and laughed.
At the same time, over at the Northwest Country Club, John and Thomas sat in the bar having their after golf beer.
John held his beer up to Thomas and said, "Thanks buddy."
"For what?"
He and John had not spoken about the previous week because John didn't want to bring it up in casual conversation. Additionally, Thomas and he had only talked briefly on the telephone during the week. However, Thomas couldn't tell from that conversation how John felt about what happened or if he even knew what had happened after he left. He figured he would let him bring up the subject.
John leaned toward Thomas and whispered, "For loosening Amy up. Christ man, she almost fucked me to exhaustion this past week. Right after you left, she gave me the best blowjob of my life. And, I owe it all to you." John held his beer up again and Thomas responded by tapping his bottle to his.
"So, you know what happened after you went upstairs?" Thomas asked, a bit sheepishly.
"Yeah man, I was at the top of the stairs. I saw you sticking your tongue down her throat and your finger up her pussy," he said. "I thought you were going to choke her with your tongue," he said in mock seriousness and then laughed.
Thomas felt just a bit uncomfortable with the conversation but he was glad to see John laugh. Christ, he thought, how many guys talk to their best friend about seducing their wife. It was a little strange, to say the least. However, he wasn't complaining. On the contrary, he was looking forward to continuing the seduction if John was going to let him. "So, what do we do now? I mean, is that it?" he asked.
"No man," John answered quickly. "I told you that you could go as far as Amy wants."
"Does that include... uh... you know... fucking?"
John felt electricity shoot through him. "Like I told you, it means as far as Amy wants it to go. But you should know that Amy's not on the pill because we're still trying for a baby," John said with a wide smile.
"Not on the pill? I don't use those damn rubbers!" Thomas said emphatically.
"That shouldn't be a problem for a stud like you. Just a little more challenging I should think."
Thomas got a wide grin on his face. "Okay man, you asked for it. To Amy," he said lifting his beer again.
"To my sweet Amy," John responded touching his bottle to the one Thomas held. "Okay, about tonight," John said. "Here's the plan."
Thomas listened to John and added a few of his own ideas. When they had it all settled they shook hands like a business deal. Then John got up and said, "I have to run. You're coming over at six, right?"
"Yep."
"Make sure you bring your swimming trunks."
John was at the grill when Thomas came around to the back of the house. "Anybody home?" he called as he opened the gate of the privacy fence.
"Hey, Thomas, welcome," John said, turning around to greet his friend. "Get yourself a beer from the cooler. Amy is getting the burgers ready. I'm the cook, so no complaints."
"I'd never complain," Thomas said and retrieved a beer from the cooler. As he walked back over to John, Amy came out of the house carrying a tray of burgers and hot dogs.
The two men turned and smiled at her. She was wearing a kimono type robe modestly over her bathing suit.
"Hi Amy," Thomas said.
"Hi Thomas," she answered, feeling a little flush come to her face.
Thomas stepped over and briefly kissed Amy hello as she held the tray in front of her. She seemed somewhat cool to him. He couldn't read her face.
"Go get your suit on," John said, "The burgers are going to take a few minutes."
Thomas went into the downstairs bathroom to put his trunks on.
"Amy, can you get me some barbecue sauce? I think I put a new bottle in the pantry."
In order for Amy to get the barbecue sauce, she had to walk past the bathroom. She was a little surprised to see that the door was open slightly and thought that Thomas had gone to the bathroom upstairs. However, as she walked by, she stopped in her tracks. Inside, she could see Thomas with his back to her. He had his shirt off and was getting ready to take off his pants. Amy started to move away but paused.
Thomas took a quick glance in the mirror and saw a shadow outside the bathroom door. He smiled to himself as he unbuckled his pants and slowly let them fall to the floor. Was that a gasp? he thought. He had purposely not worn underwear.
Amy stood with her hand over her mouth, staring at Thomas's strong buttocks. She held her breath as she saw him bend over and pick up his swimming trunks from the floor. She could see his large testicles swinging between his thighs and the shiny cheeks of his ass. Suddenly, her breathing was very erratic.
As Thomas started to pull the trunks up his legs, he turned around. His eyes opened as if he was surprised. Then he stood frozen with the trunks halfway up his thighs. His substantial penis was flaccid but still hung a long way down his thigh.
Amy's eyes went from Thomas's penis to his face. Suddenly, she saw his shocked face turn to a wide grin. She wanted to turn and run but something made her stay. Slowly her eyes scanned down his strong body, over his large chest and his rippled stomach. Another little gasp escaped her lips when she saw his penis begin to move as blood started to flow.
"Sorry," Thomas said, almost embarrassed as he grasped the now half-erect shaft and stuffed it into his white bathing trunks. Now, the view was almost more obscene. The white trunks were all but transparent on his dark skin. His penis made a substantial bulge in the thin material. It almost looked like he had stuffed a coiled black snake into his trunks.
"Uh... uh... I was... uh just getting some... something," Amy said, her words sticking in her throat. Then she turned and rushed to the closet. Suddenly, she had no idea what she was looking for.
Thomas had a wide grin on his face as he went back outside to help John with the grill. A few minutes later a more composed but still flustered Amy came back outside.
The three of them sat on the patio, ate dinner, and had a few beers as they talked about this and that. When dinner was done and quite a few beers consumed, John suggested that they go for a swim.
Amy balked.
"Come on," John prodded. He knew she was somewhat embarrassed to take off her robe. He had purchased a bathing suit for her. Well, at least the lady in the store said it was a bathing suit. However, it was nothing more than three triangles of yellow material. Two of the triangles barely covered her nipples and the other strained to cover her vagina. Amy had to shave off most of her pubic hair in order to get it to at least cover her lips. She was reluctant to wear it but John had insisted. However, she couldn't deny the chills that went through her as she put it on.
John and Thomas ran and jumped into the pool, splashing around like a couple of teenagers. Amy stood at the table, biting her lips.
"Come on Amy," John yelled.
"Yeah, get into the pool," Thomas added.
They watched as Amy reluctantly untied her robe and let it slip from her shoulders. Suddenly, the only sound was the chirping of crickets and three rapid heartbeats. Both John's and Thomas's eyes were as big as saucers as they watched her slowly walk over to the shallow end of the pool. Her large breasts moved as if in slow motion, the tiny cords holding the material straining from the weight. Between her legs, the tight material had ridden into her crotch, exposing the edges of her almost hairless outer lips.
When Amy turned around to back down the ladder to the water, both Thomas and John gasped. In the back, there was simply a white string attached to the waist that disappeared between her ass cheeks. The tension at the pool was suddenly very high. Both Thomas and John could feel their penises harden inside their tight trunks.
Suddenly, John turned around and splashed water into Thomas's face. He responded in kind and soon they were rollicking in the water again.
Amy walked around waist deep in the water, being careful how she moved. Any wave or sudden move could easily tear the skimpy top or bottom from her body. The truth was that the suit wasn't meant to be worn in water. It was for those exhibitionists that frequented the public beaches.
Over the next hour, Amy watched John and Thomas frolic in the pool. They had competitions as to who could make the most baskets in the nurf ball game, who had the best dive and so on. Amy thought they acted more like fifteen-year-olds trying to impress a girl than thirty-two-year-old men. However, she also thought it was cute that they would try to impress her. At one point, they asked her to judge the diving contest. She declined but they whined until she agreed.
John dove first, showing his lack of skill. Then Thomas climbed out of the pool.
"Oh my God," Amy whispered to herself. Thomas's swim trunks were plastered to his skin and transparent. As he stood on the board, Amy could see every wrinkle of his large balls and tightly confined penis. It appeared that he stood on the end of the board for quite some time before diving into the water.
After four or five dives, Amy declared Thomas the winner by a wide margin. John acted like he was pouting but he already knew that he couldn't dive. He would have to be satisfied with occasionally beating Thomas at golf.
When it turned dark, John put the underwater pool lights on. The shimmering water gave the patio area a romantic glow. John went into the house to get some beer but came back out a few minutes later and said he would have to run to the store.
A little charge of electricity rushed through Amy at his words. However, she had mixed emotions. She remembered the last time he had left them alone and wasn't entirely sure she wanted John to leave her alone with Thomas again.
John was barely out the door when Thomas swam over to Amy sitting on the side of the pool near the shallow end. He placed his hands on either side of her legs and looked up at her.
Amy took a deep breath and looked back, their eyes locked on one another.
Suddenly, Thomas grabbed her legs and pulled her off the side of the pool. Amy screamed as she plunged into the water. When she came up sputtering, she didn't realize that her tiny top had pulled up to her neck. However, Thomas did. His eyes bored into her hard nipples as Amy wiped the water from her eyes and pushed her hair back.
Amy saw the look on Thomas's face. Then she looked down and almost screamed, placing her arms across her breasts.
Thomas took that opportunity to pull her to him.
"Thomas, no," Amy said quietly. However, when Thomas turned her chin up, she allowed him to kiss her. With lightning speed, Amy could feel her sex lips begin to quiver. Thomas's tongue entered her mouth and his groin pressed to her. She could feel his penis moving, twitching, and growing in his trunks. She wanted to push him away but her excitement wouldn't let her. With a moan of surrender, she moved her arms from covering her breasts and wrapped them around Thomas's neck. Now, her large, soft breasts pressed to his hard, bare chest.
Thomas could feel her nipples burning into his skin like hot coals. His hands slid down her back and under the water to grab her naked buttocks. Both of them moaned as he pulled her tighter to his now fully hard penis.
Amy was gasping for breath when she pried her lips from his. She saw him smile and look down between them. Her eyes followed his. "Oh God," she moaned when she saw that the head of his penis had forced its way out of the waist of his trunks. It was so long that it almost touched his navel. The head was purple and the size of small plumb. Maybe it's just magnified by the water, Amy thought.
Thomas backed away from Amy until he was standing in water only to his knees. Slowly, he placed his thumbs into the sides of his trunks and began to slide them down.
Amy's eyes grew wide. "Thomas, John will be back in a minute," she warned. Then her mouth dropped open as she saw his long black shaft come into view. Her chest began heaving up and down in excitement now. She pulled her eyes away from Thomas's obscene exposure and looked at the house in fear that John could return any minute.
What she didn't know was that John hadn't gone anywhere. At that moment, he was standing outside the privacy fence peeking into the pool area. He had seen everything and his penis was throbbing with excitement.
Thomas began to slowly move back toward Amy. She backed up until she felt the floor of the pool drop off. Then she turned and continued to back away until the poolside stopped her. Suddenly, Thomas's arms were on both sides, imprisoning her between them. His head bent and his lips found hers.
Amy almost swooned as she felt his tongue enter her mouth again and his chest press to her soft breasts. Then she gasped when she felt the large head of his penis touch her stomach.
Thomas kissed Amy for a long time, building both of their excitement to a fervor pitch. Breathlessly, he pulled away, put his strong hands around her waist, and lifted her to the side of the pool. Now he was between her legs and his face was level with her groin.
"Thomas... what are you doing?" Amy whispered, looking at the house as he began to push her legs apart.
"I'm going to eat your pussy," he said in a matter-of-fact tone.
"Oh God! That's crazy! John's just at the... oh Jesus," she gasped as he bent his head between her legs and lifted her thighs. "Thomas God," she hissed as she felt his tongue begin to lick the tiny patch of cloth.
Thomas pulled her forward as his large black arms circled her thighs. His tongue began to lick up and down the exposed sides of Amy's freshly shaven outer lips.



Suddenly, Amy was going mad with desire. Her hips began to squirm on the marble under her ass.
Thomas teased her to distraction. Finally, he stretched a finger over to the tiny material protecting her vagina and pulled it to the side.
Amy grabbed Thomas's head and screamed as his mouth covered her swollen sex lips. "Ahhhhhh!!!" she moaned as his tongue sliced through her swollen lips and into her wet hole.
John was as excited as the two in the pool. He pulled his penis from his shorts and moved his hand up and down the shaft as he watched the two lovers. He could see the back of Thomas's head and Amy's hands pulling his head to her groin. Her legs were around his neck and crossed, locking Thomas between her thighs.
"Oh God Thomas, suck me! Suck my cunt!" Amy screamed, totally forgetting where she was. She gasped for breath as Thomas touched all the right places. Within seconds, she was trembling and getting close to a climax. Then, when Thomas sucked her clit inside his mouth, she went over the top. Her breath caught in her throat and her mouth was opened but nothing came out. Suddenly, her body began to convulse.
Thomas had difficulty holding on as Amy's hips moved back and forth and up and down. Still, there was enough naked flesh between her legs for him to never lose contact with the fat lips of her vagina.
Eventually Amy fell backward in exhaustion and had to push Thomas's mouth away from her now sensitive clit. A short while later, she sat up and looked at Thomas's smiling face. She blushed now at the view he had of her exposed crotch. She hesitated and looked at the house for the tenth time. Then she bent her head and tenderly kissed his lips. "That was... one of the best climaxes... I've... I've ever had. Thank you," she whispered.
"My pleasure," he answered.
The telephone suddenly rang, causing both of them to jump in surprise. Amy quickly pulled the little patch of cloth over her vagina and hurried to the telephone, still topless. It was strange but the ringing telephone made her almost feel like she had been caught. "Yes," Amy said, still breathless.
It was John. "Amy, I've got a flat tire. I'm okay but I'm waiting for AAA to get here to repair it, so I'll be another hour at least."
"Okay sweetie. I'm glad you called. Thomas and I were worried about you."
John tried not to laugh as he stood at his car down the street and talked on the telephone.
"I love you," John said.
"I love you too," Amy answered and turned to look at Thomas now sitting naked on the side of the pool.
Amy hung up the telephone and walked back over to the pool. "John's going to be another hour. He had a flat tire," she said, her face a mask of relief and lust. Slowly, she walked down the steps and into the water. She moved sensuously through the water, her breasts swinging freely, her eyes on Thomas's throbbing penis.
He sat on the side of the pool with his hands back and his legs spread. He could feel excitement coursing through his veins as he watched the gorgeous woman move toward him. His rock hard penis was twitching on his stomach with every beat of his heart. His huge balls were squirming as they hung all the way to the cement under his thighs. There was a steady stream of clear pre-cum juice dribbling onto his stomach.
Then Amy was between his legs, like he had been a few minutes earlier. She moved in close, her hands running up and down his muscular thighs. Her eyes stared at the huge penis in front of her as if it had hypnotized her. She thought it looked like a snake-it was an angry cobra and she was the charmer. She almost giggled. Suddenly, her mouth began to salivate. Slowly, with her hand shaking, she reached up and grasped the hot shaft. Her fingers couldn't touch around the shaft.
Thomas had to moan as he watched Amy hold his penis in her soft white hand. He had never noticed how small her hand was until now. She could have easily gotten three hands of her size on his shaft and have plenty left over.
John watched from behind the fence again. He had his penis out again and was stroking it.
"Suck it Amy," Thomas hissed when he couldn't wait any longer.
Amy lustful expression didn't change as she slowly pulled the shaft down until she could lick the head with her tongue. She moaned when she tasted his dripping pre-cum juice. Her tongue laved the head until it was coated with her saliva. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she opened her mouth wide and forced the large crown past her lips.
There were three moans in the night air. One came from outside the fence.
Amy began to suck Thomas's penis as her hand worked up and down the shaft. Then she added a second hand, pushing Thomas's thighs wide apart with her elbows. A whine came from Amy's throat as she swallowed his leaking juice. Gradually the speed of her hands quickened until they were sliding up and down the now slick shaft in a blur. A steady moan came from her throat, the sound squeezing out along with her saliva from the stretched corners of her mouth.
"Oh Amy... Oh God..." Thomas moaned as he neared his climax. "Here... it... comes... ahhhhhhh!!!" He grabbed her head and held her mouth on his penis as his hips lifted up.
Suddenly Amy's mouth was filled with his thick discharge. She never considered taking the squirting head out of her mouth as she swallowed time and again, taking his sperm down her throat and into her stomach. Thomas's penis throbbed repeatedly, giving Amy all the juice she could handle. Her mouth stretched with the volume and was filled with the taste of his cum. Some of it squeezed out the corners of her mouth and ran across her fingers. She used the slick juice to coat his shaft as she sucked and pumped his shaft for more, moaning in delight the entire time.
Thomas finally collapsed backward onto the cool cement, his chest heaving for breath.
Amy continued to caress his penis for a long time. She used her hands to smear the creamy residue of his climax over his rapidly shrinking but still substantial penis. She held his shaft up and licked it from top to bottom, following the cum that had trickled to his still squirming balls. She kept at it until only her saliva remained on Thomas's penis, balls, and groin.
Amy and Thomas were presentable and sitting at the patio table when John came back.
"Well, that was quite an ordeal," he said. "I'm not sure I'm going to renew my membership to AAA after the length of time it took for them to respond. I waited all that time, then, the guy they sent out didn't have a clue." John continued his charade for a little longer than necessary. However, Amy and Thomas weren't listening anyway. Their minds were still recovering from the intensity of their climaxes.
After Thomas left, Amy and John went to bed. Amy was like a tiger again. She sucked John until he was begging for release, and then she climbed onto his penis and took him deep inside. When she finally rolled off him, her vagina was filled with his seed and she had a satisfied smile on her face.
John fell asleep almost immediately. It was the second climax for him that night. The first had been spewed against the privacy wall about the time Amy was drinking Thomas's sperm.
Chapter 5
It was a beautiful, late Saturday morning as Amy and Jill sat on the patio of the juice bar. They had finished their exercising and were enjoying their carrot and fruit juice cocktail. Both of them had an almost silly grin on their faces, bursting to tell the other of their week.
"So how was it?" Both of them started to talk at the same time. They laughed.
"You go first," Amy said to Jill.
"All right, but you're not going to believe this."
"Oh another one of 'those' stories," Amy laughed, feeling excitement coursing through her already.
"Yep. Thursday night, I had a date with Reggie. It started out rather normal. He ate me, I sucked him and then he fucked me, all the normal stuff," she laughed. Then Jill stopped and closed her eyes and sighed. "God can he fuck."
"Come on!" Amy said excitedly.
"Well, after he had fucked me to two or three climaxes-I can't remember now-he flipped me over. I thought he was going to fuck my pussy again. But no, and this is what you won't believe, he slid his cock into my... asssss!" she whispered, drawing the word ass out and sighing.
"Oh God Jill," Amy said, her heart suddenly pounding in her chest.
"Amy, he stretched my little ass sooooo wide. He must have fucked me for an hour. I'm still a little sore back there."
"I'll bet! That's amazing."
"Wait! You haven't heard the best part. When I got home, Bradley was waiting for me in bed. Thirty seconds later I had my clothes off and he started fucking me. I could see him looking down and I swear he looked disappointed when he saw that there was no cum on his cock. However, I could feel Reggie's cum beginning to leak out of my ass. It must have been the fucking causing it to leak out."
Suddenly Jill stopped and said sheepishly, "Is this too gross for you?"
"No... uh no, come tell me everything," Amy said feeling her panties beginning to soak through to her shorts.
"Okay, but I warned you. Here's the part you won't believe-I pushed Bradley back until he was out of my pussy and I turned over onto my knees. Then, like some slut in a porno movie, I reached back and spread my ass cheeks."
Amy gasped.
"Bradley gasped like you just did. I could feel Reggie's cum bubbling out of my ass and running across my pussy. I can imagine what he saw; my little hole must have been swollen and red from the incredible pounding it took." Again, Jill paused.
Amy looked at her and said, "And?"
"I shouldn't tell you this."
"God Jill, you can be so exasperating. Tell me!"
"Amy, he bent his head to my asshole and started to suck me!"
Amy sat in stunned silence. Her eyes were as wide as saucers. "He did what?" she said before she realized how loud she was.
Both women looked around and saw several people look at them. "Keep your voice down," Jill said with a smile.
"I'm sorry."
"He sucked my ass. If I ever had any doubt about what Bradley knows or doesn't know, it's gone now. He sucked me for a long time and then he fucked me in my ass also, adding his cum to what was left of Reggie's."
Amy was trembling by the time Jill finished her story. She sat back in her chair and picked up her drink, her trembling hand causing some juice to spill. "God Jill!" she said and took a long drink. "I need something stronger than this."
"All right, it's your turn. What happened with you and Thomas?" Jill said.
Amy sighed. "Mine isn't half as exciting as your story now. But here's what happened..."
Amy described her evening with John and Thomas, giving her all the details. She made sure to describe it in great detail, adding descriptive words like "cunt, cock, cum." However, it still seemed a little tame compared to Jill's story.
When she was done, Jill was smiling. "So when are you going to let him fuck you?"
"You never 'beat around the bush' do you Jill?"
"Come on Amy, you know it's going to happen sooner or later."
"Maybe, but I still feel somewhat guilty about what we've already done," she said and then added, "Although, not as guilty as I should I guess. Probably because John is getting more sex than he has ever gotten. However, the problem is..." Amy said and paused.
"What's the problem?"
"Well, John and I are still trying to... you know... to have another baby. I'm not using any protection and I don't want to go back on the pill."
"Just tell Thomas to wear a rubber."
"It's not that easy. I've heard him and John joke around about that. Thomas said he would never wear one. And, frankly I hate them too."
"Then you've got a dilemma there."
"I know."
"What about the 'rhythm method.' It's worked for Catholics for centuries," Jill laughed.
"Yeah, and every Catholic family I know has six kids." They both laughed.
At the club, Thomas and John were finishing their second beer. They had totaled their golf scores and Thomas owed John twenty dollars. Thomas had had a very bad round today. Neither during the round, nor after, did either of them mention what happened Saturday night. Thomas knew that John had been hiding behind the fence and seen everything anyway. However, Thomas's mind was not on golf today and his score showed it. He obviously had something on his mind.
"You're quiet today Thomas. What's wrong?" John asked.
"I don't know... it's just that... I mean..." Thomas hesitated.
"Come on, what man?"
"Well... it's just that... Amy is a sweet lady and I... I... somehow I feel bad about what I'm... we're doing. Like I'm being dishonest."
"Wait a minute. Have you ever fooled around with a married woman?"
"Yeah, sure," Thomas answered. "But that was different," he added when he realized what John was getting at.
"Sure it is man. And in fact, it's not near as bad in this case because her husband knows." John paused. He took a deep breath and said, "So, are you saying you want to stop?"
"No!" Thomas said quickly.
John sighed with relief. "Listen man, Amy's enjoying herself or I wouldn't be getting my brains fucked out. So, if she can enjoy it, why can't you?"
"All right, I see your point." Thomas gave in. However, he still didn't feel much better about deceiving Amy.
John ordered them another beer. "So now what? Do you have anything in mind?"
"Well, I have an awards ceremony coming up next Friday night. I'm supposed to get an award for some charitable work I've been doing. I was planning on going by myself. However, I was wondering if Amy could go with me?"
"Like a date, huh?" John said thinking. "That has possibilities."
"I'm not sure anything could happen since I'm supposed to go with my boss and his wife in their limo."
"This is a formal thing then?"
"Yeah. It's down at the Ritz Ballroom."
"I'll mention it to Amy and act like you had a date cancel at the last minute. I think she'll go along."
Chapter 6
Amy seemed non-committal when John mentioned the awards banquet. However, John couldn't know that her heart started beating a little faster.
"I'd have to get a new dress and shoes, not to mention my hair," Amy said.
"So you don't want to go?"
"No... uh yes I guess I could go. It's just kind of sudden."
"Well, Thomas didn't plan it like that. His date cancelled."
"All right, I guess I could get ready in time." Amy walked out of the room and almost screamed in glee.
Thomas arrived early at Amy's house. The limo was scheduled to pick them up there at seven.
John answered the door and invited him in saying, "You look dapper tonight in your black tux."
"Thanks, but these things drive me crazy," he answered placing his finger inside the collar and rubbing. "Is Amy ready?"
"Are you kidding man. Have you ever had a woman ready when you got to her house for a date?"
"Now that you mentioned it, no," he said and they both laughed. However, thirty seconds later, Amy was walking down the stairs. The two men turned and stared.
"Wow," John and Thomas said at the same time.
Amy was wearing a red velvet dress. It fit her like a glove and was short on her thighs and low cut. Her hair was up on her head and she had little curls running down the sides. Her eyes were highlighted with mascara and her lipstick matched her dress. There was a diamond broach around her neck and a matching bracelet on her wrist.
"Do you like?" Amy said turning around in front of the two men. She could feel their eyes on her and a little chill ran through her body.
Both men stood with their mouths open. "Well, if you can close your mouth long enough Thomas, you can put my wrap on me," Amy said handing him a coordinated shoulder wrap.
"Take good care of her," John said, suddenly sad that he wasn't going out with his gorgeous wife.
As the two walked down the sidewalk together, John watched Amy swing her sexy ass in the tight dress. He felt another pang of regret but it wasn't enough to dull his excitement at the prospects of the two doing something tonight.
Thomas opened the limo door and let Amy get in. As soon as she stepped into the stretch limo, she saw a pretty blond woman of thirty-five or so. Next to her was a much older man. He had gray hair and must have been in his sixties.
"Amy, this is Mr. Trice Rutherford, my boss, and his wife Elaina."
"Pleased to meet you," Amy said shaking Elaina's hand and then Mr. Rutherford's.
As the chauffeur drove them downtown, Amy assessed the two people across from her. It was obviously a May/December marriage. Elaina was young and vibrant, her eyes sparkling. Trice was... well old. They didn't fit together. However, Amy knew that he must have a bundle of money.
When they reached the Ritz Ballroom, the four of them were led to a center table. Thomas was one of the guests of honor and was to be awarded the top award. Trice Rutherford was going to do the presentation. After dinner and the awards, there was a band for dancing.
It took about two hours to eat and get all the other awards out of the way. Then Trice presented Thomas with his award. Thomas gave a short acceptance speech and the formal part of the evening was over.
"Thomas and Amy," Trice said, "I'm afraid I'm going to have to leave you. Since I had my second heart attack, I get tired very easily. My driver, Donald, is going to take me home and then he will be available for you." Then he turned to his wife and said, "Honey if you want to stay a while, Donald can bring you home with Thomas and Amy."
"Okay sweetie," Elaina said and stood to kiss her husband goodnight.
A few minutes later, the band started to play. Thomas invited Amy out on the dance floor.
"I feel bad for Mrs. Rutherford," Amy said.
"Why, because she's so rich?" Thomas laughed as he held Amy, moving her effortlessly around the floor.
"No, because she's all alone tonight," Amy said. "You should dance with her too."
"Sure."
Several dances later Amy and Thomas returned to the table.
"Mrs. Rutherford, would you like to dance?" Thomas asked.
"It's Elaina. Thank you Thomas. I'd love to."
Thomas led Elaina to the dance floor. He found her to be an excellent dancer. She had obviously had lessons. She moved with grace and ease and kept up with Thomas on every song. After five or six dances, Thomas led Elaina back to the table.
"Whew, you ladies are going to wear me out," Thomas said wiping his brow with a handkerchief.
"Maybe we have to clone you," Elaina said with a meaningful smile.
"Wait a minute, I have an idea," Thomas said looking across the room. "I'll be back in a minute."
Amy and Elaina looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders.
Five minutes later, Thomas was back and had young man in tow. He was black and looked to be about twenty-five years old.
"Elaina, this is Rodney. Rodney works for the company, but happens to also be a cousin of mine and one of the best dancers I know."
"Hi Rodney," Elaina said with a pretty smile and an appraising look.
"Pleased to meet you Mrs. Rutherford," Rodney said, returning the smile and the look.
"It's Elaina. Please have a seat until the band starts again."
For the rest of the evening, Elaina and Rodney danced, laughed, and talked with each other. They seem to hit it off from the start.
The four of them were sitting at the table when the lights dimmed. The band began to play a medley of slow songs. Thomas took Amy's hand and led her to the dance floor. Rodney looked uncomfortable as he sat next to Elaina, unsure if he should ask her to dance.
She ended his indecision by taking his hand and pulling him to the floor.
Amy snuggled into Thomas as they slow danced around the room. Amy didn't realize it but Thomas was slowly leading her to a dark corner. She had her head on his shoulder and her soft breasts pressed to his chest as they swayed to the soft music. Suddenly, Amy could feel Thomas getting excited. When she looked up in surprise, his lips came down to hers. Amy would have pulled away but she had been longing for a kiss all evening. She knew that it was much too public a place for her to be kissing someone. However, the wine, the music, and Thomas's strong arms made her throw caution to the wind and melt into his embrace. Their bodies gently swayed together as their tongues dueled. She could feel Thomas's hands slip down to her velvet covered ass cheeks. A little moan escaped her lips when his strong fingers pressed into her flesh and she responded by pressing her groin into his.



"Oh my," they heard and pulled their lips apart quickly. When they looked around, they saw Elaina and Rodney smiling at them.
Both Thomas and Amy were embarrassed.
"Uh... uh... we were just..." Amy started to say.
"I could see what you were 'just' doing," Elaina said but there was a smile on her face.
Just then, the band took a break and the four went back to the table.
"Amy, would you like to join me in the powder room?"
"Sure," she said and followed Elaina.
The two of them went into the restroom. When they were standing at the mirror fixing their makeup, Elaina spoke. "You and Thomas seem to have a very close relationship," she said.
"Uh... uh... yes, we're very good friends."
"I can see that," Elaina said with a laugh. "He's quite handsome, but then so is his cousin Rodney."
"Uh... yes," Amy said, clearly uncomfortable.
Elaina could sense that and changed the subject abruptly. "I guess you're wondering what I'm doing with such a... a... well, an older man?"
"It's none of my business," Amy said.
However, Elaina obviously felt she needed to explain. "Well, Trice has been very good to me. I met him when I was thirty, recently divorced, and down on my luck. He was almost sixty then but still very vibrant. We've been married almost ten years. Two years ago, he had his first heart attack. Then he had another about six months ago."
"I'm sorry Elaina. But you really don't have to explain anything to me."
"I know, but I'm sure you were wondering."
Amy looked at her and smiled. "Yeah."
"So what's the story with you and Thomas?" Elaina said, returning to her original subject. " I mean, I see you have a wedding band on and I know Thomas isn't married."
Amy felt her face flush. "Thomas is a good friend," she repeated in a non-committal fashion.
"I have to say he looks like more than a 'good friend'." However, there wasn't any accusation in her voice. "Listen Amy, I'm not judging you. I sometimes wish I had a friend like Thomas."
Amy smiled. "Rodney seems like a nice fellow," she said trying to change the subject back to her.
"Yes he is." Then out of nowhere, Elaina said, " Amy, Trice has been impotent for several years; primarily because of the medicine he has to take. I'm not saying I made a mistake marrying him-it was the best thing that ever happened to me, but a woman has her needs."
Amy was a little surprised that Elaina was sharing all this with her and she must have shown it.
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't be laying all this on you. After all we just met." Then she laughed. "Let's just have some fun tonight."
"I'm for that," Amy answered, relieved that the conversation was over. Amy didn't notice that the corner of Elaina's pink panties was hanging out of her purse as they walked out of the ladies room.
They went back out and found Rodney and Thomas waiting for them. The band was playing another medley of slow songs. The two men pulled the women back on the floor. As they danced, Amy looked over at Elaina and saw that she was plastered to Rodney's body. Amy smiled and pulled Thomas tighter.
Thomas began to kiss Amy's neck, bringing chills to her. His hands slowly worked down her back until he was holding her ass cheeks. Then they were kissing again. The room began to spin around Amy as the kiss went on and on. They were no longer moving but standing motionless, except for their lips and Thomas's hands.
When Amy finally pulled away breathlessly, she looked over and gasped. Rodney and Elaina were kissing. She looked around the room to see if anyone else noticed the boss's wife and the young man kissing. She saw that only a few people were left and they were mostly drunk. She watched as Rodney's hand slid down the back of Elaina's blue gown until he was grasping her ass like Thomas had done to her.
"Rodney's a fast worker huh?" Thomas whispered into Amy's ear.
"Yes," she whispered. Then she watched with wide eyes as his hand moved to her breast. Slowly, his large hand slid down and into the top of Elaina's gown. She heard Elaina moan but she made no move to stop him. Amy could feel her juice filling her panties as she watched Rodney's hand move under Elaina's low cut gown.
"We had better get out of here before someone sees them," Thomas said.
"I think you're right," Amy answered excitedly.
Minutes later, the chauffeur was in the front of the building waiting. Thomas told the driver to pick them up and then drive around for a while.
It was apparent that Elaina had had a little too much too drink as Rodney helped her into the limo. Amy and Thomas climbed in behind them. As soon as they were seated, Elaina was on Rodney, her lips searching his.
Amy gasped as she watched the rich "older" woman make out with the young man. Amy didn't watch for long because Thomas turned her to him and his lips captured hers. Soon the inside of the limo was filled with the moaning of four people.
There was a loud moan from the seat across from Amy and she pulled away and looked. Another gasp escaped her lips when she saw that Rodney had his hand between Elaina's legs. Amy felt her blood begin to boil. Her panties were soaked and she could feel her sex lips quiver as she watched the two across from them.
Elaina moaned and pulled Rodney until he was half lying on top of her, his hand buried between her thighs. Her legs slipped apart, giving the other couple a clear view of Rodney's hand paying with her vagina. Elaina had obviously taken her panties off at some point in the evening, or she had never worn any. Amy thought it might be the former.
Thomas pulled Amy to him and kissed her. His hand came up and cupped her barely concealed breast.
Amy moaned as his hand went inside of her top and pulled the soft flesh out. Then his head dropped and he took the nipple into his mouth. "Oh God Thomas," Amy moaned as he sucked her hard nipple. She looked over and saw that Rodney had pulled Elaina's top down and both breasts were bared. His mouth was locked to one as he played with the other. Elaina's eyes were closed and her head was back, her hand holding the boy's head to her breast.
As Thomas sucked on Amy's breast, his hand slowly slid up her thigh. He heard Amy moan and felt her open her legs. A second later, his fingers found her swollen sex lips barely concealed under her wet panties. He pushed the gusset aside and slid two fingers into her wet hole.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Amy moaned.
Elaina opened her eyes and looked over to see Thomas fingering Amy. She felt her vagina throb as her lover did the same. Elaina's skirt was up to her waist now and her top was down, baring her breasts.
Rodney thought she was going to stop him when she pushed him back and sat up. Instead, she reached for his zipper.
The noise from Rodney's zipper caused Amy to open her eyes. She watched with wide eyes as the pretty woman opened Rodney's pants. Then, with diamond-covered fingers, she reached inside. A moan escaped the woman's lips as she wrapped her hand around his hard penis.
Elaina struggled for a bit until she pulled his throbbing black erection from his pants. Another moan escaped her lips, then her head moved down, and without any preliminaries, she sucked him inside her mouth.
Now both Thomas and Amy were watching the two lovers across from them. Thomas reached over, took Amy's hand, and placed it on the tent in his pants.
Amy caressed Thomas almost absentmindedly, her eyes never leaving the woman across from them. It was obvious that Elaina loved oral sex. She was doing an excellent job on Rodney. His hips were moving up and down and he had his hands on her head. It was his turn to put his head back, close his eyes, and moan in pleasure. "Oh God baby, suck me," he hissed. "That's it, use that tongue," he said.
Suddenly, Elaina pulled away. Her eyes were wild with excitement. "Oh God, I can't stand it. I want you to fuck me!"
Thomas and Amy gasped.
Elaina leaned back on the seat and spread her legs.
Rodney smiled over at Thomas and began to strip his pants off. He already had his jacket off and his tie had disappeared somewhere in the ballroom. Suddenly, he was naked and crawling between the woman's legs.
"Wait! Do you have a rubber?" Elaina asked.
Rodney looked at her like she was crazy. "Don't use no rubbers. That's like 'taking a shower in a raincoat'," he laughed.
"I'm not on anything," Elaina said in a panic, looking over at the astounded couple across from them.
"Sorry babe. I don't carry them anyway," Rodney said and began to pick his pants up. Rodney had been through this routine before. Most women came around before he got his pants on.
"No wait!" Elaina said quickly, panic in her voice. Then she looked over at Thomas and Amy again. She bit her lip with indecision. "Uh... maybe it'll be alright one time. Oh Christ, I've got to have it," Elaina said and pulled Rodney back to her.
"Whatever you want baby," Rodney said and began kissing her again, fitting himself between her spread legs.
Amy sat stunned as excitement coursed through her like an electric charge. She knew exactly how the woman felt. Her vagina throbbed and she could feel a river of juice pouring out of her. Her eyes never left the couple as Rodney prepared to enter her. She saw Elaina grab his penis and place it at the entrance to her vagina.
Thomas had a wide grin on his face. This couldn't have worked out better. Elaina's indecision and ultimate surrender might help him with Amy, he thought.
"Ahhhhhh!" Elaina moaned as Rodney's large black cock slid into her very wet hole. Her legs came up and wrapped around his waist. Her expensive dress was a wrinkled mess at her waist. Their lips locked together as her hips began to buck into the young man. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Elaina hissed.
"Oh Jesus," Amy said as she watched Rodney's black ass move up and down, plunging his long cock in and out of Elaina.
Suddenly, Thomas slid off the seat. He began to kiss up Amy's thighs.
"Thomas what are you doing?" Amy whispered.
"I'm going to eat you while you watch them."
"Oh my God," she moaned and let her legs slip apart. Her movement pushed her dress high on her thighs. She grabbed Thomas's head and led him to her sopping vagina. "Oh God Thomas, suck me!" she moaned as he pulled the gusset of her panties aside and his tongue began to lick her. She could feel his tongue everywhere on her pulsing sex.
Thomas licked her swollen inner lips, then the smooth outer ones. Then he pushed her legs even further apart and slid his tongue deep into her throbbing hole.
Amy worked hard to keep her eyes on the couple across from her. She moaned as she watched the sophisticated lady acting like a total slut.
Elaina and Rodney paid no attention to Amy or Thomas. Elaina's face was a mask of lust. Her eyes were closed and her cheeks were flushed as her hands squeezed Rodney's buttocks, pulling him forcefully into her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist and her hips bucked upward to meet each downward stroke.
Rodney's naked body almost covered the small blond woman. He lifted her legs and placed them on his shoulders, bending her almost double, and giving him the leverage to force himself deep into her. His hips moved in powerful strokes, pushing his penis as far as it would go into the older woman.
Amy had a great view of his black penis splitting her stretched vagina. She could see the black skin becoming shiny with Elaina's juices. As she watched, she pushed her hips up into Thomas's mouth and moaned.
"Oh Jesus, I'm going to cummmmmmmmmm!!!" Elaina moaned as her legs locked around Rodney's neck. Suddenly, her body tensed and began to shake as she began to convulse in pleasure. Little whimpers came from her open mouth and her breasts heaved as she tried to get enough oxygen. Each time it appeared that she was done climaxing, she would start again. The sloppy sound of her vagina being pounded relentlessly by Rodney echoed throughout the limo.
The assault went on and on until Rodney moaned that he was going to cum. Now, it was Rodney's body that tensed in pleasure and he moaned, "Oh that's it baby. Take it! Take my cum!" Rodney pushed hard into Elaina. Then he froze and he bellowed like a bull, his penis buried as deeply as it would go, and his churning balls touching her ass.
He's cumming into her unprotected pussy, Amy thought as she saw his white cream start to appear on his black shaft. God, she's taking his seed into her and risking getting pregnant. Suddenly, Amy's vagina throbbed. "Oh God. Ohhhhhhh!!!" she moaned as a climax rushed through her. She pulled Thomas's sucking mouth to her climaxing hole.
Several minutes later, the limo was quiet but for the heavy breathing of the four people.
Elaina finally sat up. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared and her dress was bunched around her waist. Her legs were spread and strings of sperm began to drip from her stretched hole. She looked embarrassed at losing control, but her face was still flushed with excitement.
Suddenly, the car stopped and the driver announced that they were at Amy's house.
Quickly Amy and Thomas straightened their clothes and said goodbye to Elaina and Rodney. As they exited the car, Amy turned around and saw Rodney crawling over a very willing Elaina again.
Amy heard that Elaina and her husband were the proud parents of a baby boy nine months later.
Chapter 7
It was almost two o'clock and John had been restless all night. He wanted desperately to know what Thomas and Amy were doing. When he heard a car door close, he rushed to an upstairs window. He saw the limo pulling away and watched as Amy and Thomas walked up the sidewalk. He could see that Amy was leaning heavily on Thomas.
By the time the front door closed, John was at the top of the stairs in the dark. He could see the lower half of the two as they stepped into the foyer. Thomas was pressing Amy to the wall and it looked like they were kissing. He had to see more. Quietly, he moved down several steps. Then he gasped. Now he could see that Thomas was kissing Amy and he had a breast out of her top. His large hand was caressing her breast as he continued to kiss her. Then he watched as his hand moved down her body until it was under her skirt.
Amy moaned as Thomas slid a finger into her saturated hole. However, the moan was one born more of frustration then excitement. She wanted something bigger in her. She reached down, pulled Thomas's zipper down, and worked his large tool out of the opening.
John watched from the stairs as his wife caressed Thomas's penis. Then he saw Thomas push Amy against the wall and lift her leg, moving between. Suddenly, John was gasping for breath. He could see that Amy's panties were stretched to the side, baring her swollen sex. He suddenly held his breath as Thomas brought the head of his penis to Amy's swollen lips. He's going to fuck her right there in our foyer, John thought as the blood pounded in his head.
"Oh God Thomas, noooooo!" Amy moaned as the head touched her hole. Her body started to tremble all over. In spite of her reluctance, she needed him bad. Her mind was in a whirl of indecision. Without her conscious control, she opened herself wider and pushed her hips downward. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she hissed as his large penis began to slide into her. The wide shaft stretched her as inch after inch went into her body.
She's doing it, John thought. I never would have believed it. She's fucking Thomas.
Suddenly, Amy realized what she was doing. "No, Thomas, please," Amy gasped, pushing him back, forcing his penis out of her. Suddenly she felt empty as her hole throbbed with need. She could feel the sex juices stirred up by Thomas's shaft dripping down her thighs.
She's come to her senses, John thought as he saw Thomas's wet penis slip out of his wife. Then he watched as his pretty wife slipped to her knees. He saw her eagerly lick the throbbing tip of Thomas's penis, laving the head with great care. She fisted his penis and licked his black stick like it was an ice cream cone. John could feel his own penis pulsing in his shorts. He pulled it out and began to run his hand up and down the length, careful not to get too excited.
Amy parted her lips and sucked the large head inside her mouth. She smiled and worked harder as she heard Thomas moan. Still, her swollen vagina felt empty, but as much as she wanted his penis inside her, she knew it was far too dangerous. Instead, her lips and tongue worked on Thomas, giving him pleasure in the only safe way she knew.
Thomas was only slightly disappointed. He knew there would be other opportunities. However, right now he was enjoying the blowjob immensely. He held Amy's blond head in his hands, directing her lips on his tool. He pulled her forward, forcing his penis to the back of her throat. When he heard her gag, he eased the pressure.
Amy pushed back hard, trying to relax her throat muscles. However, she could take no more than half his penis into her throat. She made a mental note to practice that on John. Right now, she wanted Thomas's cum. Her hand began to fly up and down his shaft and her mouth sucked hard. Thomas's hips were moving so fast that several times his penis slipped out of her mouth.
"Oh God baby, suck it!" Thomas cried as he felt his balls tighten. Suddenly, his legs tensed as excitement rushed through him. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" he moaned as his hips moved at lightning speed. Just as he felt his cum rushing up the shaft, his penis slipped from Amy's mouth. He desperately tried to get it back into her mouth but it was too late.
The first blast hit Amy on the chin, splattering down to her still exposed breast. She tried to pull his penis back to her open mouth but before she could do it, the giant head pulsed several more times, coating her face and lips with his thick discharge. Finally she captured the spitting tool in her mouth again and swallowed what was left of his climax. However, Amy's face was covered with his white cum. It dripped from her lips and chin.
When Amy stood up, Thomas looked at her sheepishly. "Sorry," he said when he saw her messy face.
Amy smiled and whispered, "No problem, I hear sperm is good for your complexion."
They both laughed quietly.
"You'd better go," Amy said.
"Thanks for going with me," Thomas said.
"It was my pleasure," Amy answered and kissed Thomas's lips gently.
He pulled her to him and pressed his mouth to her cum wet lips. They both moaned as his tongue went into her mouth.
Amy pulled away, breathing heavily again. "I'll talk to you soon," she said and practically pushed him out the door. Then she rushed upstairs. She had to walk through the bedroom to get to the master bathroom. As she did, she stopped and looked down at her sleeping husband. For a second she thought about crawling into bed with him. However, she knew that it was crazy-her face was still covered and dripping Thomas's cum. She turned and rushed to the bathroom.
John almost moaned in frustration. He had seen Amy's face in the dim bedroom light as she stood next to the bed. There was no mistaking the shiny residue on her lips and chin. He had watched Thomas put it there a few minutes before. He was almost disappointed when she turned and went into the bathroom.
When Amy looked into the mirror, she almost gasped. Her face was a sticky, cum covered mess. Thomas's sperm was literally dripping from her chin in a long string. She reached up and caught it on her finger and brought it to her mouth. You slut, she thought as chills ran up and down her spine. Then she scooped more off her face and with a shaking hand brought it to her still swollen vagina lips. She hesitated for a moment before she began to rub fingers through her lips. Then, she moaned and her legs almost buckled as she slid her fingers into her throbbing hole. An incredible climax rushed through her. She had to grasp the counter with her free hand to keep her from collapsing to the floor.



When Amy came out of the bathroom a few minutes later, she woke John. He was very happy to take care of her, filling her with his seed.
In her mind, she imagined Thomas pumping her full of his potent sperm as she climaxed repeatedly.
Chapter 8
John called Thomas on Monday to find out what had transpired during the charity event. Thomas filled him in, telling him about the ride in the limo. He described what Rodney and his rich lady had done and said that he and Amy watched as they had their own fun. He figured that John had seen what happened in the foyer so he didn't describe that. However, John brought it up in the conversation.
"So, it looked like you made it pretty far with Amy."
"You saw that huh?" Thomas said.
"Didn't miss an inch of it," John laughed. "Technically you accomplished your goal I guess but I'm afraid that I can't declare you a winner yet."
"I think I need a little more time alone with Amy. She's a tough one," Thomas said with a smile not ready to declare victory yet either.
"Well, this is very unusual for our game of 'Who can seduce Amy,' but I guess I'll give you another chance. Actually, I was thinking of going to Pittsburgh for a day or two next week. I can tell Amy that I asked you to look after her. How does that sound?"
"Great!" Thomas said excitedly. "If I don't accomplish my objective then, I never will."
"Do I detect a little loss of confidence?" John said in jest.
"Nope, I just need a little quality time with her."
"All right, I'll go on Wednesday morning so you will have Wednesday and Thursday night."
"Okay," Thomas said trying to hide his excitement. He paused and added, "Are you still sure about this?"
"Thomas, Amy seems happier than she's been in several years; even before the miscarriage. If everything works out, the three of us will be very good friends for a long, long time. Go for it man!"
"All right," Thomas said with a wide grin. Then he added, "I have to tell you John, you have one hell of a woman there. I don't know why, but she loves you a lot."
"I know. Thanks Thomas."
"I should be thanking you."
"All right, enough of this stuff; this is getting too mushy," John laughed. "Okay, so it's settled, next Wednesday will be the big night. By the way, why don't you come over Friday night? I'll pick up a movie and we can watch it on the big screen in my clubroom. It'll be another opportunity for you to soften up Amy," John snickered.
"That works for me too. What time?"
"Eight should be good."
Amy felt so naughty as she stood in the kitchen preparing snacks for the three of them. The little flowered sundress she had on barely covered her body. She hadn't worn it in years and it didn't quite come to the middle of her thighs. The top was cut too low and was tight across her bust. The thin spaghetti straps strained to hold the material over her otherwise bare breasts. The fact that she hadn't worn panties made her face flush with excitement. The high heel sandals she wore emphasized her long and sexy legs.
Thomas walked to the kitchen and whistled, leaning against the door jam. "Pretty sexy, lady," he said.
Amy looked at Thomas and blushed. "Where's John?" she asked. She saw that Thomas was wearing one of those sleeveless muscle shirts and a pair of baggy exercise shorts. Her eyes scanned his strong chest and arms and then went to his groin. She saw a prominent bulge tenting the leg of his shorts. She turned back to the counter where she was placing some chips in a bowl and her hands began to tremble.
"Down in the clubroom fooling with the VCR," Thomas said as he walked slowly over to Amy. He stood behind her, placing his hands on her shoulders. Gradually, he pushed his groin into the cheeks of her soft buttocks as his hands slid slowly down her bare arms. When his lips touched the crook of her neck, he felt her shiver and little goose bumps appeared across her soft white skin. A little moan escaped her lips as she turned her head to the side, letting him tickle her neck and shoulder with his tongue.
"Thomas," Amy said in admonishment when she felt his penis begin to harden. Yet, her hand reached back and touched the half-hard shaft under the leg of his shorts. Another moan escaped her lips when she felt the cotton covered head of his penis in her hand. She closed her fist around it and leaned back into Thomas's arms.
"Oh God Amy," Thomas moaned. "Did John tell you that he was going out of town next week?" he whispered as his hands left her arms and moved to her now heaving breasts.
"Yes," she gasped.
Thomas wasn't certain the yes was the answer to his question or her reaction to his hands on her breasts. It didn't matter anyway. He began to knead the soft mounds in his hands and pressed his now fully hard penis into her squeezing hand.
Amy moved her hand down to the leg of Thomas's shorts until she found the bottom opening. Her head fell back on his chest and her hand slid upward until it touched his rapidly swelling penis. She moaned as her fingers wrapped around the hot bare skin of his shaft. "Thomas," she moaned again as she felt his hand reach down and slowly pull the bottom of her dress up. However, she didn't stop him as he pulled it to her waist, leaving her lower half bare from her waist to her sandals.
Thomas turned Amy around and his lips captured hers. His penis was outside of his shorts now and pressed to her stomach. He centered himself between her legs, his penis dripping his pre-cum on her soft skin.
"Thomas, we can't," Amy sighed. She pushed him back and looked through the opening in the kitchen to make sure John was still downstairs. Suddenly, she felt pressure on her shoulders. It was obvious what Thomas wanted. She looked through the opening again and bit her lip in indecision. Then she slowly slipped to her knees, her head sinking below the counter. A little moan escaped her lips when she saw his large tool in front of her face, throbbing and leaking juice. Her hand was trembling as she brought the swollen head to her lips.
"Oh Amy," Thomas moaned as she took it into her mouth.
John walked up the steps and stopped when he saw Thomas through the opening in the kitchen. He looked like he was standing there staring at nothing. He called over to Thomas, asking, "Where's Amy?"
Amy jumped and tried to pull away. One of Thomas's hands held her head to his penis. Amy held her breath as she heard Thomas respond to John.
"She had to go upstairs for a minute," he said but his eyes looked down, showing John where Amy really was.
John felt his heart skip a beat when he realized that Amy was just below the counter, probably sucking Thomas. Excitement began to course through his veins as he watched Thomas close his eyes and saw his body move slightly.
"Well, the movie's ready. I'll be downstairs," he said but stood at the top of the stairs for a minute more. He watched as Thomas moved his other hand to Amy's head. Suddenly, he could see the very top of Amy's head. A quiet moan escaped his lips as he watched her head move up and down. It was almost more exciting than actually seeing her sucking him.
Amy assumed that John had gone back downstairs, as she began to suck again, moaning around Thomas's penis.
"Jesus," John whispered under his breath as he heard the sucking sounds of his wife's mouth on his best friend's penis. His own penis was throbbing in his shorts now. He was almost tempted to take it out but hesitated. Finally, he turned and walked back downstairs.
Thomas watched as Amy sucked his pulsing shaft. Her eyes were closed and her lips bulged with the width of his wide shaft. He almost gasped when Amy pulled his penis from her mouth and then slid the dripping head around her cheeks lovingly.
Amy groaned as she felt the swollen shaft touch her warm cheek. She could feel his pre-cum juice smear across her cheek. Then she pulled her head back and used her tongue to lick the dribbling juice until only her shiny saliva remained. Her mouth opened again and she took him back inside.
Thomas moaned and his hips began to move back and forth, sliding in and out of her willing mouth. Suddenly he felt like he might climax. Quickly, Thomas pulled his penis from Amy's mouth. It made a "pop" as Amy tried unsuccessfully to keep it.
Amy looked up at Thomas with lust filled eyes.
"I think we had better get downstairs," Thomas said pulling Amy to her feet. He could see that his juice shining on her cheeks.
"Uh... yes... uh... I'll bring the... uh snacks down," Amy said, her voice shaking with excitement. "You get the beer."
"Gladly," Thomas responded and picked up a six-pack of beer. He pushed his penis back under his shorts and watched as Amy swayed her sexy buttocks as she left the room with the snacks. He waited for a minute, hoping his erection would fade. Finally, he gave up; figuring the beer would cover his "problem" until he could sit down.
John had all of the lights out in their comfortably furnished clubroom, leaving only the light from the TV to light the room. The large wood paneled room had a pool table, a bar, and a large screen TV with a sofa and large chair in front of it.
Thomas sat the beer on the coffee table, took one, and handed one to John. John had a bottle of wine chilling for Amy. The three of them sat on the sofa, with Amy in the middle.
"So what's the movie?" Thomas asked as if he cared.
"Star Wars, the hundredth generation I think," John laughed and hit the play button.
The three of them sat back to watch the movie. Within a few minutes, Amy had snuggled next to John with her legs curled up on the sofa. Her feet were touching Thomas's thigh. John had intentionally set the air conditioner to a lower temperature. He figured Amy would want to use the afghan he had left on the coffee table.
When they were settled in, Thomas looked over at Amy's position. The way she had her legs situated, he could see most of the back of her thighs. Another couple of inches and he would be able to see her bare ass. He knew that she didn't have panties on. His penis, which had settled down, began to swell again.
Amy drank her wine as they watched the movie. About halfway through the movie, the bottle was empty and she was feeling lightheaded. As she snuggled closer to John, she could feel Thomas's eyes on her. She shifted slightly and felt her thin dress move higher on her hips. She wasn't sure what she was exposing until she heard a little gasp and felt the cool room air on her exposed buttocks.
Thomas acted like he was watching the movie, but his eyes were on the backs of Amy's thighs. When she shifted, he sucked in his breath. He could see her soft buttocks but more importantly, he could also see the puffy lips of her sex squeezed between her legs. In the dim light of the room, he was certain that he could see her shiny juice on her thighs. His heart was pounding in his chest as he slowly moved his hand to the sofa, creeping closer to Amy's curled legs. When he touched the skin of her calf, he felt her tense.
Suddenly, Amy sat up. "I'm getting chilly," she said, reaching over to pick up the afghan and spreading it over her lower half. Then she curled up in the same position next to John.
Almost immediately, Thomas's hand went to Amy's leg again, this time it was hidden by the afghan. He rubbed her leg for a little while and then began to move higher. Again, he could feel Amy tense and then she trembled as his fingers reached the back of her thighs. Inch by inch they moved closer to her center.
A little whimper came from Amy's lips and she coughed to cover it up. Thomas's fingers had almost reached her swollen sex lips.
Thomas moved his fingers gently on the silky skin just below her throbbing sex. He could feel the wetness on the tips of his fingers. Pretending to stare at the TV, Thomas slowly inserted his middle finger into Amy's wet hole. He could feel her body tremble as his finger went in to the first knuckle. Then he pulled back until just the tip was in the hole. When he felt Amy's hips push toward him, he moved his finger back inside, all the way this time.
Amy bit her lip hard as she tried to control her reaction. Thomas was driving her crazy by slowly moving his finger in and out. While she was successful in controlling her trembling on the outside, on the inside, her vagina was throbbing and squeezing Thomas's finger like a vise. Just when she thought she would go mad, she felt Thomas's index finger touch her between her ass cheeks. Suddenly, she felt the tip of the finger on her little nether hole. He wouldn't! Amy thought. However, she felt Thomas's juice covered finger begin to enter her rear hole. She wanted to scream but instead, she tried to relax her muscles.
Thomas was breathing heavily. He knew he was taking a big risk because he wasn't certain how Amy would react to a finger up her ass. However, he grew bolder when he felt Amy push gently toward him. A smile came to his lips and he pushed hard. Suddenly, his middle finger was in her vagina and his index finger was all the way into her ass.
Thomas and Amy's hearts were pounding in their chests as they both sat frozen, staring at the TV.
John was very much aware of activity on the sofa next to him. However, there was no way for him to know for sure what was happening. He was confident that Thomas had one or maybe two fingers in Amy's vagina because he could feel Amy struggling to remain still.
Amy's head was spinning so much that she thought she might pass out. She had never had anything up her ass before. Now, she could feel one of Thomas's fingers in her ass and the other in her vagina, separated only by a thin membrane of skin. She knew that at any second, he was going to begin to move his fingers. She was on the verge of climax.
Thomas slowly began to pull his fingers out of Amy's holes. When just the tips were inside, he pushed back in and felt her quiver. Then he began to slowly move them in and out. He loved the contrast between the two holes; one was wet and slick, the other tight and warm.
Amy knew that she couldn't last long if Thomas kept this up. She fought desperately to keep her hips still. Her thighs quivered and suddenly she was fighting to control her rapidly approaching climax. It was a losing battle. Amy thought she was going to lose consciousness as fireworks started to go off in her head. She bit her lip and squeezed her eyes tight as electric shocks rushed through her center. She had never felt anything like it. The act of holding her body still and fighting to stop a climax intensified her pleasure tenfold.
Suddenly, Amy's vagina and anus grew so tight that Thomas could barely move his fingers. He could feel his middle finger become drenched with juice and her inner walls throb. He smiled when he realized that she was climaxing. He felt her two holes sucking his fingers as he kept moving them until he felt the muscles relax. Then he slowly pulled them out.
A few minutes later Amy stirred. She got up and went to the bathroom, leaving John and Thomas alone.
John turned to Thomas with a wide grin. He could see his friend grin back at him. Then he held his hand out and Thomas slapped it. John almost gasped as his fingers came in contact with Thomas's very wet hand. On impulse, he took the hand into his and shook it, watching the conspiratorial smile from his friend.
Amy was still trembling as she wiped the juice from her dripping hole. She looked at herself in the mirror and couldn't see any difference. She had been certain that her face would give her indiscretion away. Yet, there was no change. Her hair was a little messed and her neck and chest had a red flush but otherwise, she just looked like a very satisfied woman. She took a deep breath and rejoined Thomas and John.
When Amy returned, she noticed that John and Thomas were whispering something. She saw that they had pulled the afghan over their legs. John lifted it up and let Amy get between the two of them again.
Amy sat with her feet on the floor this time but still leaned into John. Several minutes later, she tensed when she felt John's hand on her thigh. Almost as a reflex, she opened her legs, letting his hand caress her bare skin. She could see a smile on his face in the flickering light of the TV. Then, suddenly Amy jumped. Thomas's hand had touched her other leg. She felt him pulling her leg toward him. John was doing the same and both of them began to move upward. She was in a panic now. What if their hands touch? she thought. She knew that she had to do something.
Thomas was moving slowly up Amy's thigh when he felt her grab his hand. She pushed it away and reached over to touch his thigh. A smile came to his lips as her hand began to slide up his thigh until it slid under the baggy leg of his shorts. He tried not to gasp as her warm hand circled his hard penis.
On the other side, Amy pushed John's hand away and did the same as she had done to Thomas. Her heart was pounding in her chest when she found that he already had his penis out of his shorts. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. Suddenly, she was sitting between her husband and his best friend with their penises in her hands. She had to smile as she glanced at each of them and saw them staring at the TV like nothing were happening. Her own vagina began to throb again at her naughtiness. In her wildest imagination, she would never have thought she would be holding two stiff penises in her hand at the same time. Yet, here she was holding one black and one white one. Since she couldn't move her hand up and down without one or the other noticing, she began to squeeze them rhythmically. She felt each of them throb in response.
Thomas and John sat quietly as Amy gently worked on their erections, her hand squeezing one penis then the other. Each of them fought to keep their hips still. However, Amy was driving them to distraction. Time and again she would squeeze her hands hard, forcing the shafts to respond with a throb. Soon, she could feel their slick juices running down to coat her hands. Without moving her arms, she would slide her hands up until she held each swollen head in the palm of her hand. Then she would tease the head with her fingers, rubbing the sensitive spot just below the crown before sliding up to circle the dripping hole with her fingertip. She could tell by the throbbing that both men were getting very excited. Suddenly, she smiled as she thought of having a little contest to see which one squirted first. She had to suppress a little giggle as she began to squeeze their shafts again; first the one in her right hand then the one in the left. A vision of a farmer milking his cows came to her mind. Then she did giggle, but fortunately there was a funny point in the movie.
John was ahead of Thomas and could feel his balls begin to tighten. As much as he wanted to hold back, he found it impossible. Each time his penis would pulse, Amy would respond with a squeeze. Suddenly, he squeezed his thighs together and held his breath. It seemed like time was standing still. He fought to hold his sperm back but it was a losing battle. Suddenly, he felt it rushing up the shaft.
Amy almost squealed when she felt it. Her hand slid up and covered the head as the first blast shot out. It hit her hand, squirting between her fingers. She used the thick juice to coat the head, forcing more to squirt out. Each pulse sent a new blast into her hand. However, even before John was finished climaxing, Amy felt Thomas's penis pulse. Suddenly, she had two squirting rods in her fists. She squeezed her own thighs together as a little climax rushed through her. By the time she recovered, she had two limp and very wet penises in her fists.
"Uh... uh... excuse me," Thomas said as he rustled around under the afghan and then got up. "I need to use the facilities."



As soon as he left the room, John turned to Amy and kissed her passionately. She moaned as his tongue went into her mouth. Without thinking, she moved the hand covered with Thomas's sperm over and captured John's wet penis. John realized what was happening right away and he began to get hard again.
"My but you're horny tonight," Amy whispered as she ran her hand up and down his growing erection. The sperm from Thomas mixed with John's as she caressed his now hard penis again. Suddenly, Amy dropped her head and before John could stop her, she took his cream covered penis into her mouth. She moaned deep in her throat when she tasted the mixture of the two men's sperm.
John pulled Amy's head from his now pulsing penis and covered himself with the afghan a second before Thomas returned.
"Well... I guess I'll get going," Thomas said. He stepped over, kissed Amy's cheek, and said goodbye to John. They shared a conspiratorial smile.
"See you tomorrow at the course," John replied.
"See you tomorrow," Thomas smiled and headed up the steps.
Thomas was barely at the top of the stairs when John was pushing Amy onto her back. She opened her legs and grasped his hard shaft. She directed his penis into her more than ready hole. Just as he slid into her, she realized that John still had some of Thomas's sperm covering his penis. She wrapped her legs around her husband and began to climax as his penis went all the way into her throbbing hole.
Chapter 9
On Sunday afternoon the telephone rang at the Slater household.
"Amy! Thomas is on the phone," John yelled with his hand over the mouthpiece. "He was wondering if you wanted to go out to dinner on Wednesday night since I won't be home?"
Amy was in the kitchen when she heard John call out his question. "Uh... uh... I uh," Amy stuttered.
"It's fine with me Amy, I told Thomas to look after you," he added with a smile.
"Well, I... uh... I guess it's okay. If... if it's okay with you." Suddenly, Amy's heart was pounding with excitement. However, she also felt a little pang of dread. She knew that it was going to be very difficult to be alone with Thomas.
John removed his hand and told Thomas, "Yeah man, Amy said she would love to have dinner with you."
Wednesday night...
Amy stood in the bedroom staring into the mirror. She had on a sexy black chiffon dress. It had tiny spaghetti straps holding up the slinky low cut top. The bottom was full and hung sexily from her hips. Underneath, she had on a pair of black thigh high nylons. She bit her lip in indecision then reached over and picked up a pair of black silk panties. A little sigh escaped her lips as she pulled the tiny panties up her thighs. Before they covered her crotch, she looked one last time at her smoothly shaven sex lips. John always wanted her to shave but she had refused until now. She wasn't sure what had gotten into her tonight but when she was trimming her pubic hair, she couldn't seem to stop until everything was gone. Now she sighed and let the dress fall. She turned and started to walk away from her dresser, then stopped. Her hand was trembling as she picked up the little bottle of perfume Thomas had given her. She slipped her hand under her dress and sprayed two sprits of the sweet smelling liquid onto her thighs.
Amy had been nervous all week. She was looking forward to tonight with excitement but her conscience was still bothering her. She knew that all the things she and Thomas had done were very wrong but somehow she justified it because they hadn't gone all the way-besides, John hadn't suffered at all.
Now she was going to be alone with him in an empty house. The temptation was making her stomach do flip-flops. She knew that she had to make a decision. If she let her libido lead her, she would be in the bedroom in a couple of hours with Thomas between her legs. She was in a quandary. Amy had even gone so far as to ask Jill what she should do. However, she hadn't been much help-she kept saying, "Just go for it." Amy sometimes thought that Jill would feel better if someone else did what she was doing.
The chiming of the front doorbell startled Amy. Her heart started to race as she walked down the steps. When she opened the door she saw Thomas's handsome face and her racing heart fluttered. He was wearing a gray sports coat, blue turtleneck shirt, and black slacks. He had one red rose in his hand.
"Hi!" he said in a half-whisper, handing her the rose.
"Hi," Amy answered almost shyly. "Thank you."
"You ready?"
"Uh... yeah... sure," Amy said, feeling like a high school girl again.
Thomas took Amy to a fancy restaurant where they had a wonderful meal. Thomas was a gentleman all through dinner. When they finished their second bottle of wine, he asked her if she wanted to go to a nightclub.
Amy thought that was a great idea-she was okay with anything that delayed them being alone in her house.
Thomas took her to a quiet downtown nightclub that was famous for jazz. It wasn't crowded on a Wednesday night so they got their choice of tables. They found a booth in a quiet corner near the dance floor. When the band started playing, Thomas took Amy to the dance floor. The lights were low and there was a large reflecting ball refracting colorful rays around the almost deserted dance floor.
"This is so nice," Amy sighed as she held Thomas tight.
"Yes it has been," Thomas answered as he pulled her tightly to him. He bent his head and kissed her neck.
"Thomas," Amy breathed and shivered. She could feel him becoming excited. Her own groin began to heat. Suddenly, their lips were together and she was welcoming his tongue into her mouth.
Thomas moaned and slowly slid his hands down the open back of her dress to the swells of her buttocks. He moaned again as they slid over the silky material of her dress and then pulled her into his groin, his hands squeezing her fleshy cheeks.
The room was spinning almost out of control for Amy. She held Thomas tightly, her arms around his neck, her chest pressed to his. When their lips parted, they were both breathing heavily.
Thomas led Amy back to the booth. He let her slide in and moved over close to her, putting his arm around her back. Almost immediately they were locked in an embrace again.
"Um... um..."
Amy and Thomas pulled apart and saw a pretty waitress looking at them.
"I'm sorry to disturb you two but would you like another drink," she said with a smile.
"Uh... yes, another rum and Coke for me and a wine please."
When the waitress left, Thomas turned to Amy and smiled. "You've gotten me very excited lady."
"Really? I never would have guessed," she said with a smile and then looked down at the tent in his expensive slacks.
Thomas saw her eyes and smiled, pulling her back to him for another kiss. "Thomas, mmmmpppphhhh," she moaned as he covered her mouth with his.
When they pulled apart, Thomas whispered, "Are your panties wet?"
Amy's face flushed and she looked down shyly. She paused, her mouth suddenly very dry. "Yes," she finally whispered in reply.
"Let me see."
Amy looked up with wide eyes.
"Take your panties off. I want to see how excited you are."
Suddenly, Amy's heart was pounding in her chest. "Here?" she asked, glancing around the room.
"Yes. There's no one around."
Amy looked around again and saw that they were quite alone. Her hands began to tremble as she lifted up slightly and reached under her dress. Slowly, she slid her panties down her thighs. Then she held them out to Thomas, refusing to look into his eyes.
Thomas took them from her hand. Then he opened them so that the crotch was exposed. He almost gasped when he saw the clear sex juice covering the gusset.
Amy turned to Thomas. Her eyes couldn't have gotten any larger as she watched him bring the sodden cloth to his lips, stick his tongue out, and lick them. She felt her swollen sex lips pulse with excitement and squeezed her thighs together. "God Thomas," she sighed.
Thomas laid the panties on the table and brought Amy to him again for a kiss.
As the two lovers kissed, the waitress returned with their drinks. She stopped suddenly as she started to place their drinks on the table. At first she thought her eyes were deceiving her but there was no doubt-on the table was a pair of panties lying open and the crotch was shiny with juice. Her breathing increased and her heart started to beat hard. She had been watching the couple since they arrived. She had seen them kiss and fondle each other on the dance floor. Now she stood in front of them and her knees felt weak as she stared at the black panties. When she looked back at the kissing couple, she saw them part and look at her. She stood frozen, unable to move.
Thomas smiled at the shocked waitress then turned back to Amy. He kissed her lips and heard a moan from the young girl as his hand went to Amy's thigh. He pulled her leg toward him, making her dress slide up her thighs.
A little gasp escaped from the waitress's lips as she stared at the black hand moving up the soft white thigh of the woman. Then she moaned as she saw the woman's bare, swollen sex come into view. She couldn't believe that she was standing here watching this. Yet, her legs wouldn't move. Now her breathing was coming in great gasps as she watched a finger slide into the wet hole.
Thomas smiled to himself when he felt Amy's soft sex lips with no hair anywhere to be found. She was ready, he thought.
Amy moaned and lifted her hips from the seat. She opened her eyes as Thomas continued to kiss her and saw the waitress still watching them. An electric shock of exhibitionist pleasure ran through her and she spread her legs a little further apart. She felt like such a slut but she couldn't help herself. A moan escaped her lips as Thomas added a second finger.
Finally the waitress took one of the drinks and set it on the table. When she put the second one down, she almost spilled it, clinking the glasses.
Thomas pulled away from Amy, leaving his fingers inside her as he looked at the waitress. However, instead of leaving, the waitress stood there. "Oh," Thomas finally said and pulled his fingers from Amy's dripping hole. He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill. He held it out to the waitress. As she took it, Thomas rubbed his wet fingers across her palm. "Kept the change," he said with a smile.
The waitress stood for another moment, staring at the shiny juice on her palm. "Uh... uh... thanks," she muttered and then rushed off.
She was probably running to the ladies room to masturbate! Thomas thought. Then he turned back to Amy and began to kiss her again. When his hand went back to Amy's thigh, he felt her open her legs wide. Slowly he kissed up her neck until he was at her ear. "Let's get out of here," he said.
"Thomas," Amy breathed. "I... I... don't know what to do. I'm scared."
"Amy, you know I would never do anything to hurt you," Thomas said.
"I know. I'm not afraid of you Thomas; it's me that I'm afraid of."
"I'll tell you what. Why don't I take you back to your place and I'll eat you."
Amy sucked in her breath, not sure she had heard Thomas correctly. "What?" she said.
"Listen Amy, I know you're worried about going all the way with me. If you're not ready, then that's okay. We can just go back and I'll eat you."
Amy's could feel her swollen sex lips quivering at the thought of Thomas's mouth on her. "Okay," she whispered.
"Okay what?" Thomas asked, knowing what she meant but wanting to hear her say it.
"Okay, you can... you can take... take me home and... and eaaaaatttt me!" Amy hissed in nervous excitement.
"Well, since you asked real nice, let's get out of here," Thomas said with a smile, pulling Amy out of the booth. They walked out of the club, leaving Amy's panties on the table.
Chapter 10
Thomas broke a few speed laws on the way back to Amy's house. Fortunately, he didn't get any tickets. When they were finally inside the door, Thomas pulled Amy to him and kissed her passionately. Their bodies pressed together tightly. Suddenly, Thomas pulled away.
"Are you sure about this sweetheart?" he asked.
"Yes... uh... you're just going to... to, you know, eat me right?"
"If that's all you want, yes."
"Okay," Amy said as she looked into his eyes and trembled. Then she took Thomas's hand and led him toward the living room. When she got to the foot of the stairs though, she looked into the living room and then upstairs. She looked at Thomas and then at the stairs again with indecision. With a sharp intake of breath, she turned and began to walk up the stairs, pulling Thomas behind her.
Thomas wanted to scream, "Yes!" but instead, he followed quietly, watching Amy's sexy butt as it swayed in front of him with each step. His half-hard erection was now fully hard. His heart was pounding and he felt like he was in the biggest football game of his life. The score was tied and his team was on the one-yard line with thirty seconds left on the clock. He had four downs to score. The game was over.
Amy led Thomas into her and John's bedroom. She flipped on the bedside lamp, turned to Thomas, and practically melted into his arms. The two of them kissed for a long time, enjoying each other's mouths, and delaying their ultimate pleasure.
Thomas pulled away from Amy and reached his hands up to the thin straps across her shoulders. He heard her moan as he slowly pushed them from her shoulders and let the dress fall to her feet.
Amy gasped when she stood naked in front of Thomas. She had never been totally naked in front of him before. Somehow, she felt even smaller standing in front of his large frame. He loomed over her, his hands gently touching the soft flesh of her arms. She trembled.
Thomas bent his head and kissed Amy again, pulling her naked body to him. When their lips parted, he pushed Amy back until she was sitting on the bed. Slowly, he took his jacket off and placed it across a chair. Then he pulled his top up, exposing his rippled stomach and then his strong chest. He added the shirt to the jacket on the chair and then pulled his shoes and socks off, leaving only his slacks. His eyes locked on Amy's as he slowly unbuckled his belt.
Amy's breathing was coming in gasps as she watched Thomas strip in front of her. She was shaking with excitement as he opened his pants and let them drop to his feet. She gasped when she saw the large tent in his white boxer briefs. She wanted to reach out and grab it but she was afraid that he would see how much her hands were trembling. Then she held her breath as Thomas hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled his shorts down. A moan came from deep in her throat as his large penis sprang out.
Thomas could see Amy's eyes burning with lust as he slowly moved closer, his penis swinging gently back and forth. His own heart was beating rapidly as he moved ever closer. He watched as Amy tentatively reached out her trembling hand and wrapped it around his pulsing tool. It was his turn to moan.
As her hand held the throbbing tool, Amy could imagine the large head in her mouth. Unable to control her actions, she reached her other hand out to steady the long shaft, and then she bent forward and closed her lips around the head. She moaned and heard Thomas join her. Her hands began to move up and down, squeezing the hot shaft in her fists as saliva dripped from the stretched corners of her mouth.
"Oh God Amy," Thomas moaned. He was as excited as he had ever been. Sure, he had been with plenty of women in his life, but none were like Amy. He had adored her since the first time John introduced them. Now, to be standing naked with her in her bedroom was like a dream come true. The fact that John knew about it and was, in fact, encouraging it, made it sweeter.
Thomas could feel his sperm boiling in his balls as he watched the pretty woman make love to his penis. It was almost more than he could take. The last thing he wanted to do was cum in her mouth. He had a far better place for his sperm tonight. "Amy... God... let me eat you," Thomas hissed.
There was a loud pop as Thomas pulled his penis from Amy's sucking mouth. She looked up, startled. She was so focused on sucking him that she hadn't heard his words. Then she moaned as he pushed her back on the bed and lifted her legs. Then she watched him go to his knees. Her head fell back and she moaned when she saw him place her legs on his strong shoulders.
A gasp escaped Thomas's lips when he saw Amy's dripping sex. He had never seen anything so beautiful. Her large outer lips were smooth and shiny. The inner lips were swollen and very wet. He could see a tiny river of clear juice running from her pulsing hole, trickling down and disappearing between her cheeks. With an animal like moan, Thomas opened his mouth and sucked her flesh inside.
"Ahhhhhhhh!!!" Amy screamed when she felt Thomas's mouth close over her sex lips. Her hips bucked up as his tongue began to lave the entire area of her wet sex. Her legs wrapped around his neck and she grabbed his head, pulling it into her vagina. She felt like she was going to pass out when his large tongue split the lips and forced itself deep inside her. His tongue was alive inside her body-it was squirming, rotating, and licking her trembling walls.
Thomas would have smiled if his mouth had not been full. It was a dream come true. He had her all to himself with no one to stop him. He could feel his penis pulsing almost painfully as he made love to Amy's swollen sex. As he continued to suck, his hands moved to her breasts. He pinched the hard nipples and squeezed the soft flesh. Amy moaned as a floodgate opened and her juice came pouring out. Almost immediately, Thomas's chin was dripping with her juices and he knew that she was very close to climax. However, before he could capture her clit, he felt her hands on his face, lifting it up. He drew his mouth from her sex and looked up with a question on his face.
"Oh God Thomas, I've got to have you," Amy hissed as she looked between her legs at his wet face.
Thomas stood up, his penis bobbing with his excited heartbeat. He looked down at Amy and saw that her legs were spread, baring her very swollen sex to his gaze. She was breathing heavily, her chest heaving; she looked almost out of control with lust. "Are you sure Amy," he said, already knowing the answer.
"Will... will you... will you pull out before you... you cum?" she gasped.
"Yes, if that's what you want."
"Oh God Thomas, I have to have you. Please fuckkkkkkk me," Amy said, almost crying with excitement.
Thomas moved Amy to the center of the bed and crawled between her knees. He paused, looking down at her as if he was going to give her another chance to change her mind.
Amy was beyond any rational decision now. The wine, the dinner, the teasing had all conspired to muddle any rational thought she might have had. She was alone with Thomas now. No one was there to stop them. "Please fuck meeeee!!!" Amy moaned as she opened her arms to Thomas.
With a growl of victory, Thomas leaned forward over Amy. He bent his head and kissed her lips as he held his weight on his arms. "Put me in," Thomas whispered.
Amy's hands were shaking so much that she had difficulty grasping Thomas's rod. She used both hands to steady it, pulling it almost harshly toward her waiting hole. Amy thought she would climax when the large purple head touched her lips. She fitted it into her small hole and pulled. "Ahhhhhh!!!" she moaned as the head slipped inside with a little help from Thomas.
Thomas almost swooned when he felt his penis cross the goal line. Score!!! his mind screamed. Yet, he didn't force himself into her. He looked down and saw that he had about two inches inside of her. He wanted to wait for Amy.



"Oh Jesus, fuck me Thomas," Amy screamed as her legs wrapped around his back and her hands grabbed his strong buttocks. She pulled hard.
"Oh God," Thomas gasped as he felt his shaft slide into Amy. Inch by inch it went in until he heard Amy grunt and felt her cervix on the swollen head. His balls touched her ass and he knew he was as deep as he could go. He paused, waiting for Amy to adjust to his large shaft.
Amy could barely get her breath. She had never been stretched like this before. It felt like a small pole had been shoved into her. Yet, it was a soft and warm pole, pulsing with life. Amy's arms and legs held Thomas prisoner. She wanted him to move but she didn't want to let go.
Slowly, Thomas began to pull out. When he was an inch or two out, he pushed slowly back in and heard Amy moan. He did it again, coming out a little further. As soon as he felt her relaxing, he began to move faster.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes!" Amy gasped and her hips began to move.
Thomas began to move faster. Soon, he was moving in and out of her tight vagina at a rapid pace. It felt like Amy was having a fit under him. Her fingernails were digging into his back and her teeth were biting his shoulder. A steady moan of pleasure was coming from her throat.
Amy began to climax at some point. However, it was difficult for Thomas to tell when it started. She moaned and screamed over and over, her arms and legs holding him in a vise grip. He could feel her vagina throbbing and squeezing him, making it very difficult for him to hold back. He felt his balls begin to churn, demanding release. It was almost impossible for him to form words, but he needed to warn her. "Amy... God... oh God... I'm getting... getting close. Do you... want me... me to pull out?" he gasped almost feeling that it was already too late.
The fireworks still going off in Amy's brain made it impossible for her to think clearly. She couldn't focus, however, she knew that she didn't want Thomas to pull out. "No... no... oh God Thomas cum in meeeee!!!" she hissed and another strong climax rushed through her.
Suddenly, Thomas bellowed and pushed his penis as deep as he could go. It felt like the head of his penis exploded as a massive torrent of his sperm splattered deep inside Amy.
Amy screamed. She could actually feel it. That had never happened before. She could feel his warm seed hitting the bottom of her vagina and filling her hole. It was hot but soothing to the stretched walls of her vagina. Amy had lost count of the number of climaxes but this was the best one. She was floating on a cloud of sensual pleasure. Warmth and darkness enveloped her.
The next thing Amy knew, she heard Thomas whispering something to her.
"Amy, are you alright?" Thomas said for the fifth time. Her body had convulsed for a long time and then collapsed. He was still on top of her, his arms holding his weight, his penis still inside her filled hole. He could feel Amy's muscles still rippling deep inside.
"Oh my God Thomas," Amy whispered weakly when she could speak again. However, that was all she could utter. She pulled him down to her and felt his hot body cover hers again as their lips met.
"Rinnnnnnnggggg! Rinnnnnnngggggg! Rinnnnnnnggggg!"
John held the telephone in his hand with excitement coursing through his veins. It was almost twelve thirty and he hoped that Amy and Thomas would be home by now. It was the third time he had called.
Chapter 11
Amy and Thomas were startled by the ringing telephone. She looked at Thomas with panic in her eyes.
"I think you had better answer it. John will wonder where we are if you don't."
Amy reached over and picked up the telephone, her hand almost too weak to bring it to her ear. She tried to sound normal but it was difficult to disguise her shaking voice. "Hello."
"Hi sweetie," John said, his voice almost shaking as well.
"Uh... hi John," Amy stammered, looking at Thomas so close to her face.
"So did you have fun tonight?" he asked.
"Uh... yeah, it was... great," Amy answered, suddenly very much aware of her situation. She could feel Thomas's sperm beginning to run out the sides of her stretched hole. Thomas's penis had lost little of its firmness.
"Did he take good care of you?" John asked facetiously.
"Oh... uh... yes, he was a perfect gentleman," she answered and saw Thomas smile.
Thomas moved his hips slightly, forcing his penis deeper into Amy.
"Ohhhh!!!" Amy gasped.
"What did you say?" John asked, suddenly realizing that the two were somehow involved. He felt his heart begin to race.
"Oh nothing."
"Is Thomas still there?"
"Uh... yes... uh, he was just getting ready to leave," Amy lied.
"Let me talk to him for a second. I need to ask him something about Saturday."
Amy handed the telephone to Thomas.
"Hi," Thomas said.
"So, are you taking good care of my wife?"
"Absolutely."
"Is something going on right now," John asked excitedly when Thomas didn't elaborate.
"Absolutely," Thomas responded again.
"God Thomas, did you fuck my wife?" John asked pointblank.
"That's true," he said, looking down at Amy and smiling, then rolling his eyes like he wanted to get off the telephone.
"Oh Jesus! She did it! She actually let you fuck her!" John said to himself as he sat on the bed in his underwear.
"Um huh."
"You're not fucking her now are you?" John's penis was throbbing in his shorts and his palms were sweating. He pulled his penis out and began to stroke it as he talked to Thomas.
"Um huh."
"Oh my God! Thomas, is she going to let you cum in her?"
"Yeah, I think that's already happened though," he answered trying not to give the true conversation away.
"You came in her already?" John almost screamed into the telephone, his hand suddenly frozen on his shaft.
"Um huh!"
"Jesus, I can't believe it," John moaned stroking his pulsing penis again. "And you're still fucking her?"
"Yep!" Thomas answered. "Listen, why don't you call Harry Benfield," Thomas said, trying to cover their conversation. "I bet he will join us on Saturday."
Now Amy had to smile as she looked up at Thomas. Slowly, she began to move her hips up and down, forcing Thomas's penis in and out of her slick hole. She suppressed a giggle when she saw Thomas close his eyes in pleasure.
"Listen man, I'm getting a little tired here," Thomas said.
"Got you man," John answered. "Give me back to Amy."
"Ummmm... I uh will," Thomas almost moaned as Amy grabbed his ass and pulled him hard into her. "Gotta go now." Thomas handed the telephone back to Amy.
"Hi..." Amy whispered, almost breathless as Thomas began to move in and out.
"Listen, about this weekend, did you want to go to that new place for dinner?" John asked wanting to keep Amy on the telephone for a few more minutes.
"Uh... well, uh..." Amy said, trying to prevent a gasp. She couldn't believe that she was having a casual conversation with her husband while another man had his penis inside her. Not to mention the fact that the cum from his first climax was running out of her stretched hole already.
John began to move his hand faster as he listened to his wife struggle to talk to him. He could imagine her diminutive body lying naked on the bed with Thomas's large black body covering her and his penis stretching her sopping hole.
"Well, I won't keep you two anymore," John said, realizing that she couldn't talk anymore. "Don't stay up too late," John said.
"Oh, I uh... won't," Amy breathed as the speed of Thomas's hips increased until the room was filled with a loud slapping noise.
"What's that?"
"Nothing. Uh... listen, I have to go," Amy said, unable to keep the charade going any longer.
"Love you," John said.
"Love you... uh... too," Amy hissed and tried to put the telephone back in the cradle. Then she wrapped her arms around Thomas's neck and lifted her hips. "Fuck me, oh God fuck me Thomas!" Amy cried.
John had started to put the telephone down when he heard "Fuck me, oh God fuck me Thomas!" He pulled it back to his ear, his breathing suddenly very rapid. He could distinctly hear the sounds of sex on the other end. Holding the telephone to his ear, he continued to stroke himself.
"That's it, that's it, fuck me Thomas," Amy screamed, not realizing that the telephone was not back in the cradle.
"Oh yes, oh God baby you feel so good," Thomas moaned as his hips pounded into Amy's sloppy hole.
"Oh God Thomas, I'm going to... oh yes... oh Goddddddddd!!!" Amy screamed as she began to climax again.
John was as excited as he could ever remember being. Somehow, it seemed so much more erotic to be listening to them make love. He had watched them have oral sex; however, this was the ultimate turn-on. John could see Amy's stretched vagina in his mind and imagine Thomas's hot cum running from her saturated hole. Now, Thomas was about to cum in her again.
"Yes baby, cum for me. Oh God, I'm going to cummmmmmmm!!!" Thomas moaned as his balls tightened. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" he moaned again, his sperm pouring into Amy's willing hole.
John's head felt like it was going to explode. However, his penis beat him to it and began to squirt a huge load. It shot from the head, splattering over his chest. Time and again, his penis pulsed until nothing was left in his drained balls. Suddenly, John was exhausted. However, he didn't want to hang up the telephone. Instead, he cleaned himself up and then climbed into bed, placing the receiver next to his head. Now, he could only hear heavy breathing, a few whispered words, and an occasional moan. He masturbated a second time thinking of his beautiful wife lying naked with her black lover, her legs spread, and his potent semen flowing from her stretched hole. Finally, he fell into an exhausted sleep.
A loud moan awoke John. He looked at the clock and saw that it was four AM. He pulled the receiver to his ear and listened. There was an unmistakable sound of sex on the other end. Thomas and Amy were wearing themselves out, John thought. However, as much as he wanted to listen, he fell back to sleep.
Chapter 12
Amy awoke the following morning with a start. At first, she was confused; there was a black man lying next to her. Suddenly, it all came back to her and she almost jumped out of bed. As she stood on shaking legs, she felt the remains of three loads of Thomas's cum pouring out of her. She rushed to the bathroom and into the shower. Guilt began to pour over her like the warm water of the shower. God, what have I done? she thought. I've just cheated on my husband with his best friend, answering her own question. It seemed impossible. A few short weeks ago, she was a proper wife with sexual fantasies like every other woman. However, now she had crossed the line. She was an adulteress, plain and simple. Tears began to flow from her eyes, washed away by the water pouring from the shower.
When Amy came out of the bathroom, Thomas was up. He could see immediately that Amy was having second thoughts. He was also perceptive enough to realize that there wasn't much he could say to make her feel better. Hell, he would have felt the same way if John hadn't been the one to encourage this in the first place. "Amy... I... uh... we..." Thomas stuttered when he saw Amy's tear-streaked face.
"Thomas I'm sorry but I think you should leave," Amy said, feeling terrible the minute the words left her lips. She walked over to Thomas and hugged him, tears flowing again.
"Amy, I... uh... I..." Thomas said and stopped. He was almost tempted to tell her of the plot to seduce her. However, he knew that honesty right now would only make things worse.
"Thomas, I just need time to think. I'm so confused right now."
"I understand," Thomas said and gently kissed her lips. "I'll call you later?" Thomas said like a question.
"Yes, I'd like that."
After Thomas left, Amy was getting dressed when she noticed the telephone next to the bed. It seemed to be off the hook. Suddenly, her face turned pale. Had the telephone been off the hook all night? she wondered. If it was, John could have still been on the other line. Now Amy had another problem to worry about.
Two hours later, Amy was sitting outside at a local restaurant, waiting for Jill to arrive. When she saw her bright smile and her wave, Amy immediately felt better. She knew that Jill would understand and not judge her.
"Hi Amy," Jill said brightly as she sat down. She knew from the panicked telephone call and the look on Amy's face that something was wrong.
As soon as the waiter left with their drink order, Jill looked at Amy and said, "It happened, didn't it?"
"Yes!" Amy answered.
Jill wanted to scream for her to tell her all about it but she knew that Amy was upset. "You don't look very happy."
"I'm not. I feel so rotten right now. I've betrayed John. I'm a slut and worse!"
Jill reached over and took Amy's hand. "Honey, listen, you're not a slut. Truthfully, I felt the same way as you when it first happened. Fortunately, Bradley's reaction was so unexpected that I never had time to focus on it. The fact that he fucked me meant that he couldn't deny that it had turned him on."
"It's... it's more than that," Amy said as tears began to flow. "I... we... he fucked me without... God, I let him cum in me!" Amy broke into sobs.
Jill rushed around the table and put her arm around Amy. There wasn't much she could say. And, in spite of her sympathy for Amy, she felt a little tremor in her vagina.
"And, that's not all. John called last night while... while Thomas and I were... you know... fucking. When I hung up the telephone, it didn't go back into the cradle. Now I don't know if John heard something."
"He probably hung up when you said goodbye. Don't get paranoid now. It'll all work out somehow sweetie. We just need to come up with a plan."
Amy looked at Jill and wiped her nose. "What kind of a plan? What on earth can I do to fix this?"
Jill had no idea. However, she was good at thinking on her feet. "Well, you said that John left you alone with Thomas quite often lately. Could it be that he subconsciously wanted something to happen? Maybe he has the same kind of fantasies as Bradley."
"No... uh... well... I don't believe John would ever do that."
"Stranger things have happened. Let's think about this for a minute. Just suppose that John and Thomas had this little conspiracy going on."
"Go on," Amy sniffled, suddenly very interested.
"Well, you know John and Thomas are best of friends. Is it logical to expect that they could golf together every week, talk on the phone, and keep something like this from each other?"
"What are you saying Jill?"
"What if they knew about it, or worse, what if John actually put Thomas up to something?"
"Come on Jill, that's really far out. I can't believe they would do that."
"You have to admit that it's possible though."
Amy's head began to spin. Could it be true? Could the two have been partners in her seduction? Suddenly, Amy's guilt began to wane, replaced by a simmering anger. There had been a number of strange things lately, she suddenly concluded. "Why those..."
"Wait a minute Amy. Don't go off the deep end. First, we don't know if it's true. Secondly, you shouldn't start getting on your 'high horse'. You're not exactly innocent in all of this. You've been getting fucked royally since all this started and now you have a very competent lover with, what I surmise is, a very large dick," Jill said with a wide smile. Then she paused for a moment and squeezed Amy's hand. "Amy, life's a game. The winners are the ones that realize that and learn the rules." Jill paused again as she watched Amy's face. Then she continued, "You know that John loves you. Right?"
"Yes, I'm sure of that."
"My guess is that Thomas feels the same way. So now, you have two men that love you and two dicks to choose from. If my hunch is correct, you don't have to choose. You can have your cake-or is that dick-and eat it too." Jill laughed at her own joke.
Amy laughed as well but turned serious again. "But, what if you're wrong? It means that I just screwed up the best thing I've ever had."
"Not necessarily. There's more than one way out of this problem. For now, let's go on the theory that John and Thomas are in on this. We'll take it one step at a time and see what develops. However, I think you'll know pretty quickly if it's true by how they act. Under any circumstances, there is no point in looking for the worst. Let's be positive now."
"I guess you're right," Amy said and suddenly laughed. "Jill, you are so logical that I think you missed your calling by not becoming a psychiatrist."
"Maybe I should hang out my shingle?"
"Naw, you'd probably fuck all the male customers and that's against the law," Amy laughed.
"You're probably right, but I'd have a lot of fun until I got caught." Both women laughed loudly.
"Jill," Amy said, her eyes tearing again. "Thanks. You're a good friend."
"That's what friends are for," Jill said, wiping a tear from her own eye. "All right, let's not get all mushy, we need to think like men for a little while."
"If that was the case, I'd probably be hitting on you right now," Amy laughed.
Jill looked at Amy with a funny look and then said, "And, maybe I wouldn't mind that."
Amy stared back at her friend as a sudden electric shock went through her. They stared into each other's eyes for a few more seconds. Both of their hearts began to beat a little faster.
Jill took a deep breath and said, "Why don't we go to my house and have another drink. We can discuss our plan without fear of being overheard."
"Alright," Amy whispered.
An hour and one bottle of wine later, Amy and Jill had come up with a plan. Amy had specific things she was going to watch for in John and Thomas's relationship. She would also try to listen to their telephone conversations if possible. Most importantly, she was going to tease Thomas in front of John and see how he reacted.
Amy didn't feel quite as bad anymore. Jill had helped her work through all of the possible scenarios and how she would handle them. With the help of a little wine and Jill's logic, Amy was now sure that John and Thomas could have been working together. If they were, she had been a victim of a plot and therefore, wasn't entirely to blame for what happened. At least that was her self-serving logic.
The two women sat comfortably close on the sofa, starting the second bottle of wine. Amy had her feet on the coffee table and her knees up with her wineglass in her hand, resting on her knee. She was staring into the red liquid when she spoke. "Thanks again Jill. I don't know how I would have gotten through this without you."
"We're not through it yet sweetie," Jill said placing her hand on Amy's thigh. "You know we still have the little problem of you not being protected. I have an idea on that as well. There's nothing you can do about what has already happened, however they have those little test kits now that are supposed to tell you when you are ovulating. I understand they are pretty accurate. Maybe that's a way to handle this the next time."
"Well, that's if there is a next time."
Jill looked at Amy with skepticism and her eyebrows raised.
"All right, I know what you're thinking and you're right. My doctor mentioned those to me but I was too emotional to listen. That could work," she said beaming. "If I am lucky this time, and am not already pregnant, I'll get one of those."
"Well, you still need to be careful. Nothing's perfect, not even the 'pill'."
"You know Jill," Amy said, turning serious again, "I'm not sure I really appreciated your friendship before today." Amy covered Jill's hand with hers.
"Thank you," Jill said, feeling the warmth of Amy's thigh under her short summer dress. Jill looked into Amy's pretty blue eyes and saw them begin to mist again. Her heart went out to her friend. Suddenly, the wine and the closeness of Amy made Jill's heart beat a little faster. As if there was a human magnet pulling her, Jill's face moved toward Amy's. She could see fear and more importantly, excitement in her eyes as their lips drew closer. Electricity began to flow through the two women as their lips met.



Amy moaned as the other woman's soft lips touched hers. She had never kissed a woman before or in fact, even considered it. However, suddenly, she wondered why as she hadn't as she felt Jill's soft and wet lips press to hers. She heard a moan as she opened her mouth and let Jill's tongue inside.
Jill knew how much Amy loved to kiss and how it turned her on. She reached her hand behind Amy's head and pulled gently, forcing her tongue even deeper into her mouth. They both moaned.
Amy wasn't the only one to never kiss a woman before; neither had Jill. The difference was that Jill had dreamed about just such a moment since she first met Amy. When Amy was around her, she often felt charges of electricity.
Both women continued to moan softly as their lips worked together. When Jill finally pulled her tongue back into her mouth, Amy's followed.
Soon, they were swapping tongues like two horny teenagers discovering kissing for the first time.
All of Jill's fantasies of kissing a woman were met or exceeded. It felt more sensual than kissing a man. While she still loved to kiss Bradley and Reggie, this was somehow more emotional. It felt like they were sharing their souls and not just a precursor to copulation.
Amy felt it as well. She marveled at how different Jill's tongue felt compared to a man. Not only was it smaller but also, it tasted sweeter. It had to be the wine, she concluded.
When Jill pulled away, her breath was coming rapidly from her open mouth. She could see that Amy was breathing hard as well and her eyes were swimming with excitement. Jill turned and looked at her hand, which was still on Amy's thigh. Amy's knees were still up but they had fallen carelessly apart. Slowly, Jill began to slide her hand downward, pulling the material of Amy's dress with it.
Both women stared at Jill's hand as if it was moving in slow motion. It was almost as if the hand didn't belong to either of them. They watched as inch after inch of Amy's creamy thigh was revealed. Soon, the dress was bunched at Amy's waist and her little red panties were visible.
Jill turned and looked at Amy. It seemed like time had stopped. Her hand moved several inches until it was covering the humid crotch of Amy's panties. "Oh my," she said when she felt that Amy was shaved clean like her.
"Oh God Jill," Amy whispered as she felt the heat of the woman's hand.
Jill covered Amy's mouth again as a finger pressed into the damp gusset of her panties. She heard Amy moan deep in her throat as her finger forced the material between the lips. Then, it was Jill's turn to moan as the fat lips of Amy's vagina surrounded her finger. Slowly she drew her finger up the silky gusset, feeling the rapidly swelling lips. Their tongues were dueling as they gasped into each other's mouths.
Amy wrenched her mouth from Jill's. "Jill... I... I... haven't ever... ever done anything with... a... a woman before," she gasped.
"Neither have I," Jill whispered and pressed her lips passionately to Amy's again.
Amy's legs began to tremble as she felt Jill's finger snaking under the leg band of her panties. "Jill," she hissed as she felt the finger on her bare flesh. Then she held her breath as Jill's finger wormed downward, through the now wet lips until it found her pulsing hole. Without her willing it, Amy's legs moved further apart, giving Jill's hand free access to her tender sex. "Oh Jesus," Amy hissed as the finger began to slide into her.
Jill's hand was trembling as she worked her finger into Amy. Her finger had been inside her own vagina many times, but this was very different. She could feel the wet folds of Amy's vagina and the squeezing muscles. Amy's hole was surprisingly snug on her finger. Still it felt like she was pushing her finger into a juicy peach.
Unable to control it, Amy's legs squeezed together, trapping Jill's hand. Then Amy's hand grasped Jill's wrist as if to stop her. Yet, she had no strength.
Jill pulled her finger from Amy's body and turned to look at her face. She could see the flush of excitement running from her cheeks, down her neck and across her heaving chest. A little smile came to Jill's lips as she slid from the sofa to her knees.
"Jill... what... oh God," Amy moaned as Jill moved between her legs and then reached under her dress to grasp the waistband of her panties.
Jill's heart was thumping so hard that her head was beginning to spin as she pulled the wispy material down her legs and off her feet.
Now, Amy's feet were on either side of Jill but her knees were closed, blocking Jill's view of her treasures. Jill looked into Amy's eyes as she used her hands to practically pry her knees apart. A little gasp escaped Jill's lips when she saw Amy's vagina opening to her. Jill lifted her legs and placed them on her shoulders.
"God Jill, what are you going to do?" Amy asked, as if she didn't already know.
"Shhhhh," Jill said as she turned her head to the side and kissed the soft calf muscle, her tongue licking the smooth skin. Slowly, she began to kiss down the leg until she reached her warm thigh. Jill stopped her progress and switched to the other thigh, bringing a moan from Amy. Then she continued to lick the humid flesh as she moved lower. Suddenly, she could smell Amy's excitement as she neared her vagina. Another moan escaped her lips. Unable to wait any longer, Jill opened her mouth and covered Amy's swollen sex.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" Amy gasped as she felt a woman's mouth on her vagina for the first time in her life. Suddenly, she found herself hunching down, pushing her damp crotch into the searching mouth.
It was like a dream come true for Jill. She had fantasized about this moment since she first saw Amy naked in the shower. Her vagina tasted as sweet as she had imagined. She sucked the fat inner lips into her mouth, tasting her excitement. Her hands went to the back of Amy's thighs, pushing them up and back, almost to her shoulders. Now Amy's groin was in a perfect position for her mouth. She sucked hard.
"Oh God! Oh Jesus!" Amy screamed. It felt like her entire body was being sucked into Jill's mouth. Amy had never experienced anything like this before. She loved the way John and Thomas ate her but this was different. There was no whisker burn on her thighs or outer lips, only the soft cheeks of Jill's face and her silky hair tickling her thighs. Her hands reached around her thighs and grasped Jill's head, pulling it into her swollen sex.
Jill's tongue began to work on the meaty flesh, teasing the inner lips. Suddenly, her tongue plunged inside the pulsing hole.
"Ahhhhhhh!!! Ohhhhh!!! Jesus," Amy moaned and humped her hips into the probing tongue.
Jill used her hands to open Amy to her assault, her fingers pinching and pulling the outer lips wide. Then she began to force her tongue in and out, bringing the sweet juice inside Amy's hole into her mouth.
"Uh... ohhhh!!!" Amy moaned incoherently as she rushed toward climax.
Suddenly, Jill moved her mouth up and sucked the enlarged clit inside.
That was all Amy could take. She felt it in her toes at first and then it moved up her legs, until it consumed her sexual parts. Her body went stiff and her legs pointed toward the ceiling as bright lights began to flash behind her closed eyes. It was like an electrical storm inside her head, her mind spinning out of control.
Jill would have smiled if her mouth were not filled with Amy's sweet juice and her pulsing lips. She sucked hard, pulling much of her vagina into her mouth. She thought that she could actually feel Amy's blood pumping excitedly through the veins of her meaty flesh. She held on to her thighs as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her excited friend. Too soon, her body began to relax.
As Amy's climax began to wane, Jill continued kissing her wet lips. Then suddenly, she was sucking again.
"Jesus Jillllll," Amy moaned as her body immediately responded, rushing toward another orgasm. Amy lost count of her orgasms and in fact, it almost seemed that it had been one long climax, broken only by Jill's need for breath.
Jill sucked Amy for well over an hour. When she finally pulled her mouth from between Amy's legs, she was breathing as hard as Amy had been. She could feel Amy's juice dripping from her chin as she sat back and looked at her satisfied face.
"God," was all Amy could mutter when she opened her eyes and looked at the smiling woman between her legs. She reached down to pull Jill up for a kiss but her arms had no strength left.
Jill understood and moved up until their lips met. Both women moaned.
When their lips parted, Jill wiped her chin with the back of her hand. "God Amy, you're like a faucet when you get going," she said and giggled.
Amy's face turned red. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be. I loved it," Jill said, moving to sit on the sofa next to Amy. She pulled her into her arms and they hugged.
After a long silence, Amy stirred. "Can I... uh... can I do... uh you?" Amy asked, her face turning redder.
"If you want to, but it's not necessary," Jill said, praying that she wouldn't agree.
"I want to," Amy whispered.
"Only if you're sure," Jill said and stood up. She took Amy's hand and pulled her from the sofa. When she was on her feet, she swayed, her knees almost buckling. Jill took her into her arms to steady her. She couldn't miss the chance kiss her lips again. As she did, she pushed the shoulder straps of Amy's dress down her arms and let it fall to the floor.
Amy moaned, as she stood naked in Jill's arms. For some reason, she felt so much younger than Jill, almost like a child, protected in her warm embrace.
Jill reluctantly pulled away and took Amy's hand. Silently, she led her to the bedroom.
"That's it, now lick it," Jill hissed as she directed Amy's mouth. "Oh God," she moaned.
Amy's felt the hard little clit respond under her tongue. She lapped it like she loved to have done to her. She almost smiled when Jill screamed and bucked her hips into her face. It hadn't taken her long to get the hang of licking a woman. And, she quickly concluded that she loved it. Jill's juice tasted so sweet and her lips were soft and warm in her mouth.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Jill screamed and began to climax as Amy sucked her clit into her mouth.
Amy had a hard time holding onto the little nub of flesh as Jill's hips went into a frenzy of movements. She grasped her hips tightly and hung on, letting her climax over and over into her mouth.
Two hours later, both women were exhausted. Amy had learned to please a woman with her mouth. She even surprised Jill by forcing her tongue into her tiny anal hole. Jill responded in kind later, almost making love to Amy's tiny back hole.
When they parted with a passionate kiss at the door, they promised to talk the following day and get back together as soon as possible. Amy drove home an exhausted but a much happier woman. She felt like things could work out.
Chapter 13
When Amy arrived home, she called Thomas and told him she didn't feel well and that she would call him in a few days. She could hear the worry in Thomas's voice as he issued his condolence. She suppressed a giggle, now realizing how blind she had been to his and John's deception. It was so obvious now; all the pieces seemed to fit. While there was a bit of anger brewing in her, she knew that she hadn't really been hurt by their actions. However, revenge would be sweet nonetheless.
The game that the two men were playing became even more obvious when John came home from his trip. Amy was sure that he had spoken to Thomas; he was being exceedingly nice to her. Not that he wasn't normally nice to her. He was just going out of his way to treat her very well. He bought her flowers and took her to dinner for no apparent reason, among other little things. The thought occurred to her that this could be a lot of fun. I could get used to being treated like a queen, she concluded.
On Friday evening, when Amy suggested that John invite Thomas over Saturday night to watch their college football game, he jumped at the chance and he almost ran to the telephone. It was apparent he was relieved but also excited at seeing her and Thomas together again, especially after they had had real sex.
During the rest of the week, Amy watched for little signs that would indicate that John knew what was going on between her and Thomas. She asked him questions and listened carefully to his answers. When she heard him on the telephone with Thomas, she picked it up and although they were vague, she thought they were talking about her. It was so obvious to Amy now. She felt like kicking herself for not recognizing it sooner.
On Saturday evening, when Amy came downstairs dressed in a skirt and tank top, John's eyebrows raised. The skirt came to mid thigh and was full. The tank top was tight and clearly showed her already hard nipples. She was also wearing a pair of four-inch high heels-this wasn't an outfit she would normally wear to watch a football game.
John was about to ask about the outfit when the doorbell rang.
"I'll get it," Amy said with a smile and rushed to the door. When she opened it, she surprised Thomas by almost jumping into his arms.
Thomas wasn't the only one surprised. John stood in the hallway behind her with his mouth opened in shock. As Amy hugged Thomas, her short skirt pulled up her thighs, almost revealing her naked ass. John stood motionless as his wife kissed Thomas's lips, lingering longer than he had ever seen them kiss. It must be the fact that they had sex, he thought, but why was Amy being so blatant? he asked himself.
"Hi," Amy whispered almost breathlessly and in an exaggerated voice when she pulled her lips away.
"Uh... uh... hi," Thomas responded, glancing over her shoulder at John. He saw John shrug.
When Amy broke away from Thomas, she took his hand and pulled him past her astounded husband. "Why don't you get the TV set up," she said to John. "Thomas and I will get the beer and snacks."
"Uh... okay," John said, knowing that there wasn't anything to do except put the TV on and turn down the lights. Almost reluctantly, he went downstairs.
As soon as Amy had Thomas in the kitchen, she was in his arms, her body pressed tightly to his and their mouths locked together again. Thomas wasn't about to resist as his hands slid down her back to grasp her ass. He moaned when he felt her bare flesh under her skirt.
"I missed you," Amy breathed when she finally pulled away.
"Uh... I... uh... missed you too," Thomas answered, clearly in a quandary. On one hand, he was relieved that Amy wasn't mad at him for what had happened on Wednesday night but he was also confused about how affectionate she was around John. It was almost as if she no longer cared if John saw them.
Amy reached down and grasped Thomas's half-hard penis in his pants, bringing a gasp from the surprised man. "I missed this too," she whispered as she moved her hand up and down the rapidly swelling shaft.
Amy almost giggled when Thomas said, "Uh... Amy, uh... John could come upstairs..." How quickly the situation had changed, she mused. "You can see him if he comes up the stairs," she answered as she slowly slid to her knees.
Thomas watched, almost helplessly, as Amy opened his pants and pulled his now throbbing erection out.
"Oh my," Amy whispered, clearly excited. She moaned and opened her mouth, taking the dripping head inside. Several minutes later, she felt him tense and thought for a moment that he might be ready to climax. She pulled her mouth away and looked up to see him staring toward the steps. A smile crossed her lips and she returned to sucking him.
Thomas looked at John through the opening as he stood at the top of the stairs. He shrugged his shoulders and then looked down, indicating that Amy was there in front of him.
Excitement coursed through John as he watched Thomas's face and realized that Amy must be sucking him. He knew that it was hard for Thomas to hide his excitement. Within seconds, John's pants felt very tight in the groin. He stood and watched as long as he dared, then went back downstairs.
Finally, when Thomas felt like he might climax, he pulled Amy to her feet. "What's gotten into you?" he asked.
"You," Amy answered excitedly with double meaning as she squeezed his throbbing penis. "Look how excited I am," she said and stepped back and pulled her skirt to her waist. Amy didn't have to fake her excitement. Her vagina was swollen and dripping juice to her thighs.
Thomas stood staring at Amy's swollen sex.
"I want this in me again," Amy said, reaching over and pulling Thomas's penis toward her.
"Uh... Amy, we had better get downstairs before John gets suspicious."
Amy stepped into his arms again, her hand holding his throbbing penis. She heard Thomas moan as she began to rub it up and down her swollen sex lips. When she had the tip at her entrance, she pushed downward and moaned as the head slipped inside.
"God Amy," Thomas moaned and pushed her away, freeing his penis to spring up, throbbing, and dripping their combined juices. "We have to get downstairs."
Amy almost burst out laughing. "All right, but I need this soon," she hissed and squeezed him hard.
The two of them carried the snacks and beer downstairs and found John tuning in the football game. After Amy sat the snacks on the table, she sat on the sofa, her thigh touching Thomas. John joined them and sat next to Amy, a little further away.
Amy saw the look that passed between the two men when John saw how close Amy was sitting. As soon as their eyes were focused on the football game, Amy reached her hand over and placed it on Thomas's thigh. She felt him tense. Throughout the football game, Amy gently caressed Thomas's thigh. She knew that John could see what she was doing.
At one point, John got up and went upstairs to get more beer. As soon as he was gone, Amy was all over Thomas. She pulled his reluctant lips to hers and forced her tongue into his mouth, her hand searching and finding his erection. However, when her fingers went to his zipper, Thomas grabbed her hand.
"Amy, John will be back in a second," he gasped, unable to stop her from pulling his zipper down.
"I've got to see it again," she hissed, her eyes wild with lust. Quickly, she pulled his long black penis out. Suddenly, they heard John on the stairs.
Thomas gasped and tried to get his penis back into his pants.
"Wait," Amy said and quickly sat on his lap, covering Thomas's exposed penis with her skirt. His penis slipped between her legs. The long shaft made a slight bulge in the front of her skirt. However, it could have also been the pleats of her skirt.
Amy could feel his hot shaft pulsing and dripping his pre-cum juice to her thighs. Thomas was almost trembling.
Thomas sat paralyzed, his throbbing penis snuggly captured between Amy's warm thighs.
John wouldn't normally have been shocked to see Amy sitting on Thomas's lap. He had seen her do that many times over the years. Still, Amy's behavior was very strange tonight and there was something unusual about the way she was sitting.
When the game came back on, John pretended to stare at the screen. However, he was very much aware that something was going on next to him. He could see Amy squirming on Thomas's lap.
Amy was as excited as she had ever been. Her vagina was literally running a steady stream of juice onto the fat shaft of Thomas's penis as it throbbed between her thighs. She wasn't helping things any by squeezing her thigh's rhythmically. She knew that Thomas was biting his lip in order to remain quiet.
When John got up to go to the bathroom, Amy turned and kissed Thomas passionately again. Suddenly, before Thomas could stop her, she lifted up and reached between her thighs, placing his fat penis at the lips to her sex. A second later, she pushed her weight down, taking him deep into her body. They both moaned in pleasure.



Thomas couldn't believe how fast it had happened. It was beyond his comprehension that he now sat in his best friend's basement while his wife took his penis into her body. He was trembling in excitement as he felt her warm hole caressing him. He could even feel her juice running down his balls.
Amy was practically mad with desire now. The game was over. All she wanted was for Thomas to ram his long black penis into her and make her cum. She didn't care what John saw anymore. She could feel her vagina lips stretched wide and wanted desperately to move up and down. However, Thomas's hands on her hips held her still.
John came out of the bathroom to see Amy with her head buried in Thomas's neck. Thomas's head was back and his eyes were closed. Both of them seemed to be breathing heavily. However, other than that, they were sitting like they were before he left. Neither of them moved as he took his seat on the sofa again. Suddenly, he heard Amy moan. He looked over and saw her staring at him. Then, she moved. John's eyes opened wide, wondering what was going on. A second later, Amy had twisted around so that she was leaning back onto Thomas's chest. Her legs were now spread on either side of his thighs and her skirt had ridden up until a great deal of her white thighs were revealed.
Suddenly, the room was filled with sexual electricity as Amy began to move her hips up and down. Little whimpers began to escape from her lips.
What the hell is going on? John thought. Then it dawned on him-she's fucking him! his mind screamed. His penis, which had been up and down all night, sprang to erection again. His eyes stared at them as his heart pounded in his chest. An incredible array of emotions gripped him all at once. This is what I wanted, wasn't it? he thought. Then a pang of jealously sprung into his head. While he knew that they had sex several days ago, this seemed different somehow. His own wife was fucking a man not three feet from him as he sat with his penis throbbing in his pants. What kind of man am I?
"Oh God," Amy moaned. When she was unable to hold the words in any longer, she gasped, "Fuck me! Push that big black cock into my cunt!"
The words echoed all the paneled walls of the clubroom and sent chills up and down John's spine. Suddenly, he didn't know what to do. Blood was rushing though his veins so fast that he thought he might pass out. He jumped up aimlessly, his eyes trying to focus on his wife. I should stop them, his mind cried. Yet, there was no will left in his trembling body.
Amy opened her eyes and saw John staring at her in disbelief. I hope he's happy, she thought as a thrill of sexual revenge went through her. He wanted me to fuck Thomas and now he finally gets what he wanted. Electric shocks of sweet revenge coursed through her. With trembling hands, she reached down, grasped the end of her skirt, and began to pull it up, slowly revealing more of her thighs. Her eyes remained on her husband as the skirt crossed the top of her thighs until it was barely covering their connected sexual parts. With a moan, Amy tugged it to her waist, revealing Thomas's penis buried inside her vagina. Then she lifted up slightly, allowing three or four inches of Thomas's penis to slip out. There! her mind screamed.
John's eyes couldn't have gotten any wider as he saw the shiny black penis of his friend halfway inside his wife's body. It almost didn't look real to him, he thought as he stared at the thick black penis stretching his wife's normally tight hole. The room was spinning and he was swaying. Yet, inside his pants, his penis was threatening to squirt.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Amy almost hissed as she hesitated, holding her body above Thomas's thighs, making sure John could see everything.
John's mouth opened but nothing came out. He saw Thomas's eyes open for the first time. However, they were clouded with lust, almost as if he couldn't comprehend what had happened anymore than John could.
John staggered backward until he fell heavily into a chair. Now he had a perfect view between his wife's legs. He could see the veins in Thomas's penis pulsing and imagine the thick head filling her small cavern. Suddenly, he realized that he was holding his breath, waiting.
Amy looked for regret in her husband's eyes-anything that would say he wanted her to stop. However, all she could see was shock and lust. "Ohhhhh!!!" Amy moaned as she pushed downward and took Thomas into her body again until the large head pressed to her cervix. Her eyes closed in pleasure, no longer able to look at John. Then she began to fuck him. Her hips began to rise and fall rapidly, bringing moans from both her and Thomas.
John watched the obscene display for what seemed like a very long time, but in reality, it was only several minutes. Then, unable to control himself, he moaned and reached for his zipper. A second later, he had his throbbing penis in his hand. He saw Amy open her eyes and look at him. Then he saw her smile as he began to masturbate. There was no longer any jealously within John. Yes, this is what I wanted, he resolved. "Fuck her, fuck her good!" he whispered aloud.
Neither of the lovers on the sofa heard him. They were lost in their own world of sexual frenzy.
Amy was bouncing up and down on Thomas's penis when suddenly she stopped and stood up, letting Thomas's penis pull out of her hole with a sucking sound. She turned around to him and hissed, "Get naked!"
The surprise on Thomas's face turned to a smile and he pulled his shirt of her his head as he watched Amy strip.
Amy was in too big of a hurry to completely strip. She practically ripped her top off, leaving her in just her skirt and heels. Then she reached down and helped Thomas, who was struggling to remove his pants and shorts. As soon as he was naked, she pushed him back on the sofa and sat on him again.
John's hand left his penis long enough to pull his pants to his knees. Within seconds, his hand was flying up and down his penis again as he watched his half-naked wife climb back on her lover. Then he watched as his previously prudish wife took the long black rod inside her again.
The quiet room was now filled with grunts and the slapping sound of Amy's ass hitting Thomas's balls and thighs. Her juice was literally running down his penis and across his large balls, leaving shiny streaks on his wrinkled sacks.
Amy was gasping for breath as she pressed her naked breasts to Thomas's strong chest. Her entire body was trembling and there was a throbbing deep inside. Suddenly, almost without warning, her body tensed and a loud moan escaped her lips. An incredible climax ripped through her. It started deep inside where Thomas's penis touched her cervix. It quickly spread throughout her body. There didn't seem to be enough oxygen in the room as her mouth open in a gasp and her chest heaved. Her arms wrapped tightly around Thomas's neck as she squeezed him with all of her might.
Thomas could feel the incredible contractions inside Amy's vagina. He had never felt anything so sweet. The squeezing and rippling deep inside her was too much for him to take. His hands pulled her hips down until he was buried as deep as he could get. The enlarged head of his penis grew even bigger. A bellow escaped his lips as his penis pulsed and began to spit his pent up sperm into Amy's fertile vagina.
Amy felt Thomas's sperm pouring into her and said, "That's it sweetie, that's it, pump all that hot cum deep into my pussy. Oh yes, yes, I love it. Cummmmmm in meeeeee!!!"
John almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. Yet, his wife's voice echoed in his ears: "That's it, pump all that hot cum deep into my pussy." His own penis was ready to burst as he watched his wife and best friend convulse in front of his eyes. He waited a second more, denying himself pleasure as long as possible. Then, he gasped as he saw a thick white liquid begin to bubble from Amy's stretched lips. It took him a second to comprehend that this was Thomas's sperm running from his wife's unprotected womb. Suddenly, his penis erupted, squirting his cum high into the air, splattering on his shirt repeatedly.
Seconds later, the room became deathly quiet except for heavy breathing.
John was the first to open his eyes. They immediately went to the connected groins of the two lovers. Her could see that Thomas's penis had shrunk just a bit, letting some of his sperm flow out of Amy and across his balls. In spite of his recent climax, he felt a twitch in his penis.
Amy looked over her shoulder and smiled when she saw John half lying on the chair, his pants around his ankles as his sperm covered penis still pulsed. She stood up and a moan escaped her lips, as Thomas's still large penis slipped from her saturated hole. Her skirt fell back to her thighs as she walked sexily toward her husband. When she was directly in front of him, she stopped and stared into his eyes. Slowly, she pulled her skirt back up.
John's eyes grew wide again as he watched Amy reveal herself to him. He almost gasped when he saw the swollen lips of her vagina dripping with sperm. Then he watched as she spread her legs and brought her hand to her saturated vagina.
"Is this what you wanted? Did you want to see Thomas's cum pouring from my stretched hole?" she asked rhetorically.
John's mouth opened but nothing came out.
When John didn't answer, Amy's fingers slowly slid into her hole and came back out, carrying sperm from deep inside. Amy kept it up until her outer lips were covered in Thomas's cum. Then, Amy knelt between John's legs, her eyes looking up at him. She picked up his still twitching and cum wet penis with her cum covered fingers. Slowly, she took his penis into her mouth, moaning in pleasure.
John moaned as he watched his wife suck him lovingly. Incredibly, his penis began to grow in her mouth until he was hard again.
Amy sucked and licked John until he was trembling with excitement. Then she stood up, her face filled with renewed lust. She straddled John and reached for his penis. Slowly, she sank down on him, taking him deep into her still dripping vagina.
"Oh Jesus!" John moaned as he felt his penis enter his wife's body. It was incredibly warm and slick inside. John's head began to spin again. This was it! This was what he had wanted for so long and now the reality was even more incredible than the fantasy.
Amy began to move up and down slowly at first. Within seconds, she was bounding on his penis and moaning. The room was filled with moans and the slapping sounds of their merged groins.
It took a little longer this time but soon both of them were climaxing again.
When Amy pulled from her husband's wilted penis, she turned and saw Thomas sitting on the sofa with his hard penis in his hand. Incredibly, a chill of excitement went through her. She felt like such a slut as she walked over to Thomas, her thighs literally running with sperm from the two men. "Fuck me!" she hissed to him like an order.
Thomas smiled, showing his white teeth. He stood up and pulled Amy into his arms, locking his lips to hers. He pulled her skirt up and caressed her naked ass as their tongues dueled. Then, he grasped her by the waist and lifted her until her legs were wrapped around his waist. He reached down and placed his penis on her dripping hole.
Amy screamed as Thomas forced himself into her. Her arms grasped his neck as he began to lift her up and let her fall back onto his shaft. Then she squealed as he took her over to the pool table. He rested her ass on the side and let her lay back as he raised her legs.
Suddenly, Thomas was literally pounding into her open hole.
John watched as Thomas took his wife again. This time, it lasted a very long time. Unfortunately, John was exhausted and although he enjoyed watching, he couldn't will another erection. That would have to wait until the morning, he thought.
After a long time, Thomas moaned that he was cumming.
"Yes, yes!" Amy agreed, her legs pulling Thomas's squirting penis deep into her hole as another climax rushed through.
When Thomas backed away, his penis pulled from her open hole, causing a flood of sperm to follow, dripping to the surface of the wooden edge of the pool table. He staggered over to the sofa and fell heavily onto it.
Amy lay quietly as she caught her breath. Then, she obscenely placed her legs on the edge of the pool table and opened her thighs. She used her fingers to plunge in and out of her bubbling hole until she screamed in climax again.
Quite some time later, Thomas stood up and got dressed. He walked sheepishly over to Amy and looked down at her ravaged body. A little smile crossed his lips as he bent and kissed her. When she barely responded, he whispered, "I'd better get going." Then he turned and glanced at John who was still sprawled on the chair with his eyes closed. He shook his head as if it had all been a dream, and then slowly walked up the stairs and let himself out.
Long after Thomas left, John got up and walked over to Amy. He looked down at her relaxed body. Strangely, he had never seen her look more beautiful. She seemed to be asleep. He picked her up and carried her to their bedroom. He placed her gently on the bed. Amy never stirred. John crawled into bed, cuddled up next to her warm body, and fell asleep.
Chapter 14
"Oh my God!" Jill said into the telephone after Amy described her night.
It was almost noon and John was still sleeping. She couldn't wait to tell Jill what had happened.
"God, it was more incredible than anything I could have possibly imagined," Amy said, almost swooning with pleasure again.
"I thought our plan was to tease them for awhile... to drag it out a bit," Jill said with a laugh.
"It was but I guess I got carried away. Fortunately, it worked out better than I could have dreamed."
"So now what?" Jill asked.
"Well," Amy said and paused with a little giggle, "I'm going to let John fuck me in the ass."
"Jesus, I think I've created a monster," Jill laughed.
"That's not all. I want both of them to fuck me at the same time."
"Oh my God Amy, you're incredible!" Jill responded in excitement. "When?"
"Soon."
"Do you have any time for me?" Jill said shyly. "I mean... you know to get together."
"Are you kidding? I love what we did. You may have to move to keep me away from your house," Amy said and giggled. "Are you busy tomorrow?"
"Unfortunately yes, but I'm open on Wednesday."
"I like the image of you being 'open' for me on Wednesday," Amy said. Jill couldn't see her blush after she said it. "I'll see you at noon then?" Amy said excitedly.
"I'll be ready."
John was incredibly shocked when Amy said that she wanted him to take her ass. It was something he dreamed of but never thought would happen. He had been hesitant to even bring it up. Now, she was asking for it. He wasn't about to complain though. Then, when Amy told him of her plan to have him and Thomas at the same time, he almost threw her on the floor and raped her. This was beyond anything he had dreamed. However, he wasn't certain that Thomas would go along.
Amy asked John to talk to Thomas and see if he was willing.
John called Thomas the next day and invited him to lunch. When they met at their favorite pub, Thomas seemed a little shy. John knew how he felt. He and John hadn't talked since Saturday night, primarily because neither felt comfortable with what had happened. Neither of them regretted it but both of them considered themselves macho guys.
The two of them made small talk about the weather and golf as they ate and had several beers. However, when the food was eaten, they both knew they had to discuss what happened Saturday. Although they had planned to seduce Amy, doing it together wasn't part of the plan. And, it had happened so unexpectedly that they needed time to adjust.
Both of them started to speak at the same time and paused. Then they laughed. It took a little of the edge off the tension.
John continued. "Thomas... uh... listen... I... uh... well..." John stuttered. "Hell, man, I loved what happened Saturday night."
Thomas broke into a smile and said almost shyly, "So did I."
John sighed in relief. "Wow, what a night huh?"
"Yeah," Thomas responded.
"I guess we didn't give Amy enough credit. She really turned the tables on us," John said.
"That's for sure. So... uh... is it... you know... over?" Thomas asked hesitantly.
John smiled and said, "Not if you don't want it to be."
"Well, so where do we go from here?"
Again, John smiled. "Amy has a plan."
Thomas looked at John curiously.
"How would you feel if we both fucked her at the same time?"
"We did that!" Thomas said looking surprised.
"No man, I mean at the same time. You know, you in one hole and me in the other," he said, lowering his voice to a whisper.
Thomas's face showed his shock. When he could get his voice again, he said, "I don't know man. That's uh... that's maybe a little too close for us... don't you think?"
"Yeah man, I felt the same way when she asked me," John lied. Truthfully, when Amy had told him what she wanted, his penis had sprung to erection immediately. "But, she was insistent," he continued. "I think she really wants this and you know how persuasive she can be."
"Are you willing to do it?" Thomas asked incredulously.
"Well, I guess if Amy wants it..." John said and paused hopefully.
"I don't know man. Let me think about it okay?"
"Sure. Meanwhile, I get to fuck Amy in the ass and that can't be bad," John said with a smile and then held his beer up for a toast.
Thomas responded with his beer, shaking his head in amazement.
When John got home that night, he told Amy that Thomas said he would think about it. Amy was disappointed, however, she said that she understood.
"So, do I still get to... to... uh... you know, fuck your ass?" John asked, looking like a little boy asking his mother for a piece of candy.
Amy smiled. "After dinner."
John wanted to jump up and scream. Instead, he sat there with a big smile on his face and his penis throbbing in his pants.
Several hours later, John was lying on the bed naked, waiting for Amy to come out of the bathroom. He was thinking how things had changed for him and Amy in just a few weeks. He was relieved that everything had worked out so well and really didn't want to press his luck. However, it seemed that Amy had adjusted very well and had almost certainly come out of her depression. Her depression had been one of the reasons that he started the whole thing anyway. Her acceptance of Thomas and now her enthusiasm was an added bonus.
Amy came out of the bathroom and interrupted John's thoughts. When he saw her, he gasped. She had on a white corset, matching white garters, stockings, and high heel shoes. Her face was made up like she was going to a formal dinner and her hair was freshly washed and curled. Suddenly, John could hardly get his breath when he realized that she had on the outfit she had worn on their wedding night. She was still as gorgeous as that first night.
"Do you like?" Amy asked and spun around to let him see her perfectly white ass cheeks framed by the white garter straps and corset.
John's mouth was too dry to speak. His throbbing penis did the talking for him.
"I'll take that as a yes," Amy smiled, looking at his dripping and very swollen penis. Then she crawled onto the bed and on top of John. She pressed her bare chest to his and kissed him passionately. "Are you going to fuck my little asshole?" she asked when she pulled her lips from his.
"Yessss," was all John could choke out. John pushed Amy until she was on her back. Slowly he kissed down her body until he was sucking her already hard nipples. He could feel Amy squirming as he sucked one nipple and then the other. Then, he kissed further down until his head was between her legs. The musty scent of her excitement made his head spin and his mouth opened to consume her swollen flesh.



"Oh God, eat meeeee!!!" Amy hissed as she pulled John's searching mouth between her legs. Within seconds, Amy was bucking into his mouth as a climax rushed through her. Her legs wrapped around his head, almost smothering him in her frenzy.
When John finally pulled his mouth from Amy's dripping vagina, he smiled up at her. He saw her lips whisper "I love you!"
"I love you too," he answered as he pulled back to his knees. His penis was rock hard and throbbing in front of him.
Amy looked at it dreamily. Then she turned over and got to her knees. She was trembling as she reached back and spread her ass cheeks. "Fuck my ass," she whispered.
John stared at her tiny brown star. It looked so small. It seemed impossible that his swollen penis would fit into such a tiny hole. His hands were shaking as he reached for the KY jelly. He smeared some on his penis and then squirted a large drop on the puckered hole between Amy's cheeks. He saw her shiver.
Then Amy moaned. "Oh God."
John pushed his finger inside her asshole, all the way to the last knuckle. Then, he worked his finger around until she was well lubricated. He felt her little hole squeeze him as he reluctantly pulled his finger out. "Are you ready," he gasped, his voice hoarse with excitement.
"Yes!"
John lifted up until the head of his dripping penis was touching the puckered hole. Slowly, he pushed forward. When he heard Amy groan quietly, he stopped.
"Don't stop," she hissed and pushed back at him.
John gasped as he pushed forward and felt her hole open for him allowing the head to slip in. Inside, it was warm and tight, and the walls squeezed his penis like a vise. Ever so slowly, his shaft slid into her body until his balls touched her vagina and he realized that he could go no further. John paused, waiting and enjoying the feeling of her tight hole caressing his entire length.
Amy was gasping for breath now. She had expected some pain but found only pleasure. Suddenly, she turned and looked back at her husband. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass hard!"
"Oh God," John groaned and pulled his penis halfway out. Then, he plunged back in. There were two screams of pleasure as John's penis hit bottom again. Then, he pulled out again. Further this time. Soon, he was moving the length of his penis slowly in and out of his wife's ass. He watched as her tight hole opened to him, stretching to accommodate every inch that he had.
"Oh yes! Oh yes!" Amy cried. "Fuckkkkk meeeeee!!!"
Suddenly, the telephone beside the bed rang.
John was going to ignore it until he saw from the caller ID that it was Thomas. He reluctantly reached over and picked up the telephone as Amy groaned.
"He... hello..." he gasped.
"John?" Thomas asked, not recognizing his voice at first.
"Uh... yessss, Thomas," John slurred into the telephone.
"Is this a bad time?"
"Uh... uh no... uh yes," he stuttered.
"What's going on?" Thomas asked excitedly.
"Oh God... uh... Thomas, I'm fucking Amy's ass," John said.
Amy moaned at his words and pushed back into him.
"Oh Jesus, I'm sorry man," Thomas said, ready to hang up, his own heart suddenly pounding.
"Don't be man, I'm not," John joked as he gained control of his voice.
"I'll call back later."
"No man, it's okay. Why did you call?" John said, hoping he was calling to tell him some good news.
"Well, uh... I thought about our conversation and the... the answer is yes!"
"You'll fuck Amy with me?" John asked for Amy's benefit.
Amy moaned excitedly when she heard John's question.
"Yes," Thomas answered.
"Great man. I'll tell her," John said and then told Thomas goodbye. When he hung up the telephone he whispered to Amy, "You heard that didn't you? Thomas and I are going to fuck you together."
"Oh my God!" Amy gasped and forced her ass back at John's plunging penis.
Now John began to literally pound into Amy's willing hole. The conversation with Thomas was the icing on the cake for this very special evening. He heard Amy grunt with each downward plunge and she would sigh each time he pulled out. Within seconds, he felt Amy begin to tremble.
"Oh God John. Oh God, I'm going to... cummmmmmmm!!!" she screeched as her body began to convulse in pleasure.
John could feel throbbing inside her tight hole. The pressure was too much for him. "God Amy, I'm going to cummmmmmmm too!!!" John warned. Then his penis pulsed and began to spew the contents of his balls deep inside her sucking hole.
Amy didn't hear him; there were explosions going off in her head like she had never felt before. This climax was different than others. Maybe it was because of the telephone call. However, the contractions seemed to come from deeper inside, causing all of her insides to quiver. The quivering went on and on until she finally collapsed on the bed.
John followed her, his penis squirting the last bit of sperm into her still contracting hole as he fell heavily onto her back.
Chapter 15
John looked around the nightclub as he sat at the table waiting for Thomas and Amy to come back from the dance floor. He and Amy had been there many times and always enjoyed the service and the light dance music that the band played. Amy had thought it would be a good place for them to start their night.
The soft music soothed John's nervousness. It had been a week since he had watched Thomas make love to his wife. It still seemed like a dream. Yet there they were, holding each other and kissing in the middle of the crowded club. It was almost surrealistic to watch them glide around the floor. He could see Thomas's hands as they caressed Amy's thinly covered ass cheeks. The strobe lights flashed as the band played "Moon River."
Amy and Thomas walked back to the table holding hands. Thomas let her slip into the booth first and then slid in next to her.
Amy's could feel John's warm thigh as she moved close to him. Then Thomas's thigh was pressed to her other leg. She felt so warm and protected between the two men. "Miss me?" she whispered to John.
"You know I did," John said and kissed her passionately. At the same time, his hand went to her nylon-covered thigh. He felt her spread her legs and a little moan escaped her throat.
Amy pulled her lips away and fanned her face. "Whew, it's getting very hot in here," she said with a smile. Then, suddenly, she felt Thomas's hand on her other thigh. "Boys," she admonished them gently but opened her thighs wider, forcing her dress above the tops of her thigh high nylons. Then she moaned when both hands moved almost in unison to the soft bare skin. She sucked in her breath as fingers touched her already swollen sex lips.
John's finger entered her first, followed closely by Thomas's.
"Oh God," she hissed as both fingers stretched her then started to move in and out. Her head began to spin as her eyes closed in pleasure. She could hear the sucking sound the moving fingers made between her very wet lips.
It was strange for John to feel another man's finger inside his wife's vagina. His penis throbbed in his pants when he thought that later, he was going to feel something else sliding in and out of her.
Amy was practically losing her mind and knew that if either finger touched her clit she would climax like a skyrocket. She couldn't believe what was happening to her in the middle of a crowded nightclub.
Suddenly, John pulled his finger from her and whispered, "Can I have a dance with my wife?"
"Uh... what? Oh yes," Amy whispered when she realized what John was asking. Then she moaned as Thomas pulled his finger from her dripping hole.
John pulled her from the booth and took her to the dance floor. As he pulled her to him, he pressed his swollen erection to her stomach. He heard her moan and press her groin into his. "God, I'm hot," John whispered as his hands slid down to her ass cheeks.
The two of them barely moved on the floor as their bodies swayed together.
John kissed her neck and then whispered, "Are you going to let Thomas and I fuck you together?" he said, already knowing the answer but wanting to hear her say it.
"Oh God yes," she hissed in reply.
"Which one of us do you want in your pussy and which one in your ass?" John asked, again knowing the answer.
Amy whimpered. She was so excited that she could barely talk. "Uh... you... oh God... you in... in my ass and... Thomas in... in my pussy. Oh God John... please take me home," she pleaded.
John took his wife's hand and led her back to Thomas. "I think my wife wants to go home," he said to Thomas with a smile.
Thomas smiled back and saw the excitement on Amy's face. Her eyes were glazed over with lust.
The two men led Amy to the car. John drove. As soon as they were off the parking lot, Thomas and Amy were kissing. John tried to concentrate on driving but his eyes kept glancing over. When he saw Thomas unbuttoning the front of Amy's dress, he almost ran off the road. Then, he forced himself to keep his eyes on the road but he could tell from Amy's gasps that Thomas had his hand inside her dress.
Fortunately, it was a short drive. As soon as John had the car in the driveway, he jumped out. The two men helped Amy up the sidewalk and steps. John fumbled with the keys as Thomas held Amy in an embrace again.
The two men practically carried Amy into the house. They stopped in the foyer and took turns kissing her. John pulled her dress up to her hips from behind. As she kissed Thomas, he moved his hand between the cheeks of her ass. A moan escaped from Amy's lips and into Thomas's mouth as John slid a finger into her clenching anus. He felt Amy lift up until she was on her toes, as if she wanted to get away from the intruding finger. However, seconds later she pushed back down, taking the finger as far as it would go into her ass.
Amy felt like she was going to climax. She knew that it was far too soon. She pulled John's hand away and slid to her knees between their bodies. First she opened John's pants and freed his erection, and then she did the same for Thomas. Now she held two hot and pulsing penises in her fists. One was long and black the other smooth and white. She almost giggled at the contrast. Instead, she leaned over and sucked the white one into her mouth. She sucked and licked the head until it was throbbing. Then she pulled away and turned to Thomas. She did the same to him. Soon, she had both men moaning as she went from one penis to the other. She even rubbed the tips together as she licked both heads at the same time. When she looked up, she saw that both men's eyes were closed.
Neither of the men wanted to cum this way. John pulled Amy to her feet and the two of them practically carried her to the bedroom.
The room had been prepared in advance. There were silk sheets and the bed was turned down waiting for them.
John pulled Amy into his arms and kissed her as Thomas stood behind waiting his turn. Seconds later she was turned around and kissing Thomas. Amy gasped as she felt her dress being pulled from her shoulders and dropped to the floor. Now she stood with only her heels and nylons on between two fully dressed men.
Thomas began kissing down her front as John did the same down her back. Thomas stopped at her breasts, sucking each one into his mouth. John continued on, until he was kneeling behind her.
John's penis throbbed in his pants as he gazed at his wife's sexy ass. He reached his hands up and separated her cheeks, exposing her little star. With a moan, he brought his lips and tongue to the pulsing hole.
"Oh Jesus," Amy moaned when she felt John's tongue enter her. She forgot where Thomas was for a moment until his lips touched her sex lips. She looked down just in time to see him open his mouth and begin to push his tongue into her vagina. Suddenly, she was being penetrated from front and back by tongues. Her legs began to tremble so much that she could barely stand. She grasped Thomas's shoulders and squatted slightly, giving both men better access to her throbbing holes.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" Amy moaned incoherently as the licking tongues drove her mad with desire. When she could take no more, she screamed, "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Thomas and John pulled away at the same time. Thomas led Amy to the bed. He lay down on his back, his big black penis pointing to the ceiling. Amy crawled onto the bed and got to her feet. She stood for a moment, almost swaying, her legs trembling as she looked at the long stick that was going to penetrate her in a second. Then, she straddled his thighs and squatted.
John crawled onto the bed behind his wife. He knelt behind her, steadying her as she placed the head of Thomas's penis at her entrance. She turned her head to her husband and captured his lips as she began to slide down Thomas's pole. A loud moan escaped her mouth, muffled by John's lips.
Amy began to tremble uncontrollably as Thomas's large shaft reached the entrance to her womb.
John began to help Amy move her hips up and down, forcing Thomas's penis in and out of her stretched hole. Then, he moved back and pushed Amy forward until her breasts were pressed to Thomas's chest.
Thomas captured her lips and moaned as her hips continued to move up and down. He felt John kneeling behind his wife. There was a moment where he felt uncomfortable as John's legs touched his. However, the incredible feeling of Amy's vagina quickly took his mind from that.
John lubed his penis with KY jelly, using his fist to spread it up and down the shaft. He watched as Thomas's penis worked in and out of his wife. Unable to wait any longer, he moved forward. He felt both Amy and Thomas tense and stop moving. The room was completely silent but for their heavy breathing.
Amy buried her head in Thomas's shoulder as she waited. She felt John's finger working lube into her hole and shivered. Then she knew it was time. A little moan escaped her lips when she felt his swollen head touch her rear hole. Then she felt him begin to push forward.
John was trying to be careful but it was a tight fit. He pressed harder and harder until suddenly the little ring gave up and let the head slip inside. Everyone moaned. John held still for a minute. His excitement was running wild. He could feel Amy's sweet ass caressing him but just underneath, separated by only a thin sheath of skin he could feel Thomas's penis. Suddenly, he pushed forward.
"Oh God! Oh Jesus! Ohhhhhh!!!" Amy gasped as her husband's penis slipped into her ass. Suddenly she was filled to the bursting point. Nothing in her life compared to this. Her brain was no longer able to process thoughts. She suddenly became a mass of quivering flesh. Lights were flashing in her mind and she no longer knew where she was as a climax rushed through her.
Both men could feel it. Her vagina quivered and her anus contracted causing waves of pleasure to ripple through the men.
John reached under his still climaxing wife and grasped her breasts. Then he pulled himself part way from her ass. As he thrust back inside, Thomas pulled out.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Amy moaned as the men began to move in and out in tempo.
First John would push inside and then pull out, letting Thomas do the same. Suddenly, they were like a team, working to bring Amy pleasure. However, their pleasure could not be denied for very long. The incredible tightness both men felt was bringing them rapidly to the brink.
Amy lost track of her climaxes. She no longer knew if it was just one long climax or many short ones. It seemed like each plunge brought her renewed pleasure.
"Oh God, I'm going to cummmmm!!!" John said as the tightness of Amy's ass just became too much for him. Almost immediately, he began to pump the contents of his balls deep into her ass.
Thomas waited with his penis head just inside Amy's vagina. He could feel John's spasms on his swollen head, which brought him a strange sort of pleasure. It was a secret that he would never reveal.
As soon as John stopped squirting into his wife's ass, Thomas pushed inside again. It took him but a few strokes before he was bellowing like a bull and pumping his copious load into her.
The rest of the night was a blur of endless climaxes. Thomas climaxed three times inside Amy's vagina and John twice in her ass. Amy had no idea how many times she climaxed. However, she knew that she had been fucked royally and was walking bow legged the next day. However, she had a wide grin on her face.
After that night, there was no reason to pretend anymore. Thomas was over their house almost every day after that. He and John shared Amy in every sexual way possible and she took everything they could give and demanded more.
Two months later, Thomas moved in with Amy and John, taking a spare bedroom. Everyone was satisfied with the arrangement. Amy was madly in love with both men now and couldn't imagine a life without either of them. John was continually fascinated with watching his petite wife take Thomas's large penis. He never grew tired of the excitement of her screams of pleasure. Thomas was also in love with Amy and while he would rather have her to himself, he realized that that would never happen. However, he had her whenever he wanted as John never objected or showed any jealously.
Epilog
Thomas paced back and forth in the hospital corridor. It seemed like the clock on the wall had stopped. It had only moved five minutes since the last time he looked. He wanted to be in the delivery room but the hospital's policy was husband or close family only. So, here he was waiting impatiently.
Suddenly, the swinging doors flew open and John came out dressed in green hospital garb. "It's a boy," he said, beaming with pride.
"And?" Thomas asked.
"Well, I'm not sure. He's all sticky and I can't tell much. They said it would be a half-hour or so before they had him cleaned up and in the nursery where we could see him. Here," John said, handing Thomas a cigar.
Thomas reached into his pocket, pulled out a cigar of his own, and handed it to John. "Let's go outside and smoke them," he said with a smile, putting his arm on John's shoulder as they walked toward the door.
When they had finished their smoke, they hurried to the nursery. As they looked into the window, they saw the operating room nurse bringing John Thomas Slater Jr. into the nursery. When the nurse saw John standing at the window, she brought the baby over and held him up.
"I think he has to be mine," John said, "He has blue eyes like Amy and I."
"That doesn't mean anything. I've seen lots of African Americans with blue eyes. Comes from the days when we were slaves and the masta's raped our kin folks."
"So, you're saying you have some Caucasian blood running through your veins?" John said with raised eyebrows and skeptical look.
"Maybe."
Both men looked at each other for a minute and then burst out laughing. However, that didn't end the good-natured debate. When Thomas stopped laughing, he said, "Look at his curly black hair. Neither you or Amy have curly black hair and he looks pretty dark to me."
"He's not dark. Besides, you can only see the face. Look at the nose. That's definitely not your nose," John said.
"All right, we're not going to resolve it here."
"Yeah, let's go see Amy. We'll let her decide," John said with a smile. "She probably thinks we abandoned her anyway. And, by the way, congratulations."
"Congratulations to you," Thomas said and put out his hand. The two men shook hands warmly and walked together from the nursery toward Amy's room.
The End
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Chapter 1
Macarthy Winslow awoke gradually from his sensual dream. In the recesses of his sleep-fogged brain, he could see a pretty woman sucking his pulsing penis. As the cobwebs began to clear and he opened his eyes, he realized that it wasn’t a dream. Without lifting his head, he reached his hand down to the soft hair of the woman lying on the bed sucking him. He heard a moan as his hand began to encourage her movements. Slowly, his memory came back to him.
It had been an otherwise slow night at Jeffrey’s Bar when the sexy woman walked in. Mac noticed her immediately, his radar honed from years of practice. She walked with a confidence that was surprising for a single woman entering a strange bar. However, Mac could tell that it was put on confidence. He could read people well. It was how he had survived in his job.
It took Mac about thirty seconds to offer her a drink after she sat several seats away from him. Several minutes after that, Mac was sitting beside her in conversation.
It was a little unusual for Mac to come on quite this strong with a stranger but tonight he needed someone. Every year at this time it was the same. It was the anniversary of the death of his wife and their unborn child. Although it had been ten years since Sally’s death, Mac relived it often enough that it seemed like yesterday. The image of the exploding car was etched in his brain forever.
Mac took a drink of his rum and coke as he talked to the sexy woman. She had on a red velvet dress that was cut so low in front that it barely covered her nipples. When he gazed down past her soft and gently heaving chest, he could see a large expanse of bare thigh, because her skirt had slipped almost to her crotch. He liked what he saw.
It had been a few months since Mac had a woman, but not because he didn’t want one. No, it seemed that at 38 years old, his desire for sex was in overdrive. However, business was so good that he unfortunately had little time for himself lately. Still, he didn’t like one-night stands. But, he knew that he might have to make an exception tonight because none of his “regulars” were available.
He looked at the woman’s well-manicured fingers and saw the indications that a wedding ring had recently been there. Probably hastily pulled off and pushed into her purse. She appeared to be in her mid twenties—too young to be discouraged with a marriage, he thought. It didn’t bother him anymore that she was obviously married. He couldn’t have cared less tonight. That was someone else’s problem. He guessed that she was out for revenge, and he would be happy to help.
Mac smiled across his raised glass at his new companion. She smiled back, appearing to be slightly nervous but still with obvious lust in her eyes. Mac discovered that her name was Jennifer but she wouldn’t tell him much more than that. Her reluctance to talk about herself made him certain that he had been right about her motivation.
Within a few minutes, Mac had the lady on the dance floor. As he pulled her to his strong chest, she tensed and pulled away slightly. He smiled and opened his jacket to reveal the 9-millimeter pistol in the holster. When her eyes opened wide in surprise at the sight of the large pistol, he whispered, “Private security firm.” While the woman looked skeptical, she nonetheless melted back into his arms and he felt her shiver in excitement. Mac could have that affect on women.
As Mac guided the woman slowly around the floor, his hands inched down her back until they were at the tops of her buttocks. He hesitated for only an instant before slipping them lower until he was cupping her firm ass cheeks. He felt her tense again but then she let out a sigh and relaxed. With that, his hand began to roam freely, cupping and kneading the soft cheeks. When he didn’t feel any panties, his penis began to harden. Probably lying on top of the ring in her purse, he thought with a smile. He pressed his now pulsing erection into the young woman. She moaned quietly and returned the pressure. Now he knew he wouldn’t be lonely tonight.
Fifteen minutes later, Mac was in the front seat of his car on the parking lot, locked in a passionate embrace with the pretty woman. The passion in her kisses told him that, like him, it had been a long time since she had been intimate with someone. Her tongue was wild in his mouth and her breasts heaved as they pressed to his chest. A little moan escaped her as his hand found its way to her soft breast. Slowly, it moved down and under the low cut top. Now, it was Mac’s turn to moan as he felt her warm flesh in his hand. He tweaked and pulled the nipple as his tongue pushed hers back into her mouth. A low-pitched wail escaped from the woman’s throat and she shuddered as if she had just had a small climax.
Soon, Mac’s hand was pushing the woman’s legs apart. She opened them willingly, forcing her skirt high on her thighs. Slowly, his hand worked up the silk of her nylons until he reached warm bare skin. When he felt her legs open a little wider, he moved higher. Just as he thought, she wasn’t wearing panties. His finger found the swollen sex lips under the soft down of wet and sticky pubic hair. She moaned as his finger moved slowly into her willing hole. Within seconds, the woman was a raging tiger, squirming on the seat and moaning in excitement. Mac’s hand was inundated in her juice as she suddenly climaxed again.
“Oh God,” the woman moaned when her climax waned. When her body relaxed, her head turned away from him in embarrassment.
Mac was surprised at the woman’s quick reaction to his fingers. However, he figured that she had been neglected for some time. She probably caught her husband with another woman, he concluded. Now that she had climaxed, Mac thought that the night might be over.
However, Jennifer turned back to him, her face showing indecision. She bit her lip and then whispered, “Can we go somewhere?” Her face turned a darker shade of red.
Mac felt his penis jump in excitement. “Sure. I only live a few blocks from here.”
“Okay,” she whispered and sat back on the seat, pulling her impossibly short skirt demurely toward her knees.
Mac smiled at her as she stared out the front window in silence. He could see a steely determination in her face as her chest heaved up and down in renewed excitement. The lights of the parking lot shimmered off the exposed flesh of her breasts above her dress. Suddenly, he realized that he was staring and he turned and started the car.
A few minutes later, Mac led the nervous lady up the steps of the old brownstone house where he had an apartment. Before his wife’s death, they had planned on buying such a house and fixing it up. Maybe that was the reason he had rented the apartment not long after the tragedy. He knew that he couldn’t live in their apartment any longer. There were far too many memories.
Mac lived on the third floor of a four-storied apartment house. Unfortunately, there wasn’t an elevator in the building. However, for the first time that seemed like a benefit—he got to watch the woman’s sexy buttocks as they swayed in front of his eyes as he followed close behind her. When Mac reached his door, he stopped and pulled her to him, kissing her passionately. She responded with a moan of pleasure and melted into his arms. Mac almost sighed when he realized that she wasn’t going to change her mind.
As soon as the door was locked behind them, Mac pulled Jennifer into an embrace again. Slowly, he pushed the shoulder straps of her dress down her arms, letting it fall at her feet, leaving her in just a pair of thigh high nylons. He felt her shiver as her now naked body pressed to his. Then he lifted her and carried her up the spiral steps leading to the loft where a freshly made bed awaited them. She felt like a feather in his strong arms. Mac, who was six-foot two and almost two hundred pounds, outweighed her by ninety pounds at least.
After he sat her on the edge of the bed, he stood back and began to undress. He could feel her eyes on the pistol in his holster as he removed his sports coat. He smiled at her and pulled the holster off, placing the weapon inside a dresser drawer and out of sight.
Jennifer almost sighed in relief when the gun was safely in the drawer. She didn’t like guns. However, the fact that the handsome man carried one made her adventure seem that much more exciting, even dangerous. The scar on his cheek added to his mystique and it complemented his rough good looks. Wouldn’t her husband be surprised if he could see his timid wife with such a dangerous person? she thought as a little tremor ran through her. It served him right for what he had done to her she fumed and steeled her resolve to punish him.
Jennifer smiled self-consciously as Mac walked back over and began to remove his clothes in front of her. She watched as he pulled his turtleneck shirt over his head to reveal a strong and hairless chest. She noticed the circular scar on the side of his stomach and wondered what it was from. However, she knew it was not the time to ask as she watched with fascination as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. A little moan escaped her lips when she saw the tent in his underwear. It looked quite large to her. She felt her heart rate increase. Her husband wasn’t very big but that never mattered to her. However, she never really had anything to compare it too until now.
Slowly Mac pulled the underwear down his legs, letting his throbbing erection spring out.
“Oh my!” Jennifer gasped and her eyes opened wide in amazement. She began to tremble in excitement.
Mac could see excitement and a little fear in Jennifer's eyes as she stared at his long, hard penis. He stood in front of her for a minute, letting her look at his body as he did the same to her. Her body was perfect, showing no signs of ever having a baby. Not that having a baby was a problem. No, Mac thought pregnant women and mothers were very sexy. He loved the maturity that came with motherhood, both mentally and physically. He and Sally had wanted ten kids if they could have them. It was always a joke with them that he would keep her barefoot and pregnant for the rest of their married life.
Jennifer’s breasts were large and firm, with pretty pink nipples. Her stomach was flat and smooth with just a hint of very light blond fuzz, leading downward to her blond and sparsely haired pubic mound. He could see that she was a natural blond.
Now, Mac was the one staring. He could see a glint of clear liquid trickling from between the swollen inner lips of her vagina.
Mac went slowly to his knees in front of Jennifer. He saw a look of surprise on her face as he bent his head and began to kiss the inside of her knee and then up her silk covered thighs. He heard her moan in excitement as he pushed her knees apart, kissing higher and across the warm flesh of her inner thigh. He loved the smooth skin high on a woman’s thighs. There was something special about the feel of the protected soft flesh between the nylons and panties. It was a secret place, so warm and inviting to his tongue.
“What… what are… are you doing?” Jennifer whispered breathlessly.
Mac looked up in surprise. “I’m going to eat you,” he said.
“Oh God. Ralph… my hus… never… uh… I’ve never had that done to me,” she stuttered.
At first Mac thought that she was kidding. He couldn’t imagine a young woman now days that didn’t give and receive oral sex. It suddenly dawned on him that this young girl was almost a virgin; something he hadn’t counted on. A smile crossed his lips and he said, “Well, I’m going to do it now.” Then he pushed her legs further apart and lifted them, forcing Jennifer back onto the bed.
It was Mac’s turn to groan as he looked down at Jennifer’s swollen sex. Almost a virgin! he thought as he began to kiss down her thighs again. His eyes stared at Jennifer’s spread sex as his lips worked gently on one thigh and then the other. Now, he could clearly see her sex juice as it bubbled from between the swollen inner lips. Mac could even smell her excitement. She smelled so sweet that Mac’s mouth began to water.
With an animal moan, Mac dropped his head and brought his mouth to Jennifer’s pulsing sex lips.
“Ahhhhhh! Oh my God!” Jennifer screamed as she felt Mac’s lips and tongue on her sex. She had always wanted Ralph to do this but he refused. Sure, he wanted her to do him but he would never return the favor. Now she knew what she had been missing.
Suddenly, it felt like Mac’s mouth was everywhere at once. When his tongue penetrated her hole, fireworks began to go off in her head. Jennifer wanted to make the oral treatment last but it felt too good and almost immediately, her body began to tremble as her legs wrapped around Mac’s neck and her hands grasped his head. “Oh yes! Oh yes!” she moaned as waves of electric shocks rocketed up her thighs and across her trembling body. “Ohhhhhh!” she hissed as a kaleidoscope of colors exploded behind her tightly closed eyes.
Mac’s face was deluged with fluid as Jennifer began to climax for the third time that night. He was shocked again at the speed and intensity of her climaxes. Still, he hung on and kept sucking as she bucked and screamed in pleasure. Even when Jennifer began to settle down, Mac didn’t stop. He was relentless in his oral ministrations and he loved to please a woman this way. Sometimes he thought he could do this all night, forsaking his own pleasure.
Jennifer kept moaning as her body responded to him with climax after climax. When she finally began to come down from her long climax, Mac pushed her until she was lying in the middle of the bed. Then he crawled between her legs and brought his dripping mouth to her sex again.
“Oh Jesus,” Jennifer screamed as Mac began to suck her with renewed vigor.
Twenty minutes later, Jennifer had to push Mac’s head away or risk expiring. She had lost count of her climaxes after the first four or five. Having multiple climaxes surprised Jennifer. She typically experienced one climax during sex. This night was turning out to be a real education for her.
Mac smiled up at her, his chin dripping with her juice. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and then he got up from the bed and went over to the nightstand. He removed something from the drawer.
For an instant Jennifer felt panic; that’s where he put the pistol.
When he turned around, he held up a condom and looked at Jennifer with a question on his face. Mac saw relief and a moment of indecision in her eyes before she slowly shook her head no. With a smile, Mac threw the condom back into the draw and crawled onto the bed, taking her into his arms.
Jennifer moaned as Mac kissed her lips gently. She trembled, as she tasted herself for the first time in her young life. She moaned and sucked his wet lips between her own and felt the now familiar throbbing between her legs again.
When their lips finally parted, Mac moved downward until he was sucking her hard nipples. He worked on one and then moved to the other, sucking like a baby and leaving his saliva shining on the swollen tip. He spent a long time working on her soft mounds of flesh. When he was done, they were heaving and blotched with red from his late evening whisker growth. He squeezed them in his strong hands, enjoying molding the soft flesh.
Finally, Mac could take no more—he had to have her. He pulled back and looked down at the pretty woman again. She was almost shaking with need. Her legs were spread showing that her well-eaten vagina was ready for more. Then he crawled between her legs. He knelt there with his penis throbbing with need. Slowly, he lifted her legs and placed them on his shoulders. He slid forward, bringing the swollen head of his penis to the entrance of her vagina. When he touched the sensitive lips, he felt Jennifer hunch downward, trying to get him inside. He pulled back, teasing her until he couldn’t take anymore himself. Holding her legs up, he moved forward. As the head of his penis slipped slowly inside, Jennifer moaned and closed her eyes in pleasure. Mac watched as his hard flesh was eaten up by the pretty woman’s warm and tight vagina. Then, it was his turn to moan when he saw that all but two inches of his penis was inside her. However, he knew better than to force himself into her. Some women could take all of him and some couldn’t.
Slowly, Mac began to pull himself out, watching the pink lips try to hold him inside. Then he pushed back in as Jennifer groaned in excitement. With each thrust, his penis went in a little deeper until finally, his pubic hair was touching hers. She had taken all of him and was gasping for breath. Mac waited, letting her adjust. Gradually, he began to move until he was sliding in and out at a slow but steady pace.
Jennifer reached up and pulled Mac down until he was lying on top of her. She kissed his lips passionately, almost eating him. Then her hips began to push up into him. She couldn’t believe how good it felt. It was so wrong but felt so right. This was the first man she had been with since she got married five years ago. Before that she had only had one other lover. Based on how she felt right now, this wouldn’t be the last.
Mac began to move in and out slowly at first, building speed. Soon he began to pound into her. He felt her arms tighten around his neck and her legs wrap around his waist. With each push his balls slapped her ass cheeks, creating an echo around the room and splattering her copious juice on their thighs. A smile came to his lips as he worked the married lady to a sexual frenzy.
Finally, Jennifer lost it. “Oh God, fuck me!” she screamed. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” Her hips moved up to meet every downward plunge. She felt incredibly full and stretched. Jennifer knew how large he was, however she wasn’t aware of how much of him she had taken inside until she felt his balls on her ass cheeks. Her body began to tremble as she raced toward another climax.
“Oh God baby,” Mac moaned, “I can’t take much more.”
“Yes, cum… cum in meeee!!!” Jennifer screamed as another climax rushed through her.
Mac felt his testicles tighten as his climax neared. “Ahhhhhh!!!” he groaned as his pent up sperm rushed down the shaft. With great force, his scalding semen shot into her willing hole, splattering against the warm walls and filling her to overflow.
Jennifer felt as if she might pass out when she felt another man’s sperm pour into her hole. The feeling of such forbidden pleasure was too much for her as she swooned into unconsciousness.
Chapter 2
It had been a long time since Mac had been to bed with a woman that was as sex starved as Jennifer seemed to be. When he finished climaxing, he fell to the bed and then realized that she had lost consciousness. He debated waking her up in case she had to get home. However, he decided to let her sleep and gently pulled the sheet over the two of them.
Now, it was morning and Mac was wide-awake and watching her suck his penis. She did it as if she truly enjoyed it. In fact, it was almost as if he didn’t exist, he thought as he watched her lick his large shaft.
Jennifer was lost in her own world as she enjoyed licking the swollen flesh in her fist. She felt a little guilty about how many times she had climaxed last night when he had only had one. However, if she admitted the truth, she was still being selfish. She loved giving oral sex! It was such a thrill for her to feel a penis pulsing in her mouth. She had probably done it for her husband a hundred times. It was so incredibly exciting to work him up to a frenzy and then feel his balls tighten a second before he sent his juice hurtling up the shaft and into her waiting mouth. Now, she was almost trembling at the thought of swallowing the contents of this stranger's balls.
When Jennifer felt Mac move, she looked up and saw that his eyes were open and that there was a contented smile on his face. She moaned in response and continued to suck him, using her hand to work up and down the shaft. Soon, she felt his balls begin to tighten under her hand and knew that he was close to a climax. She squeezed her thighs together in excitement as she prepared for his sperm.



Mac wanted to warn Jennifer of his impending climax. However, when he tried to pull her head up, she pushed his hands away, moaning deep in her throat. “Oh God baby, I’m getting close,” Mac moaned.
Jennifer doubled her efforts, her lips sucking hard and her hand moving up and down the shaft rapidly. Now she was in a frenzy to have his juice. She found herself wondering what he tasted like. Her husband's sperm was sometimes bitter but she loved it nonetheless. She didn’t have to wait long to find out what Mac’s tasted like.
Mac lifted his hips off the bed and bellowed as his sperm began to rush from the shaft and pour into her mouth.
Jennifer swallowed quickly and then pumped his shaft, sucking for more. She was rewarded as Mac squirted several huge volleys of cum into her mouth. Some of it escaped her lips and ran down the shaft under her pumping fist. Each contraction forced another large gob of sperm into her mouth and she swallowed it greedily. It was strong and thick but far from unpleasant. She almost giggled when she realized that she was eating him for breakfast. Not bad, she concluded and lots of protein too.
Mac moaned as Jennifer tried to suck more out of him. But, he was drained.
When Jennifer could get no more juice from his balls, she contentedly sucked him until his shaft shriveled and she let it slip from her mouth. Then, she ran her tongue into his pubic hair, searching for what had escaped her mouth.
Mac saw an almost embarrassed look on Jennifer’s face when she raised her head and wiped her mouth with the back of her cum wet hand. He smiled and pulled her to him, bringing her reluctant lips to his and forcing his tongue into her mouth.
Jennifer was amazed. Her husband would never kiss her after oral sex. He would always make her go to the bathroom and brush her teeth. She trembled in excitement as the kiss went on and on.
Finally when their lips parted, Mac looked at Jennifer and whispered, “Thank you! That was incredible.”
Again Jennifer looked embarrassed as her face turned red and she dropped her head to his shoulder, lying quietly by his side.
As Mac lay there in the afterglow, Jennifer reached down and idly traced the path of a long scar on his leg. “Your body is very busy,” she giggled. “Where did all the scars come from?”
“A lot of different places,” he answered. “That one came from a errant artillery round in the deserts of the Middle East. Friendly fire they call it.”
Mac had been in the Army Special Operations and to every hot spot in the world before he joined the police force in Chicago.
Jennifer moved her finger up his leg, gently circling his flaccid penis before moving on to the large round scar on his otherwise smooth and rippled stomach.
Mac didn’t wait for the question. “An alley in Chicago. A drug deal gone bad,” Mac said almost humorously referring to a serious situation when he had almost died. “I was a cop in Chicago for a few years.”
Finally, Jennifer turned to him and touched his face. “And this one?” she asked as she gently touched his cheek, turning his face to her.
“A bar in Morocco,” Mac answered as the memory of the drunken brawl with some locals came rushing back to him.
“My, your body is like a map of the world,” she said in youthful innocence.
She said it so seriously that Mac laughed loudly. “I guess I never thought of it that way.”
Jennifer glanced around the sparsely furnished room. While it wasn’t exactly barren, it certainly lacked a woman’s touch. “No wife? I don’t see any pictures around,” Jennifer said but then saw an extremely pained look on Mac’s face. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have asked.”
“No… no it’s okay. I was married but she was killed. It’s a long story.”
“I’m sorry,” Jennifer said again and fell silent. A few minutes later she sat up and said, “I guess I had better get going.”
“Husband expecting you,” Mac said.
Jennifer turned to him with a surprised look.
“It wasn’t hard to tell,” Mac said lifting her hand to show the white area where her ring had been. “Catch him with another woman? A little revenge maybe?”
Again, Jennifer looked surprised. Then she sighed and said, “I guess I’m pretty obvious huh?”
“Well, it’s my job to know people.”
“I’m sorry I took advantage of you,” Jennifer said suddenly, almost in tears.
Mac laughed loudly. “Lady, you can take advantage of me any time you want.” Then he pulled her back to him, kissing her gently.
Jennifer pulled away and whispered, “Thank you!”
“For what?”
“For being gentle with me and… I don’t know… I guess I could have gotten myself into a lot of trouble.”
“That’s true. Jeffery’s is not a place that we generally see unescorted women. But I’m certainly glad I was there when you came by. I was getting pretty lonely.” Mac paused and then said, “I would say from the look on your face when you entered that you were lonely and angry about what happened. So, are you going to leave him?”
“No… probably not,” she answered thoughtfully. “The fact is, I still love him.” She sniffled and wiped a tear from her cheek. “As much as I hate to admit it, it was partially my fault. I… I haven’t exactly been a sexual dynamo with him. I guess we just began to take each other for granted. What we… we did last night made me realize that I haven’t been doing my part… uh you know, sexually.”
“Well, it always takes two to make a marriage work. Where does he think you are now?”
“I told him that I was staying with a girlfriend, but I didn’t tell him who.”
“Well, don’t worry, I’ll never reveal our secret.” Mac sat up. “I have an appointment this morning so I need to get a shower and get going too.” Then he smiled at her and said, “How about we save water and shower together.”
Jennifer smiled as Mac pulled her off the bed and toward the bathroom.
“Oh my,” she gasped as she felt the remains of Mac’s cum run down her sticky thighs as she followed behind him.
As soon as they stepped into the shower, Mac pulled Jennifer to him. As they kissed passionately he reached for the soap and began to work up a lather on her back. Then he moved to the front. A moan escaped both of them as he covered her breasts and worked down to her pubic mound.
Jennifer could feel that Mac was already excited. She grasped his penis and used the suds from her body to lather him. Then she turned around in his arms and pushed her ass back at him. She was ready again.
Mac looked down at her sexy ass and sighed excitedly. Then, he leaned over her and whispered, “Have you ever had it in your ass?”
“Oh God,” she gasped. Then, her voice dropped to a whisper and she said, “No! But I wanted my… my husband to… do it.”
“Can I do it?” Mac asked, fully expecting a no.
“Oh… uh… uh… Oh God…” Jennifer hissed and hesitated, biting her lip with indecision. He’s so big, she thought. Still, she wanted it. After a long pause, she finally said, “Please be gentle.” Her legs almost collapsed under her at her words.
Mac’s own legs felt weak as he moved his penis between her legs. He reached down and opened her cheeks with one hand and he guided his penis toward the tiny hole with the other. He watched the soapy head touch the pulsing star of her anus. For a second he worried that the large head would never fit.
“Oh God, oh God,” Jennifer gasped as she felt the head of Mac’s penis touch her little hole. Then suddenly, she had to have it. She bent further forward and pushed back, her chest sliding down the glass door. “Ohhhhhhh!!!" she moaned as the head stretched her tight hole. There was a moment of intense pain before it slipped inside and her tight sphincter muscle snapped shut.
Mac moaned as the warmth of Jennifer’s ass surrounded him. It was an incredibly tight fit but he pressed forward. When he had two or three inches inside, he paused, waiting for her to adjust.
“Oh Jesus,” Jennifer moaned, “Fuck meeeee!!!”
With a bellow, Mac pushed forward, sinking his long tool deep into her tight hole. A second later, both of them were moaning and thrashing around in the cramped confines of the shower stall. The glass door rattled and the room quickly filled with grunts of pleasure as the two lovers rushed toward their climaxes.
Jennifer felt like she was going to explode, as shock waves of pleasure rushed from her ass through her vagina and up her body. Her legs trembled and her body shook as a strong climax rushed through her.
The contractions deep inside Jennifer’s ass were too much for Mac. As much as he wanted it to last, he couldn’t wait. “Oh Goddddd!!!” he moaned as his balls pulled tight and forced his load of cum into the convulsing woman’s ass.
Eventually, the two lovers staggered apart, gasping for breath. Mac took Jennifer’s still trembling body into his arms and kissed her. “You are incredible! Any man would be crazy to let you out of his sight,” he said sincerely.
“Thank you,” she whispered in response, pressing her wet body to his strong chest.
*****
Mac drove Jennifer to her car, which she had left at Jeffrey’s Bar last night.
As Jennifer started to get out, she turned back to him and there were tears in her eyes. “Thank you!” she said again and leaned in to kiss him one last time. When their lips parted, she looked into his eyes and hesitated. “Uh… if I wanted to… to be… to be a bad girl again…” she said and stopped.
“I was hoping you would ask. Here,” he said and handed her his business card. “Call me anytime, day or night. Or, stop in at Jeffrey’s. I’m there a lot.”
“Thanks, I might just do that,” she said and then rushed to her car.
Mac sighed and shook his head. Her husband must be a real jerk he concluded as he watched her get into her car.
What a night, he thought as he drove away.
Chapter 3
The traffic was bumper to bumper as Mac headed out of town. He hoped that he wouldn’t be late for his appointment with Judge Rhinehold. He knew that the Judge put a priority on promptness.
A smile came to Mac’s face as he thought of his friend and mentor.
Jason Rhinehold was a federal judge. Mac and he had met when he took a summer job with his father after high school. Mac’s father was an assistant prosecutor and worked along side Jason.
Jason had taught Mac a great deal that summer, not only about the law but also about life. In fact, it was Judge Rhinehold that had convinced Mac to become a policeman in the first place.
After a restless summer, Mac had joined the Army. When he got out after his three-year obligation, he had little business knowledge and no college education. However, his stint with Special Operations had taught him skills that were sought after by most police departments. He knew how to use every weapon known to man and he could subdue or kill just about any human, no matter what their size.
While Mac’s father had not tried to dissuade him from joining the police department, he wasn’t entirely happy about it. He wanted him to go to college and go into law like he had. However, he knew better than anybody that Mac would never be happy with a desk job.
As Mac neared the Rhinehold estate, he thought of his long time friend and how he had helped him when Sally had died. Mac’s father had passed away a few years before, so the Judge was about the only one he could lean on. He helped him deal with the Sally’s death but just as importantly, he applied pressure in the right places to insure that the perpetrators were captured and convicted. Beyond that, when Mac’s guilt forced him to resign from the police department, Judge Rhinehold had helped him set up his own security business. He used his connections and even loaned him money. Then, he wouldn’t accept the money back. Mac owed the Judge big time but figured that he would never be able to repay him.
Judge Rhinehold’s wife had died almost twenty years ago. Several years later, he got married again to a much younger woman. She was thirty years his junior and gorgeous. The Judge had been almost fifty and she was barely 19 and pregnant to boot. The rumor was that she was a wild girl that had been sent to the Judge’s court. However, he obviously saw something in her that no one else did. In the beginning, Mac didn’t have an opinion one way or the other. He figured it was the Judge’s business anyway.
Angela, the Judge’s new wife, had always been nice to Mac. However, initially, Mac figured that she was a gold digger and after the Judge’s money. Over the years, Mac concluded that she was sincere and even grew to like her. She was outgoing and sexy, with just a hint of sassiness, and she didn’t take any crap from anyone. Mac liked that. He learned that she had come from a broken home and that she was on her own from the time she was sixteen. It was amazing that she didn’t seem to be hardened by what must have been difficult years.
Now, it had been three years since Mac had seen Angela or her daughter Tess. He felt bad about that. However, after what happened, he had found it impossible to face her again. It had been difficult enough to face the Judge. Although, the Judge certainly didn’t know what had happened.
Mac stopped at the large iron gates and reached out to press the button on the speaker. A young woman’s voice came over the intercom. He identified himself and the giant gates slowly opened. Mac drove up the long driveway in his old Ford Crown Victoria—a holdover from his days as a cop. It was the same car he had three years ago when he last saw Angela. Suddenly, Angela’s pretty face popped into his head and he could remember the last time he had seen her like it was yesterday…
Judge Rhinehold had asked Mac to substitute for him at a formal dinner because he had been called out of town unexpectedly. The Judge knew that Angela had been looking forward to the party for a long time. She had bought a new dress, shoes and she had even gotten a new hairstyle. The Judge didn’t want to disappoint her after all her preparations.
At first, Mac declined but the Judge could be very persuasive when he wanted to be. Mac’s refusal wasn’t because he didn’t want to be with Angela. In fact, it was just the opposite. Mac had found himself becoming very attracted to Angela over time. The feeling appeared to be mutual and Mac knew that that combination could be very dangerous. Still, while they had flirted, nothing had happened up to that point. However, Mac knew that if he was with her too much, things could change. He didn’t trust himself around her anymore.
Mac had reluctantly agreed to escort Angela after some friendly arm-twisting.
The evening of the party, Mac arrived early and was uncharacteristically nervous. He brought a stuffed animal for Tess as he had done almost every time he visited since she was very small. Mac liked Tess. She was a smart and rambunctious kid, almost a tomboy. She had a lot of traits of her mother, including her good looks and sassiness. Over the years, he had spent a lot of time with her and had, in fact, babysat on many occasions.
Tess and he were in the living room when he saw Angela coming down the stairs. Immediately Mac knew that he was in trouble. Angela was wearing a blue sequenced gown that was form fitting and cut almost to her navel in the front. He didn’t have to stare very hard to see the inside swells of her creamy breasts. From his position, he could see her silky thighs below the short hem as she walked slowly down the steps in her high-heeled shoes.
Mac didn’t realize that he was staring as she walked toward them, her breasts swaying freely under the gown, her nipples already hard.
“Sorry. Have you been waiting long?” Angela whispered as she walked up to Mac and kissed him gently on the cheek.
Suddenly Mac was surrounded by her sweet smell. He could feel his face turning hot as if he were embarrassed. “No… uh… uh… you look… wow!” he stuttered.
“Thank you! So you like it?” she asked as she spun around.
Mac almost gasped. The back of the dress was open, almost all the way to her buttocks. In fact, Mac got a glimpse of the crack of her ass as he looked down—she wasn’t wearing underwear. Suddenly, he was quite flustered.
“You look quite dashing too in that tuxedo,” Angela observed as she scanned Mac. Then she frowned when she saw the bulge from his weapon. “Do you have to carry that?”
“It’s a habit. I’ll leave it in the car.”
“Thank you! Shall we go?” Angela said as she took Mac’s arm. “Tess, when Jane gets here, tell her that her mom said she had to get to bed by midnight. That means you too.”
“All right Mom,” Tess said indulgently. “Bye Uncle Mac,” Tess said and kissed Mac on the cheek and ran off with her stuffed animal.
The party might have been very boring except that Mac was with Angela. He had a very difficult time not staring at her all night. He was caught several times with his eyes on her cleavage. His face would color when he saw her eyes on his and a smile would cross her lips.
After the dinner, when the band started, the two of them danced almost every dance. The closeness of the sexy woman, her perfume and soft body had an impact on Mac. He tried to be a gentleman but when he wrapped his arms around her, there was no place to put his hands except on the soft skin of her bare back. He also tried to keep his body a safe distance from her but she insisted that he dance close. The feel of her soft breasts pressed to him was driving him mad. Several times, he had to excuse himself, and sit down when he felt himself getting excited. He made the excuse that he needed to rest. That was an obvious lie. Mac was in the best shape of his life and had participated in several Iron Man Triathlons in just the last year.
Neither of them paid too much attention to the amount of liquor they were drinking until they walked outside to leave. The cool air made them both feel a bit woozy.
When they arrived home, Angela invited Mac inside for a nightcap. If he hadn’t drunk so much, he probably would have refused. However, between the alcohol and the sexy woman, Mac was lost.
The trouble started when he and Angela were sitting comfortably on the sofa. There was soft music on the stereo and a roaring fire in the fireplace. They were talking quietly one moment and then the next thing Mac knew, their lips were pressed together.
Almost without a conscious thought, Mac’s hand went to Angela’s breast. God, how he had longed to touch them all night, he thought. Angela moaned in response and shifted slightly, letting his hand slip inside her top. It was Mac’s turn to moan as his hand covered the soft breasts that he had been staring at all evening. Within seconds, Mac felt Angela’s hand on his thigh. As their passion increased, the hand moved upward.
“Angela,” Mac hissed as the hand reached the tent in his pants. Mac was powerless to stop her when she reached for his zipper and pulled it down. A second later, her hand was searching inside his underwear for his throbbing penis.
“Oh God,” Angela moaned when her hand circled his large shaft. Angela was breathing heavily as she caressed Mac’s substantial penis. It felt huge in her small hand. Suddenly, she had to see it. She struggled a bit but soon she had his pulsing shaft out of his pants. “Oh my God,” Angela moaned as she held his penis in the glow of the firelight. The head was swollen, the skin stretched so tight that it was almost purple. She marveled at the helmet shaped crown. Then, her hand began moving slowly up and down the shaft until there was a sparkle of clear juice bubbling from the head. Angela used her thumb to spread it across the stretched skin. She thought his penis was beautiful, although she didn’t have much to compare it to.
Mac was paralyzed with excitement and fear. He knew this was very wrong. The Judge was his friend. Still, he could not stop what was happening.
Like a moth to a flame, Angela’s head dropped toward Mac’s penis. She could smell his excitement as her lips neared the swollen head. Her tongue came out and she licked the clear juice bubbling from the slit. She heard Mac moan. Then her mouth opened and she took the large plumb inside. Now they both moaned as she began to suck.



Neither Mac nor Angela heard the giggles from Tess and Jane as they stood in the shadows watching the two on the sofa. Tess and her friend thought that they knew all about sex. However, the sight on the sofa was burned into Tess's mind forever. She couldn’t believe that her mother was sucking on her Uncle Mac’s penis. It was so nasty but oh so exciting. She resolved that one day she would do that to Mac.
It didn’t take very long for Mac to feel like he was nearing a climax. The booze, the warmth from the crackling fire and the mouth of the sexy woman had all conspired to bring him to a peak very quickly. Mac reached for Angela’s head to pull her away. He knew that he had to stop her. However, when he tried, Angela ignored him and sucked harder, moving her hand up and down the shaft with even greater speed. “Jesus Angela,” Mac groaned as he felt his balls begin to tighten. “Oh Gooooddddd!!!” he hissed as his hips lifted from the sofa.
Angela moaned excitedly as a long string of Mac’s juice squirted into her mouth. It had been a long, long time since she had tasted or felt a man’s cum in her mouth. Jason was good to her but he was not much of a sexual partner. Angela had loved oral sex from the time she gave her first blow job. However, when she got married, Jason had discouraged it. He preferred straight sex in the missionary position.
Mac felt like he was going to pass out as his penis throbbed repeatedly and sent his cum hurling deep into the beautiful woman’s mouth and down her throat. There was nothing he could do to stop it now.
Angela couldn’t believe how much sperm Mac was producing. It poured into her mouth like a fire hose and she struggled to drink it all down. Juice from Angela’s vagina was pouring from between her sex lips as quickly as Mac was pumping his into her mouth. She squeezed her legs together tightly, squishing her swollen lips between her thighs. Before the last shot from Mac’s penis entered her mouth, Angela had her own little climax.
Ten minutes later Mac was rushing out of the house embarrassed and mortified at what he had let happen. That was the last time had seen Angela until today…
*****
Judge Rhinehold’s estate was magnificent. He had inherited it from his grandfather. The grounds were always beautifully manicured and the main house kept in perfect shape. It hadn’t changed a bit in three years. Mac knew that the Judge couldn’t afford the estate on his civil servant salary. The Judge had inherited a great deal of money from his wealthy parents. However, Mac also knew that the Judge was smart enough to enhance whatever money he had inherited. He figured the Judge was worth fifty million or so. However, while the Judge had plenty of money, one wouldn’t know it from the way they lived beyond the large house. They didn’t drive around in fancy cars with chauffeurs and they only had one servant. She was an old woman who had worked for the Judge’s family for years. She cleaned the house and kept it orderly but was rarely seen by anyone but the family. She stayed in a small out-building remodeled as an apartment.
As Mac stood nervously at the large doors of the mansion holding a stuffed animal in his hand, he wondered why the Judge wanted to see him. While they hadn’t been close in the last couple of years, they always kept in touch and had lunch every couple of months. However, the relationship from Mac’s perspective was strained. The Judge often asked Mac to come to his house and couldn’t understand his refusals. This time however, the request was more like an order and somehow seemed urgent.
Suddenly, the large door opened and Mac saw a pretty young girl staring at him. Mac stared back at her as if he didn’t know who she was.
“Well, are you going to stand there all day or come in,” Tess said with a big smile.
“Tess?” Mac asked as he looked at the pretty girl. She looked like a younger version of Angela.
“Yes!” she answered and suddenly jumped into his arms, squealing in excitement. “Where have you been?” she practically screamed.
Mac stood dumfounded as the young girl hung on his neck. Finally he wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her to him. “Wow… you’ve grown up,” Mac said as she pulled away.
“I’m going on nineteen now.” Tess was just past her eighteenth birthday but nineteen seemed so much older to her.
“Wow,” was all that Mac could say.
“Is that for me?” Tess asked as she looked at the stuffed animal that Mac held in his hand.
“Uh… yes… uh I guess,” he answered, feeling foolish now bringing a grown girl a little bear. For Mac, it had been like time had stood still. Tess was still a little girl in his mind and he could still see the two of them playing board games on the living room rug.
“Thank you,” Tess bubbled and hugged Mac again.
This time Mac was very much aware of the large and soft breasts pressing to his chest as he hugged Tess back.
“Well, look what the cat drug in,” Angela said as she walked up behind the two.
Mac reluctantly pushed Tess back. “Hi Angela,” he said sheepishly as he looked over Tess’s shoulder at the pretty woman.
“Don’t I get a hug too?” she said and stepped toward him as Tess moved to the side.
Mac hugged Angela, feeling her soft body press to his. Now, he was surrounded by the sweet smell of the two women. Suddenly, he regretted waiting so long to visit. It had been foolish and childish. He and Angela were both adults and could have dealt with what happened in a mature way, he thought.
“It’s been too long Mac,” Angela whispered as they embraced. Then she pulled away as if to appraise him. “You haven’t changed much,” she smiled. “Come on in the living room and tell us what you’ve been up to. Jason will be down in a minute.” Angela and Tess took his hands and pulled him toward the massive living room.
Mac sat on the sofa and the two women sat across from him. To Mac, Angela didn’t look like she had aged a day since he saw her last. She still had a beautiful face with short blond hair and pretty blue eyes. Today, she had on a low cut white cotton V-neck top that showed the soft swells of her breasts, which still looked firm. Mac wondered if she had had them enhanced. Suddenly, Mac realized that he had been staring and looked up to see Angela watching him just like the night three years ago. When he looked into her eyes, he almost became hypnotized. God, she is gorgeous, he thought.
“So, where have you been?” Angela asked, a little smile playing at the corners of her mouth.
“Busy with lots of work.” Mac said, averting his eyes and looking at Tess. She was a spitting image of her mother. However, she had brown hair now. Mac guessed that she colored it to be different. She was wearing a tight pull over sweater and her own firm breasts stood high on her chest. Mac could see her hard nipples pressing through the thin material. She definitely wasn’t a little girl anymore.
“Oh Uncle Mac, let me show you my high school yearbook,” Tess said with excitement.
“Tess, Mac has business with your father.”
Mac smiled at the young girl’s enthusiasm. “That’s okay Angela, I’ll make some time after the Judge and I are done.”
Tess smiled brightly and stood up. “Let me go and get it out of my closet,” Tess said and rushed off to her room.
Suddenly, the room was very quiet as the two looked at each other nervously.
“Angela…”
“Mac…”
They both started to talk at the same time then stopped and laughed.
“Angela, I’ve been a fool,” Mac said. “After… after what happened… I… I was so embarrassed.”
“I know. So was I,” Angela said. “Sometimes things just happen Mac. It wasn’t your fault.”
“God Angela, Jason has been like a father to me and I felt so bad but I wasn’t man enough to face you. I made it worse by acting stupid.”
“That was a long time ago Mac. There is no harm done.”
“No harm done about what?” a loud voice said from the doorway.
Mac turned to see Judge Rhinehold in the doorway. “I was just apologizing to Angela for not visiting sooner.”
“She deserves an apology,” Jason said as he walked over to Mac, holding out his hand.
Mac stood up and shook his hand and then the two men embraced warmly.
“Angela, if you will excuse us, Mac and I have some business and then he’s all yours.”
“Certainly,” Angela said and then added, “You’re staying for lunch right?”
“Well, I hadn’t planned on it.”
“I insist,” Jason said as he led Mac to his study.
As Mac and Jason entered the study, Tess was searching through her closet for her yearbook. Her room was the typical teenager’s. The walls were covered with posters of rock and movie stars, clothes were lying around the room, and the bed was unmade. However, there was one neat spot. That was where Tess had neatly placed all the stuffed animals that Mac had brought her over the years. As she was rummaging through her closet, she came across a photo album. Inside were the photos that had been taken of her and Mac. They started when she was an infant and stopped when she was almost fifteen. Tess felt a little chill run down her spine as she picked up the album and thought of Mac. Now he was back.
Tess pulled the album out and took it to her bed. She lay down and began to thumb through the old photos. When she got to the page where she and Mac were in their bathing suits at the pool, she stopped. She loved those photos, although she looked so skinny in her little red bikini. However, that wasn’t what fascinated her about the photos. It was Mac in his tight swim trunks that she liked. She could see the distinctive bulge in his shorts. In fact, she could see the ridge below the crown of his penis and his large testicles. Another chill went though her.
Tess lay back on the bed and closed her eyes. A fantasy jumped into her mind. It was one that she had used to masturbate a hundred times…
In her fantasy she could see herself kneeling at his feet. Her shaking hands would reach up and pull his tight swim trunks down, letting his already hard penis spring out.
Tess opened the snap on her shorts and slid her hand down her stomach and across her soft pubic hair. Her breath caught in her throat when her fingers touched her wet and swollen vagina.
A moan escaped Mac’s lips as she opened her mouth and took the swollen head inside. He tasted so sweet. She sucked him gently, her hand cupping his large testicles. She could feel them squirming in her hand. Inside were millions of little sperm, waiting to travel up the long shaft and into her mouth. She looked up with dove like eyes and saw Mac staring down at her with pleasure on his face. His hips began to move back and forth, forcing the large stick deep into her mouth.
Again Tess moaned as a finger slipped between the lips and into her waiting hole. Slowly she began to move it in and out. She could hear the squishing sound as her finger became coated with her thick juice. Her other hand slipped under her top to grasp her breast. The nipple was already rock hard.
Her hands reached out and grasped Mac’s strong buttocks, helping him to plunge his penis in and out of her willing mouth. She felt him reach down and pull her tiny bikini top off before grasping her breasts. His hands were strong, almost harsh as they kneaded her soft flesh. She could feel her juice soaking through the crotch of her bikini bottom.
“Oh yes, fuck my mouth,” Tess mumbled aloud as her finger continued to work in and out of her hole. “That’s it! That’s it! Give me all that hard cock.” Tess felt her body beginning to tense as she neared her climax.
Slowly Tess pushed her head down, forcing Mac’s penis to the back of her throat. She took a deep breath as she pulled him forward. A loud moan came from above as Mac’s penis slid all the way down her throat until his balls slapped her chin. Suddenly, she heard Mac moan that he was going to cum. She pulled his penis from her throat. She didn’t want his cum to go down her throat without her tasting it. Letting the head rest in her mouth she continued to jerk on him. Another moan came from his lips as his penis pulsed and sent his sperm pouring into her waiting mouth. God, it was so sweet she thought as she swallowed time and again.
Tess bucked her hips from the bed. She spread her legs wide, bracing herself. A loud moan escaped her as her body began to convulse in climax. Her hole pulsed and squeezed around her probing finger as she shook in pleasure.
It was always the same fantasy for Tess. The fantasy worked quickly and every time. Within seconds she collapsed onto the bed in exhaustion. God, she wondered what the real thing would be like as she pulled her drenched hand from between her legs. She was going to have to change her shorts before she went back downstairs.
Chapter 4
“Thanks for coming on short notice Mac. Can I get you something to drink?” Judge Rhinehold asked as he walked over to his well stocked bar.
“Yes, a scotch on the rocks please,” Mac said as he took a seat on the large leather sofa. Mac looked around the room as the Judge made them drinks. It had been a long time since he had been here, but not much had changed. The room still smelled of cigar smoke and aged leather. It was neat but in a male sort of way. There were law books piled on desks and the shelves were filled from floor to ceiling. It was definitely a man’s room. Mac doubted that Angela or Tess came in here very often.
The Judge walked over and took a seat in his favorite chair. “It’s been a while Mac. I’m glad you could make it.”
“It’s great to see Angela and I can’t believe how Tess has grown.”
“She certainly has. She gets like her mother more everyday; stubborn and a little wild I’m afraid,” the Judge said with a worried smile like a nervous father. “Listen Mac, I’ll get right to the point. I need your help.”
“Sure Judge, anything,” Mac said sincerely. Suddenly, he was very concerned. This seemed serious, he thought, as he took a sip of his drink. He stared at his long time friend and could see that he seemed tense. Mac knew the Judge took pride in not showing what he was thinking. It helped to keep a poker face when you were a federal judge. He also noticed that he looked much older than the last time he had seen him. He looked pale, even frail. It was somewhat of a shock. The Judge had always been a big, strong man and he was rarely sick. Mac could see his hand tremble slightly as he took a drink. He suddenly realized that the Judge looked ill.
“Mac, I’m sitting on a big case that involves the RICO Act and racketeering. There are some big names involved here; very powerful people with mob connections.” The Judge suddenly looked uneasy, taking a quick drink.
Mac knew that the Judge always had the toughest cases and, in fact, he seemed to revel in them. This one must be something really big for him to be asking for help, he thought, as he waited for the Judge to continue.
“There is a rumor that they—these guys—are going to put a contract out on me or my family.” Again, the Judge paused to let what he had said sink in.
Mac’s police trained mind jumped into action. A million thoughts went through his head. However, he knew that he had to think clearly and act calmly. The situation seemed identical to his, almost ten years ago. “Why don’t you have police protection already?” Mac said immediately. He hadn’t seen any patrol cars or men in uniform around outside.
“I’m getting to that. I said that it is a rumor so far. However, I can’t afford to take a chance. One of the problems is that the bench wants to sequester me for the duration of the trial. I’m okay with that but I know Angela and Tess will rebel. They would never stand for being cooped up for an extended period of time—maybe weeks. Besides, there isn’t much time…” the Judge said and hesitated. “Preliminary arguments start tomorrow.”
“Well, Tess and Angela don’t have much choice,” Mac said firmly.
“Ah, spoken like a man that hasn’t lived with two women for years. I told you they were stubborn. That’s where you come in. I want you to protect them!”
“Me! Why not just have the police do it?” Mac said, his voice raised.
“Because I trust you Mac,” the Judge responded calmly.
“Judge, I don’t deserve that trust. Remember, I was the one that couldn’t even protect my own wife.” Beside, Mac thought, I can’t be trusted to be alone with your wife.
“I knew you would say that Mac. You know we have discussed that a thousand times. There was no way you could have known that those guys were going to try a hit on you. You did everything the right way. How could you have known that your family was a target? I have an advantage—I know about it.”
Mac sat silent, his memories almost overwhelming him. It all came rushing back… the tragedy, the situation with Angela.
“Listen Mac, you’re the best there is at what you do. And, most importantly, you’re a good friend. That’s why I want you to move in here while I’m gone.”
Move in! Mac thought. He obviously doesn’t know what he is saying. Yeah, I’m a good friend that had oral sex with your wife! Mac’s mind screamed with self-loathing in his heart. Suddenly Mac was very concerned. There was no way he could live under the same roof with Angela. He stood up and walked over to the bar and poured himself a scotch. Suddenly, his was shaking when he took a drink. “Judge, that’s not a good idea. I’ll help but I don’t think I should stay here.”
“Why not? Mac, I need you close by. Angela and Tess… well, they can be a handful and I don’t think you can do it on a part-time basis. Additionally, I want you to upgrade my security system and make sure the house is secure.”
Mac took another gulp of his drink. “It’s just not a good idea.”
“Listen Mac, I’ve never asked anything from you. Now I need your help. If anything happened to Angela or Tess…” the Judge said and paused.
Suddenly, Mac saw tears in the Judge’s eyes. He had never seen him emotional like this before. Mac decided to take one more shot. “I can have several of my guys stay here. That way I will be free to investigate on my own.”
“I don’t want your ‘guys’ Mac. I want you.” Now the Judge got up and walked over to the large window looking out toward the woods of his estate. The room was silent for a long time. Finally the Judge turned around and said, “Mac, I know what happened with you and Angela.”
Mac almost choked on his drink. He stared wide-eyed at the Judge. “What? She… she told you what happened?” he gasped.
“Come on Mac, let’s not pretend anymore. Angela told me a couple of years ago. And, I know that’s why you have avoided coming here. I didn’t want to press it, but now I need your help.”
“Oh Jesus!” Mac moaned and sat down heavily in a chair, rubbing his face with his hand.
“It’s okay Mac. I was angry at first—at you, at Angela and even at me. But then I realized that it was my fault—well maybe nobody’s fault. Things just happen.”
Mac looked up. Those were Angela’s words he thought.
“Mac, I’ve been a judge too long to not know all about human frailties. We all make mistakes. When I got over being angry, I realized something very important; Angela didn’t have to tell me. The truth is, I don’t believe that she would have told me if she didn’t love me.” The Judge went over to get himself another drink. Then, he walked back over and sat across from Mac again. “It’s strange Mac, but somehow I was glad it was you.” The Judge paused looking at Mac’s worried face. “It’s okay Mac.”
Mac looked up at the Judge like he was crazy. What the hell does he mean, “It’s okay…” he thought and almost said it aloud.
“Listen, I’m almost seventy years old Mac. My sexual prime has long passed. You know as well as anyone that I am a realist. My whole life is built around logic and reason. I did some serious soul searching after Angela and I had our talk. Angela is still a young woman. In fact, you’re going to think this is crazy, but I told her that she could have an affair if she wanted. I admit that it was at a weak moment, but I didn’t want to lose her. Now, I’m worried about what happens to her and Tess after I’m… I’m dead.”



Mac opened his mouth but nothing came out. What does he mean, “After I’m dead”? Mac thought.
“Crazy huh? The truth is that it’s been a long time since I could please Angela. I would have done anything to keep her. It seemed logical to me at the time and in fact still does. However, she would have none of it. She blew up at me. Women! I’ll never understand them.” The Judge sat back in his chair; his head back and his eyes closed, suddenly looking very tired.
The room was deadly silent. “I don’t know what to say,” Mac finally said.
The Judge looked up and smiled. “Say you’ll be a true friend and help me out! Mac, listen to me. Angela and I love each other and we are very close. When she settled down and we had a chance to talk, we came to an understanding about sex. She is still a vibrant woman and an independent person. Do you understand what I’m saying?”
Mac looked at him and slowly shook his head no.
The Judge sighed in exasperation as if he were talking to a child. “Well, you will. However, right now I need you to help me out. Will you do it?”
Mac got up and walked over to the window this time. He realized that he didn’t really have a choice. “All right,” he answered. He wanted to say more but he couldn’t speak. There were a million questions in his mind though. Like, what was the Judge saying about “an understanding about sex,” and all that independent person stuff? Mac wasn’t naive but he couldn’t believe that he was saying that Angela could do whatever she wanted sexually. He knew that he had misunderstood him.
“Good! How soon can you move in?” the Judge said with a broad smile. He was never one to dally. He made decisions and stuck by them.
“As soon as I can get some things packed.”
Just then the intercom buzzer sounded. It was Angela telling them that lunch was ready.
“Perfect timing. Come on,” Judge Rhinehold said starting to walk toward the door. “And Mac, there is one more thing I should tell you.”
What else could he possibly have to say? Mac thought as he joined the Judge. He doubted that he could be surprised anymore today. He was wrong!
The Judge put his hand on Mac’s shoulder as he lead him out of the study. “I’ve been having a lot of medical tests lately and the test are pretty conclusive. Mac, I have about a year left and probably a lot less. Cancer.”
Mac stopped in his tracks. “Jesus Christ!” Mac gasped. “What are you saying? You’re going to… to die?”
“Everybody’s going to die, Mac! Very few people get out of this world alive.”
Mac ignored his attempt at humor and said, “Do Angela and Tess know?”
“Yes. That’s what makes this sequester thing so much worse. However, I have to do it. Angela can fill you in about everything later. Let’s not be late to lunch or I’ll hear about it.”
Chapter 5
Lunch for Mac was a blur. His head was spinning with the things that the Judge had told him. Several times Angela, Tess or Jason spoke to him and he didn’t hear them. Finally, when lunch was over, Angela asked Mac to join her for a walk in the gardens. Tess was a bit miffed but Mac promised to stay longer to see her yearbook.
It was a wonderfully warm late September afternoon. Angela led Mac outside and down a flower lined path, her arm in his. They walked silently for a while and then sat on a bench overlooking the spacious gardens. The trees were swaying with the gentle breeze and there was a strong smell of sweet flowers in the air. Angela sat close to Mac, their thighs touching.
“I love it out here. It’s so peaceful. Everything seems so clear,” she said as she leaned into Mac. “Jason told you that he has cancer didn’t he?”
“Yes. I had no idea. How long have you known?”
“A couple of months.”
“Angela… he… he also told me that you told him what happened between us. God Angela, was that necessary?”
“Yes, I think it was. Jason and I have a relationship built on honesty. From the very beginning we have always been honest about our needs and desires. It is the thing that has kept our marriage good. I couldn’t live with that kind of secret. Listen Mac, I always knew that when I married an older man there was a possibility that… that sexually there could be problems eventually. I also knew that I would be a relatively young widow. Somehow that didn’t seem to matter when you love someone. And, I do love Jason… more than ever.” Angela turned to Mac and took his hand. She had tears in her eyes. “I need to stay strong for him. All this stuff with the trial and maybe a contract on him makes it that much harder to take.” She looked away again and then said, “Mac, I’m sorry he brought you into this on one level. However on a personal level, I’m glad he did. It’s been too long.”
“I’m glad he thought enough of me to ask for help,” Mac responded. “I acted like a kid after… after… well you know. Maybe it’s time to start over and forget about the past. I’m glad he doesn’t hate me for what happened. I have to make it up to him.”
“He doesn’t hate you. We talked for a long time about that. He understands,” Angela said and paused again, looking meaningfully at Mac and squeezed his hand. “He really understands,” she said again when she saw a strange look on Mac’s face. “Mac… Jason and I… well… oh damn, this is hard. Our… our sexual relationship has been non-existent for years. It’s not because he doesn’t want to do anything. He has had medical problems in the past and now the cancer…” Angela said and her voice began to crack with her emotions.
“Angela, you don’t…” Mac started to say when Angela touched his lips with her fingers.
“I know I don’t have to tell you this. But, I want to.” She turned and looked away. “I know that sex isn’t everything. But the desire is there and I can’t deny it. It’s why what happened between us happened. I’m only human. But, I’ve never done anything with anyone else,” she added. She placed her hand on Mac’s thigh. “Even though Jason said I could. It was always too much of a risk.”
Mac could feel the heat from her hand on his thin summer slacks and felt unwanted excitement. He couldn’t believe that this woman could have such an effect on him. It was as if their three-year separation never happened.
Angela turned and looked at Mac and like three years ago, their lips drew together like magnets. However, this time they weren’t drunk. It was as if time had stood still.
Angela’s body relaxed into his and a moan escaped her throat.
It spite of Mac’s resolve, his mouth opened to accept her tongue. He could feel himself getting erect. A soft breeze caressed their cheeks as the kiss went on and on. He pulled her tightly to him and could feel her soft breasts moving up and down with her now rapid breathing.
When their lips parted Angela whispered, “I’ve missed you.” Then she looked down at Mac’s pants and smiled.
Mac was totally shocked when her hand slid from his thigh to grasp his growing erection.
“I guess you missed me too, huh?” she said as she squeezed him.
“Angela,” Mac groaned as she gently moved her hand over his slacks, bringing his penis to full erection.
“God, it’s so big,” Angela said as she absentmindedly watched her hand move up and down the long shaft. “I can still remember.”
“Angela, please,” Mac pleaded like he was powerless to stop the movement of her hand. She continued to caress him, ignoring his protest. “You’re going to help aren’t you?” she asked calmly, moving her hand slowly now, almost idly, as if she did this everyday.
Mac could feel his penis begin to pulse inside his pants. It was becoming difficult to talk. “You… you know the Judge can be very persuasive. I… I don’t think I have much choice.” Mac almost moaned and then said, “Angela God.” He put his hand on her wrist to stop the movement for fear that he might cum in his pants like some horny teenager. He sighed in relief when her hand stopped moving. Then to his great surprise she reached for his hand and brought it up and placed it on her soft breast. Then she pressed her lips to his again.
Mac moaned in helpless frustration and his hand began to move on the soft orb. Finally, he found the strength to pull away. When he could catch his breath, he said, “Angela, this is why I shouldn’t stay here.”
Then Angela reached for his throbbing penis again. “Just let me see it,” she hissed, ignoring his comment and reaching for his zipper.
“Angela, I… we have to get… get back,” Mac gasped, his penis pulsing so much that he again feared that he might climax.
With quick fingers, Angela had his zipper down and was reaching into his pants.
Mac looked over his shoulder at the house in panic. He heard a gasp and he looked back and found Angela holding his stiff rod in her hand. It even looked big to Mac in Angela’s small hand. “Angela… please!” he pleaded again.
“It’s even bigger than I remembered,” she said as she stared at the crimson head.
“Angela, there’s someone coming!” Mac lied. He was desperate to stop her for fear that he would shoot his load all over his pants.
“Oh alright, but you’re going to come stay with us, right?” she said as she squeezed him one last time before struggling to get the long shaft back into his pants.
“Yes. But you have to promise to behave,” he said as gently as he knew how.
“I’m afraid I can’t promise that,” she said with a little laugh and purposely licked the juice off her wet fingers. Then she got up and said, “Tess is waiting for you.” Then she turned and left.
Mac sat in stunned silence as he watched her leave. Her gorgeous butt was outlined in her tight shorts and it was swinging back and forth as she walked. When she was out of sight, he sat there for a long time. His brain was having a hard time absorbing all that had transpired in the last several hours. He thought of the Judge and his problems, Angela and his attraction to her and yes, Tess. It was impossible for him to accept the obvious. Suddenly, he knew that this was going to be a very “dangerous assignment”.
Chapter 6
When Mac finally made it back to the house, his erection was gone but not forgotten. His normal logic had left him as a result of the events of the past few hours. If he had been thinking clearly, he would have surmised that something was going on that was beyond the Judge’s need for him to protect his family.
Mac walked into the house and saw Tess coming down the stairs with her yearbook. He noticed that she had on a different pair of shorts. These were bright yellow and clung to her lower half like a second skin. He almost gasped when his eyes dropped to her crotch and he could see the shape of her sex lips separated by the seam.
“There you are. I was looking all over for you,” Tess said with a mock pout. “Then I looked out the back window and saw you still down in the garden with Mom,” she added with a strange smile.
Mac could feel his face turning red. Did she see anything? he thought with panic. “Uh… uh… your Mom and I had some things… to talk about.”
“I’m sure,” she said almost sarcastically. “Come on into the living room,” she said and grabbed his hand, pulling him behind her. She set the yearbook on the coffee table and went to her knees on the floor between the table and sofa. Mac sat on the sofa.
“Are you going to college?” Mac asked, trying to act calm as she opened the book in front of him. From his vantage point on the sofa, Mac had an unwanted view down the front of Tess’s top. His eyes naturally went to the open jersey. God, he could practically see her nipples he thought as he forced his eyes back to the yearbook.
“Yes. I’m going to a local college for now. With my dad… my dad being sick, I didn’t want to go away,” Tess said with thinly veiled emotions. She sniffled, wiped her nose and then Tess proceeded to show Mac various pictures of her and her friends.
Finally Mac’s heartbeat began to return to normal and he relaxed. As he looked at the yearbook, he observed that Tess seemed to be on almost every page. She was either in some club or on a sports team. She was even on the cheerleading squad. “Is this the school's yearbook or yours?” Mac asked and laughed.
“I was very active in high school,” Tess answered smiling up at Mac. She saw his eyes and leaned a little further over, insuring that he had a good view down her top. She could feel her nipples getting hard as excitement began to course though her. Her eyes drifted to the crotch of his pants. There was a noticeable bulge and it seemed to be getting bigger. It was pretty obvious that the trip to the garden with her Mom had accomplished the objective.
Mac didn’t miss Tess’s movement or the hardening nipples. He could feel himself becoming excited again so he tried to focus his eyes on the yearbook.
When they finished looking at the yearbook, Tess jumped up and pulled Mac to his feet. “Let me show you my room. It’s changed a lot since you were here last.”
“Uh… Tess, I really have to get going.”
“Please, please, please,” she whined like a little girl.
Mac sighed and said, “Alright, but then I have to get moving. I have a lot of things to do if I’m going to move in here.”
“You’re moving in?” Tess squealed and jumped into Mac’s arms, grasping him in a bear hug. When she pulled away, she grabbed his hand to take him upstairs.
Mac let her lead the way. He lagged a bit behind, watching the young girl’s butt as she moved up the steps. Damn, she moves just like her mother, Mac thought as he watched her firm ass sway. The shorts were incredibly tight on her butt. He felt his penis begin to grow again as he saw the shorts pull upward between the cheeks to reveal the lower globes of her buttocks.
Tess could feel Mac’s eyes on her ass and her vagina throbbed. Suddenly, the crotch of her shorts felt very tight on her swollen lips.
Tess had hastily cleaned up her room. She led Mac inside and said, “Sit down a minute, let me show you some pictures.” Then she walked over to the closet and bent over.
Mac tried to look elsewhere but his eyes were drawn back to her butt. As she bent over with her legs straight, the seam of the tight shorts pulled between the cheeks again, separating and emphasizing the firm orbs. The elastic around the legs pulled upward, exposing most of her lower cheeks. It seemed that she was taking an inordinately long time to find the album.
Tess could feel his eyes on her ass and a little trickle of girl juice dripped from her swollen lips. She hoped that Mac couldn’t see that. Then, she stretched lower, the seam slicing between her swollen lips until it rubbed her clit.
A little moan escaped Mac’s throat when he saw the shorts all but disappear between the young girl’s cheeks. He could actually see the fat outer lips between her stretched thighs and there appeared to be a tiny stain forming.
Suddenly, Tess turned around abruptly with a photo album in her hand. She saw that Mac’s eyes were staring at her. Then she saw his face turn red when she caught him. A smile played at the corners of her mouth as she walked back over to the bed. She could feel her wet lips squishing between her thighs now. She sat next to Mac and opened the album to show him pictures of her and him over the years.
Mac tried to get his composure and focus on the album. As she flipped the pages, he was surprised to see that she had kept a comprehensive record of his visits. He had also noticed the little shrine she had set up with all the stuffed animals he had brought her over the years. It didn’t take police training for him to see that this young lady was infatuated with him. On one hand, it stroked his ego, however, on the other, he knew that it was very dangerous.
After a few minutes of looking at the photos, Tess flopped back on the bed and lay on her back. Her top pulled up to bare her stomach.
Mac saw a silver belly button ring. “Does you mother know you have that?” he asked, looking at the ring.
“Yep. But, she doesn’t know about my tattoo,” she lied with a giggle.
“A tattoo?” Mac exclaimed with great surprise.
“It’s just a little one. Let me show you,” Tess said and her hands went quickly to the snap on her shorts. Before Mac could stop her, she had opened the waist and pulled the zipper all the way down. Then she bent the side of her shorts down slowly.
Mac almost gasped as more and more of her stomach was bared. He was worried that she was going to pull it all the way down. He let out a sigh of relief when he saw a little red rose come into view. It was no more than an inch from the top of her pubic mound and slightly to the side. The skin around the little rose was soft and white without a trace of hair. She must trim it back for her bikini, Mac thought. He could feel tightness in his pants.
“You like it?” Tess asked, holding her shorts open. “I wanted them to put it closer to my… you know,” she giggled and pulled the corner of the shorts over until the swell of one of her outer lips could be seen.
Mac’s eyes got a big as saucers. He was suddenly tongue-tied. “Uh… yes. It’s… it’s very pretty. Won’t your mother be mad when she finds out?”
“She won’t find out unless you tell her,” Tess giggled. “You won’t tell on me will you?” Her face held a pretty pout as her fingers kept the shorts open.
“Uh… no.” What was he going to say anyway, he thought, “Your daughter has a tattoo right next to her pussy and, I know because she showed it to me along with her pussy lip.” Yea, right!
Finally, Mac stood up and said, “I really have to get going sweetie.” He walked to the door. Tess followed him with her shorts still unzipped. Before he could step out, Tess grabbed his hand and pulled him back. She moved close to him and he backed up until his back hit the open door.
Tess stepped closer, her breasts just touching his chest. Mac stood tensely, almost in fear, as the young girl looked up at him.
“I’m glad you’re coming to stay with us,” she said and leaned into him, pressing her soft breasts to him and laying her cheek on his chest.
Mac hesitantly wrapped his arms around her and held her gently. The contact of the young girl’s body was having an effect of him again and he felt his penis start to harden. Subtly, almost imperceptibly, he felt Tess pressing her groin to his. He heard a little whimper come from her lips. Suddenly, Mac realized that he was rock hard and holding the daughter of his best friend. His penis throbbed between them. He knew that she could feel it. Abruptly, almost harshly, Mac pushed Tess away. “Uh… I uh… have to get going,” he stuttered. As he started to move away, he felt a subtle brush of her hand across the tented crotch of his pants. He caught the smile on Tess's face before he turned and hurried down the stairs.
Chapter 7
Mac arrived at the mansion early the next morning with his bags. The Judge had to leave for court early. When he was ready to go, Mac walked him out to the car.
“Take good care of them Mac,” the Judge told him, patting him on the shoulder like a father.
“I will,” Mac responded and held out his hand. The Judge shook it and got into the police cruiser. Then Mac stood on the white marble steps and watched the police car disappear down the long driveway. He felt a mixture of emotions rushing through him. He felt good that the judge thought enough of him to have him stay with his family. However, he also felt excitement and dread. His brief encounters with Angela and Tess yesterday had confirmed his reservations about staying alone with the two women.
By that afternoon Mac had moved everything he needed into the Rhinehold household. He was given a room on the second floor, one door from Tess and two down from Angela’s. The room in between would be used to set up his surveillance equipment. It wasn’t the ideal location but it would have to do. He had brought some of his best security equipment and purchased a few more items.
Inside the house Mac set up several cameras. They were situated in positions that by panning them around, he could see most of the downstairs or at least the rooms and halls that had windows or doors to the outside. On the outside, he set up another battery of cameras as well as heat and laser sensors that would feed into the main control room and to a beeper he kept on his belt. Now, from the control room, he could see almost every possible entrance to the house. He had not set up any camera in the upstairs part of the house for obvious reasons. However, the outside cameras could handle the upstairs windows. The last thing he had to do was to check the connections to the current alarm system. There seemed to be a short in a wire somewhere in the house. He would start checking with Angela’s bedroom.



When he came out of the security equipment room, he saw Tess. “Where’s your Mom?” he asked. “I need to check her bedroom for a short in the security wire.”
“She’s in the kitchen, I think,” Tess answered with a smile. “You can check my bedroom if you want.”
“I’ll do that later,” Mac answered nervously and hurried toward the master bedroom. He stepped inside and scanned the room. It was a large bedroom with several sofas and a king-sized, canopied bed. The room took up an entire corner of the house. There were two sets of sliding doors that led to a balcony on different sides of the house. Mac walked toward the windows to check the security connections around the doors. Just as he passed the bathroom, he stopped. A gasp escaped his lips.
Angela had walked out of the bathroom with a short robe on. However, the robe was not belted at the waist, which left it hanging open. She was using a large towel to dry her hair and didn’t see Mac. When she almost ran into him, she stopped abruptly. She squealed but then smiled when she saw it was Mac. “Goodness, you scared me,” Angela said, as she stood with her robe carelessly open.
Mac was frozen in his position. His eyes scanned down her body. The robe barely covered her breasts, leaving most of the center swells on display. Below, the robe covered none of her pubic area or legs. Mac was surprised to see that there was not a trace of pubic hair on her mound. He could see just a hint of her fat pink inner lips protruding from the smooth outer ones.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Angela said as she looked down and saw that her robe was open. At first, she made no move to close the robe as her eyes looked back up at Mac. Then, she slowly wrapped it around her and tied the belt, taking her time in the process.
“I… I’m sorry Angela. Tess said you were downstairs. I was just checking the security connections. I’ll come back,” Mac said and started to make his retreat.
“No, go ahead, I don’t mind,” Angela said as she started to dry her hair again.
“If you’re sure,” Mac said. He really needed to find the short before it got dark.
“Absolutely. I’m just going to touch up my toenails. Don’t mind me.” Angela turned and left Mac flustered. She got some polish from the dresser and walked over and sat on a divan near the windows. She lifted one foot, placed it on a towel and opened the bottle of polish.
Mac hurried over and began to check the frame of the sliding door. He ran his fingers down the frame, following it to the floor. Then he got on his hands and knees and followed the wire across the floor section of the frame, looking for a break in the wire.
“So, are you settled in okay?”
Angela’s voice startled Mac. He was intent on checking the wire and had not paid attention to what Angela was doing. When he looked up, he got another surprise. From his position on the floor, he could see under Angela’s lifted leg and directly to her bare crotch. The late afternoon sun give him a perfect view of her smoothly shaven vagina. The outer lips were baby smooth and between them hung the fat inner lips. They seemed to be glistening in the sunlight but that was probably from the shower, Mac thought. “Uh… what did you say?” Mac said, unable to tear his eyes from her exposed crotch.
Angela looked up at Mac for a second and then looked back at her foot. If she noticed where Mac was looking, she didn’t show it. She continued to paint her toenails without looking up again and said, “I asked if you were settled in okay?”
“Uh… uh… yes, everything is quite satisfactory.”
“I need to go out to the beauty shop to get my toes done but Jason said I had to wait for you to tell me it was okay,” Angela said and stopped to look at Mac again. This time, she smiled when she saw where he was looking.
Mac finally tore his eyes away and looked up. His face turned bright red when he realized that Angela knew where his eyes had been. Quickly he turned his head and began to check the wire again. “Sorry. I told the Judge that I wanted to make sure you and Tess were escorted whenever you go out. I can call Henry now if you need me to.”
“No, my toenail polish is a mess, but I think I can fix my little problem without going out today,” Angela said. Then she placed the cap back on the bottle and lifted her leg, pointing it at Mac. “So what do you think,” she said, holding her foot toward him.
Again Mac looked up. He looked at the pretty foot with red polished toenails. Then his eyes moved higher up her smooth calf. His heart began to beat rapidly as he saw her exposed thigh. He couldn’t see her vagina yet but could see most of her leg. Then she moved her leg slightly to the side, giving Mac another view, this time directly between her thighs. He gulped. “It’s beautiful,” he said, his eyes staring directly between her open legs.
“No, I mean my toes, silly,” Angela said with a big smile.
Mac realized that he had to get out of there. “Uh… Angela, I have a lot to do yet tonight. I… I need… to check… uh… the outside cameras.” With that Mac quickly got up and left the room. His penis was throbbing painfully in his pants. He thought he heard a giggle behind him as he left.
Chapter 8
Mac went outside and checked some of the wiring, finding the short in a connection leading to the front door. At least that problem is out of the way, he thought as he went back inside.
“Uncle Mac,” Tess said as she came walking down the long spiral staircase. “Can I have my boyfriend Randy come over tonight?”
“Tess, I would rather you not do that.”
“Why not? I can’t stay cooped up in this house for weeks without some diversion. Besides, he’s going to bring over my school work so I don’t get too far behind.” She stood with her arms crossed and one foot out, tapping on the floor like a petulant child.
Mac couldn’t really think of a good reason why Tess couldn’t have her boyfriend over. “Alright, but he has to be out of here by midnight.”
“One,” Tess returned with a smile.
“Okay, one o’clock but no later.”
“Thank you,” Tess said and rushed up to Mac and hugged him.
The hug lasted a lot longer than it should have. Mac finally had to pry her hands from him. “Uh… Tess, I have to get to work.” He felt like he had said those words a hundred times in the last two days.
“Oh, all right,” Tess said begrudgingly.
Mac shook his head and went upstairs to the equipment room again. It was now filled with wires and computer terminals. He checked all the equipment to make sure it was working properly and then went to his room. He put on his jogging shorts, sleeveless shirt, running shoes, his holster and pistol and went out for an afternoon jog. It gave him a chance to get some fresh air and exercise. It also gave him a chance to check out the property before the sun went down. More importantly, it provided him some relief from the two sexy women.
It was nearly five miles around the property. There were other large houses in the area but mostly woods and open fields. It didn’t take long for Mac to work up a sweat. Running on the grassy hills turned into a good work out.
Mac worried about the remoteness of the house—there were just too many good places for an ambush. It would have been far easier, Mac thought, if the Judge lived closer to town and the police department.
When Mac returned to the house, he went directly to his room. He wanted to clean his pistol before he took a shower. He took his pistol out of the holster and laid it on a towel on the bed. Then he got his cleaning equipment and sat down. He was running the cleaning rod through the barrel when his eye caught something in the doorway. When he looked up, he saw Tess leaning against the doorframe in a bathrobe with a towel wrapped around her head.
“Hi Uncle Mac, whatcha doing, cleaning your ‘gun’,” she said with a smile, emphasizing the word “gun”. She walked over to the bed.
“It’s a weapon, not a gun,” Mac said remembering a time in basic training when he had referred to his weapon as a gun. The drill sergeant made him stand on the barracks steps and hold his crotch in one hand and the rifle in the other. He had to repeat over and over, “This is my weapon and this is my gun. This is for fighting and this is for fun.” It was a lesson he never forgot.
“Can I see your big ‘gun’?” Tess said intentionally ignoring his correction and looking at his crotch as she sat on the bed.
Mac felt a little irritation at her innuendo. Years of jabs between salty cops gave Mac a quick wit when challenged. Before he thought of what he was saying he blurted, “Little girls shouldn’t play with big guns.” Suddenly, he saw fire in Tess's eyes and she immediately stood up. Mac’s chin dropped and his eyes opened in shock when Tess opened her robe, revealing her naked body.
“Does this look like a little girl?” she almost hissed.
Mac stared in complete shock. However, he wasn’t too shocked to notice that Tess had gorgeous breasts, an incredibly flat stomach and a totally bald pubic mound like her mother. And, there was that little rose, an inch from the lips of her vagina. “Tess!” he almost screamed. However, not before he got his eyes filled with her soft flesh. His attempt at acting like the indignant adult failed when he felt his penis reacting and begin to slowly crawl down his leg.
Tess didn’t miss his reaction. Her eyes stared at his pulsing crotch and she smiled when she realized the effect she was having on him. She closed her robe and sat back down on the bed and said, “Sorry Uncle Mac, it’s that wild streak I get from Mom.” Then she lay on her side with her hand holding her head up like nothing had happened.
Mac didn’t say anything; he couldn’t. Nervously, and with trembling fingers, he began to break the weapon down to clean the trigger mechanism, trying desperately to will his penis down. However, Mac was all thumbs and it took him twice as long as normal to get the mechanism apart. His head was almost spinning as the smell of lilac soap and hair shampoo almost overcame the smell of gun oil.
Tess silently watched Mac for a long time. Then she asked, “Uncle Mac, have you ever killed anyone?”
“Yes.”
“What’s it feel like?”
“Terrible.”
Tess fell silent again, watching Mac work on the metal parts. Finally, she got up enough nerve to ask the question. “Why did you stop coming to see me and my Mom?” she asked.
That was the question Mac had been dreading. “It’s a long story Tess, and personal.”
“You know, I thought I had done something wrong. I cried myself to sleep almost every night for a long time.”
Mac looked up and saw tears in her eyes. “Oh God no Tess, you didn’t do anything wrong.” Now Mac felt even worse about his childish behavior. Quickly, he moved the parts of his pistol to the side of the bed and pulled Tess into his arms. Somehow, he ended up lying on his back with Tess in his arms, her head on his chest. Then he felt even worse when he heard the young girl begin to sob. “I was such a fool Tess. I’m so sorry,” he said as he stroked her back and held her to him.
The two of them stayed like that for a long time. Finally, Tess lifted her head. She looked into Mac’s worried face and then pulled back further. She reached up and removed the towel around her head, letting her wet hair fall to her shoulders, her eyes staring into Mac’s.
Mac was frozen as he watched Tess's lips move toward his. A moan escaped his lips when her lips touched his. He knew that he should force her away but suddenly he had no strength in his arms. I’ve hurt her enough already, he reasoned.
Tess moaned as her tongue entered his mouth. His lips were as sweet as she had dreamed they would be. Her hand moved quickly until it touched Mac’s naked thigh. She felt him quiver. Without hesitation, her hand slipped upward and until it covered his thinly covered penis.
Mac’s body tensed but he didn’t move to stop her. He just moaned as her tongue searched his mouth.
When Tess's hand found his half-hard penis and wrapped around it she almost climaxed. It was huge, even without being fully erect. She could feel her vagina throbbing as juice began to stream out.
For a minute, Mac was lost in a sensuous fog. He couldn’t sort out right from wrong. All he knew was the sweet tongue in his mouth and the warm hand caressing him. Just as he felt Tess's hand slip down to his bare thigh to pull his penis from the leg of his jogging shorts, the cell phone clipped to his shorts rang.
Both of them jumped.
Mac pushed Tess away and grabbed the phone. “Hello,” he said, turning away from Tess.
Tess got up from the bed and picked up her towel. She knew that the spell had been broken. When she looked back, she smiled at Mac as he tried to cross his legs to hide his erection.
On the telephone was one of Mac’s men, Henry. He wanted to know when Mac would need him.
“Uh… uh… I’ll probably need you tomorrow,” he said breathlessly.
“Is everything okay Mac,” Henry asked when he heard his labored breathing.
“Yes, everything’s fine. I just got back from my jog. I’ll talk to you tomorrow morning.”
“Okay boss. Bye.”
“Okay Henry. Bye.” Mac hung up the phone and fell back on the bed letting out a deep breath.
*****
It was almost 9 P.M. when Mac finally sat down to dinner. Angela had fixed Mac’s favorite meal: roast beef and potatoes. Tess declined to eat with them and instead went down to the clubroom to “study” with Randy. That suited Angela fine.
They had a quiet dinner, with candlelight. Angela had worn a soft silk dress that was cut low on her chest and clung to her body. She couldn’t wear any underwear because it would definitely show through. Besides, she loved the way the silky material clung to every curve of her otherwise naked body.
When dinner was done, Mac helped Angela with the dishes and then they took a glass of wine into the living room.
Mac sat on the sofa. Angela sat close to him on the end of the sofa and curled her legs up under her, exposing a good portion of her thighs in the process.
Angela noticed that Mac seemed very nervous. She surmised that it was because of her and she smiled to herself.
The two of them made small talk for sometime. Eventually, Angela was feeling comfortably warm after drinking half the bottle of wine.
However, Mac became uncomfortable when Angela looked at him and then took his glass of wine and sat it on the table with hers. “Do I scare you Mac?” she asked as she dropped a hand to his thigh.
“Yes.” he answered truthfully.
Angela laughed. “Didn’t you win a couple of metals in the Army and citations for valor in the police department?”
“Uh… yes,” he said wondering how she knew that.
“My, my, a war hero and cop scared by a 110 pound woman?” she said with an incredulous smile as she moved closer to him.
“Angela, this is crazy. The Judge is my friend and he asked me here to take care of you and Tess.”
“I know. So why aren’t you taking care of me?” she said as her hand slowly moved up his leg. Her smile changed as her hand found the tent in his pants.
Mac looked at her hand as if there was nothing he could do to stop her. “That’s not what he meant.”
“Are you sure?” she asked, squeezing his now pulsing shaft.
Suddenly, Mac was speechless. No he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t sure of anything anymore. Then, before he knew what was happening, Angela’s lips were pressed to his. Suddenly, he was lying on his back with Angela practically on top of him, her lips pressed hard to his open mouth.
Mac squirmed beneath Angela. He could feel his hard penis pressing to her stomach as her breasts mashed against his chest. While he wanted desperately to resist, he was only human. With a moan, his hands touched the soft silk material covering Angela’s buttocks. He squeezed and heard her moan into his mouth. Slowly his hands slid down until they reached the hem. It was Mac’s turn to moan as his strong hands found the back of her soft thighs and began to move upward, taking the silky material with them. Mac’s penis lurched in his pants when his fingers confirmed that Angela wasn’t wearing panties. Suddenly, his hands were filled with the soft flesh of her bare ass.
When Angela broke the kiss and came up for air, Mac gasped, “God, Angela!” He looked into her eyes and could see that they were burning with lust. I have to stop this, he thought but yet he still opened his mouth when her lips pressed to his again.
Tess stood in the doorway to the living room, watching the two on the sofa. She had a perfect view of her mother lying on Mac, her dress over her bare buttocks and Mac’s hands squeezing her soft flesh. Her own dripping vagina began to pulse. Finally she said, “Hummmmm!” When there was no response, she did it louder. “Hummmmmmmm!”
Mac heard the sound the second time and practically threw Angela from his body. He sat up, his face red and his breath coming in gasps. “We were… we were,” Mac started to say but then he was at a loss for words. He looked to Angela for help. Angela sat beside him slightly flustered, trying to pull her dress over her almost naked lower half. Still, she was nowhere near as upset as Mac thought she should be.
Tess smiled and said, “Mom, where is the tape of our trip to Europe? Randy wants to see it.”
Angela was a bit perturbed at Tess's interruption but she knew that she shouldn’t have taken it so far in the middle of the living room anyway. She sighed and said, “It’s in your father’s study, on his desk.”
“Thanks,” Tess said with a smile, then turned and left the frustrated couple. She couldn’t suppress a little giggle as she walked away.
“Uh… Angela, I have a few things to do then I’m going to bed. It’s been a very busy day,” Mac said, relieved by Tess's interruption.
“Fine,” Angela said, with a tinge of anger in her voice. Angela was beginning to get frustrated. She was using all her womanly wiles on Mac but so far, he was resisting nobly. “Goodnight,” she said and walked out of the room, leaving Mac sitting on the sofa breathing heavily. Then a little smile crossed her lips as she walked up the stairs. She would pay Tess back for being a smart aleck. Maybe she had lost a battle, but certainly not the war.
Mac sat on the sofa for a long time, thinking. It was obvious that both women were doing everything they could to seduce him. If the situation was different and he was working for someone that he didn’t know, he would have already had both women in bed. However, this was the wife and daughter of a man who was a father figure to him. A man to whom he owed his life. The Judge had helped him to get into business and loaned him money. Yet, he had left him here to fend for himself. Does he know what was going on? Mac asked himself. Was this some crazy conspiracy? He shook his head in disbelief and got up slowly from the sofa. I’ll just check the cameras and go to bed. Tomorrow everything will be clearer, he thought wishfully.
Chapter 9
It was after midnight when Mac entered his control room. The room was glowing with the light from the computer terminals. Mac sat down and keyed commands into the keyboard. He checked each camera on the perimeter, scanning the area for any suspicious movement. When he saw nothing, he checked the sensors and found no unusual readings. Finally, he switched to the cameras inside the house, more as a system check than concern that he would see something. He was about to shut the camera down, his finger on the ‘enter’ button, when he saw some movement in the foyer. He was relieved to see Tess and her boyfriend. Again, he started to shut the camera down when he saw Tess push Randy against the wall and kiss him passionately, pressing her body to his. His finger was still on the ‘enter’ button when he saw Tess move her hand between them. Mac’s heart began to race. He knew that he shouldn’t be spying but the activity on the sofa with Angela had left him very excited.



Mac watched as Randy’s hands reached around and grasped the cheeks of Tess's ass. He squeezed and then his hands slipped under the tight leg band of her cotton shorts. Suddenly, his hands were under the material on her bare flesh. Mac knew what that felt like as he remembered his hands caressing Angela in the same way just a short time before.
Tess glanced at the camera at the top of the stairs. She saw a little red light blinking and smiled to herself. She turned back to Randy and pressed her hand to his already hard penis. They had been making out on the sofa for a long time. However, Tess had resisted all of his advances, giving him only a quick feel of her here and there. She wanted to save the best for last.
“God Tess, you’re driving me crazy. What’s with you tonight?” Randy hissed, his fingers slipping between her legs until he could feel the beginnings of her swollen sex. Tess isn’t normally a “prick tease,” Randy thought. Generally she was good for a little finger action and maybe a blow job. However, for some unknown reason, she had resisted him all night.
“Nothing’s wrong with me that a little suck on this wouldn’t cure,” Tess said, squeezing Randy’s penis. “Ohhhh!” she gasped as one of Randy’s fingers found her wet hole. She spread her legs, letting him move his finger into her. Her hips began to move as the finger wormed its way deep into her warm hole. But then, she suddenly pushed his fingers away and quickly reached between them to pull his zipper down.
“Tess, we’re in the hallway! Your mom’s just upstairs,” Randy whispered in a panicked voice. However, he didn’t protest too hard. He had been dating Tess for a couple of months and while they hadn’t had intercourse, they had done almost everything else. Still, Randy wanted more and knew that it was just a matter of time. But Tess had been a tough one for him. She didn’t just roll over because of his good looks. It was a sweet challenge for him if not totally frustrating.
“Shhhhh,” Tess whispered as she pulled the zipper all the way down and reached inside to grasp his hard penis. Slowly, Tess began to slide down his body.
Randy looked up the stairs and saw that it was dark. He figured Tess's mother had probably gone to bed. However, he didn’t know about that Mac guy. He could be anywhere. Then, all of his concerns were forgotten. “Oh God,” Randy moaned as Tess took the head of his penis into her warm mouth. He reached for her soft hair and pulled her head toward his crotch.
Angela had just walked to the top of the stairs when she saw Tess and Randy in the foyer. She moved back into the shadows and watched. A smile crossed her face as she watched her daughter suck her young boyfriend. It wasn’t the first time she had spied on her.
Mac’s eyes were opened wide as he watched the two in the foyer. He was already convinced that Tess was sexually active, however, he never expected to see her sucking her boyfriend in the middle of the foyer.
His finger twitched on the ‘enter’ key, knowing he should shut the camera down. However, he couldn’t bring himself to exert the little bit of force necessary. He watched transfixed as the teenager licked and sucked her boyfriend with surprising skill.
When Mac’s finger finally moved, it was to zoom the camera closer and turn up the microphone. Now he had a very close view of Tess's lips circling the head of Randy’s penis. His excitement increased as he watched her pull it from her mouth and lick it like a lollipop.
Tess moaned and made a show of licking Randy. Occasionally, she would glance at the camera to make sure the light was still blinking. She also saw the shadow at the top of the stairs and knew that Mac wasn’t the only person watching. Her heart raced as she began to put on a show for her audience.
Then, as Mac watched in total amazement, Tess pushed her head down, forcing Randy’s penis all the way down her throat until her lips were buried in his pubic hair.
“Oh God baby, you’re going to make me cum,” Randy gasped, unable to resist Tess when she took him all the way into her throat. She was the only girl that he knew who could do that. He bet that she would be just as good when he finally went all the way.
Tess let his penis stay deep in her throat until she felt like she was going to gag and then she pulled back. As the saliva-coated penis slipped from her mouth, she used her hand to jerk the shaft rapidly. She looked up and smiled at him before covering the head with her lips again. When she felt Randy tense, she pulled his penis from her mouth again. She smiled at the expression of pleasure on his face as her hand continuing to move on the shaft. Then she opened her mouth wide, holding the penis close but not inside.
Randy looked down and gasped. She was jerking him off into her open mouth! he thought. That vision was all it took. “Ohhhhhh,” he moaned and bucked his hips. He could feel his load rushing up the shaft.
Suddenly, Tess squealed as the head of Randy’s penis pulsed and a huge gob of his cum shot out, catching her in the forehead. Quickly she aimed the head lower, catching the second shot in her open mouth. She barely had time to swallow before another one filled her mouth. Damn, she thought, the teasing must have really worked him up. She swallowed and her mouth filled again. Finally, when the force of Randy’s climax began to lessen, Tess took the head into her mouth and sucked.
“God, that was incredible,” Randy gasped as he smiled down at Tess. He could see his cum beginning to run down her forehead. “Sorry,” he said sheepishly.
“No problem… I loved it,” Tess said and scooped some of the white juice from her forehead and stuck it into her mouth.
Angela took one last look and rushed back to her room, her crotch pulsing with need.
Mac was practically shaking with excitement as he watched the scene on the screen in front of him. It was one of the most exciting things he had ever witnessed. He almost climaxed in his pants when he saw Tess take the cum-covered finger into her mouth. Was she looking at the camera when she did that? he wondered. Could she have known that the camera was on? Finally, he hit the enter key to shut the terminal down and the screen went dark. Then he got slowly up and walked out into the hallway toward the bathroom. He heard a whimper, almost a moan from the direction of Angela’s room. Suddenly, he was concerned that someone had gotten into the house as he was watching Tess. At least that was what his sexually fogged brain told him.
Angela was lying on the bed with the covers pushed down. She had her nightgown pulled up and her legs spread. Her hand was moving a large vibrator between the swollen lips of her vagina. “Oh yes, oh yes, ahhhhh!” she moaned as she moved the large object in and out. Suddenly, she could see the light in the hallway and a shadow. Instinctively, her legs moved a little wider and her hips lifted up.
When Mac peeked into the room, he gasped. He had a perfect view from the foot of the bed, directly between Angela’s legs. He watched for some time, trying to pull himself away. Then he heard her moan again and gasp, “Fuck me Mac. Oh God, fuck me hard.” Mac gasped as he heard his name. His already hard penis throbbed in his pants.
Angela worked the large dildo into her stretched hole rapidly, her hips lifting off the bed. It was doubly exciting knowing that Mac was watching her. That, combined with watching the scene in the foyer, brought her climax on very quickly. Finally, Angela moaned and squeezed her legs together as her long-awaited climax rushed through her.
Mac watched as Angela writhed on the bed in pleasure. Then, he backed away and slipped into the bathroom. He was almost shaking as he took a quick shower, fighting the urge to masturbate. He hadn’t done that since he was a kid. Yet, the events of this day were bringing him to the brink.
Tess kissed Randy goodbye and hurried back into the house. She went to her room and stripped. Then she looked into her dresser for something to wear. She put on a white corset that her mother had given her. It was tight on her waist and the bra cups were under-wired to push her already large breasts upward. She added a pair of white nylons and clipped them to the attached garter straps. Finally, she covered it with a see through robe. When she stuck her head out of her bedroom, she saw that the bathroom door across from Mac’s room was closed, so she waited and listened.
Mac left the bathroom quietly. He noticed that Angela’s door was now closed and thought that was strange. He shook his head and went into his room. He stripped off his clothes and crawled naked into his bed, his penis still throbbing. It hadn’t diminished a bit in the shower. His mind kept wandering back to the scene in the foyer and what he had witnessed in Angela’s bedroom. Suddenly, he moaned and reached down and grasped his penis. He couldn’t take it anymore. His hand began to move up and down on the shaft rapidly as visions of Tess and Angela swirled in his head. He knew that it wouldn’t take long to climax. A few seconds later, he was about to climax when the door to his room suddenly opened. Mac jumped in surprise, almost ready to dive for his pistol. Then, he saw Tess standing in the doorway with a stuffed animal in her hand. The light from the hallway silhouetted her body under the thin gown.
Tess smiled when she saw the obvious bulge under the blanket. Slowly she walked over to the bed and looked down at Mac.
“Tess… what are… you doing here?” Mac gasped in embarrassment. He saw her eyes move down to the tent in his blanket. Although Tess couldn’t see his hand, he quickly pulled it from his hard penis like he was a little boy that had been caught masturbating. He wasn’t a little boy but he certainly had been caught masturbating.
“I was scared. I thought I heard something,” Tess said like a small child. “You don’t mind if I snuggle up with you, like we used to do,” Tess said.
“Tess… no, it’s not…” Mac tried to protest. However, before he could stop her, she had slipped her top off.
Mac gasped as he saw the young girl in her corset and nylons. She didn’t look so young anymore. His eyes scanned her firm breasts and then drifted to her swollen vagina. He moaned when he saw a trickle of her juice run down her thigh.
Tess let him look for a while before she quickly slipped under the blanket and into his bed. “Ohhhhh, you sleep naked,” she said as she pushed her body next to him.
Mac was frozen with panic. He was about ready to push her out of his bed when she pressed her almost naked breasts to his side and snuggled close to him. She placed her hand on his chest as her head lay on his shoulder. Slowly, her hand began to move downward. Still, Mac couldn’t move as it crossed his stomach and to his pubic hair. He felt like he was going to climax as her hand wrapped around his pulsing rod. “Jesus,” Mac moaned as her warm hand circled him.
“Oh my,” Tess said when she felt his bare penis for the first time in her young life. It felt big when she had caressed it through his jogging shorts but now it felt positively huge. “God, you’re big,” she said with amazement in her voice, no longer acting like a little girl.
“Tess… you have… have to get… out of heeeeerrreee!” Mac struggled to say but Tess's working hand made him catch his breath.
“I’ve got to see it,” Tess said and sat up abruptly and pushed the blanket off their bodies. “Oh my God,” she gasped when she saw the long pole pulsing in her hand. “It’s gorgeous,” she said almost to herself as she began to move her body.
“Oh Tess,” Mac moaned helplessly. He knew that he was lost as he felt Tess's soft hair sliding down his chest and her warm breath on his skin. Then her tongue came out and began to lick down his body.
Tess tickled his skin, stopping to circle his navel. She could feel his penis pulsing and leaking juice across her fingers. She turned her head to look at his penis now inches from her face. Tess's eyes grew as big as saucers as she drew closer to the leaking shaft in her hand. When she was close enough, she stuck out her tongue and licked a clear drop of liquid as it bubbled from the slit and began to roll down the shaft. “Mmmmm,” she moaned in excitement when she tasted his sweet juice for the first time. Then she opened her mouth and covered the head.
“Ohhhhh!!!” Mac moaned in surrender, as the young girl took the head of his swollen penis into her wet mouth. His hands went to the back of her head and began to gently push her down.
Tess would have smiled but her mouth was full. She let Mac push her downward until the large head was at the breach of her throat. She gasped and gagged, pulling away slightly. However, she immediately moved back down, taking more of the shaft into her throat. Tess took pride in her oral abilities. She had honed them over the last several years. The boys in high school would line up to go out with her. During her high school days, she had sucked off plenty of boys but none had been this large or wide.
“Tess, Tess, Tess,” Mac groaned over and over. His head began to move back and forth as if he was trying to say “no”. However, his hips moved up as if he were saying “yes.” He knew this was so wrong, however, he was helpless to stop it. He couldn’t believe the incredible feeling of having his penis sliding down her throat. It was a first for him.
Tess pushed her head down again, taking several more inches into her throat. However, again she gagged and had to pull back. Suddenly, it had become a challenge to her. There had never been one she couldn’t take and she wasn’t about to fail now. She took a deep breath and tried to relax her throat. She pushed again.
“Oh Jesus, oh God,” Mac moaned when he felt his penis slide into her throat and her lips touch his balls.
Tess felt a thrill of pride and satisfaction as her lips touched Mac’s pubic hair. She held him there, letting her throat get used to the large shaft. She could feel him pulsing in excitement. Slowly, she pulled back, letting the now wet shaft slip out of her throat and then her mouth. She turned and gave Mac a smile; her lips dripping saliva with strings still attached to his penis. Quickly, before he could protest, she moved around until she was kneeling between his legs. She held the long penis straight up and placed both hands around the shaft. There was plenty of room left for a third hand. The look on her face was one of worship. She moved her hands up the shaft, squeezing as she went. A large bubble of pre-cum juice squeezed from the slit. A whimper came from her throat as she bent and licked it off. Then, she opened her mouth and took his penis inside again.
Now Mac looked down and had a perfect view of the pretty girl sucking him. Her lips were stretched impossibly wide and there was saliva dripping from the corners. He watched in fascination as she slowly took the shaft deeper and deeper. His eyes closed momentarily in pleasure as his entire penis disappeared. Then, his hips began to move as Tess began to work her mouth up and down.
Occasionally, Tess would take the shaft out of her throat, leaving only the head in her mouth. Then she would move slowly back down, looking at Mac as the entire shaft disappeared. Her eyes would close in pleasure and satisfaction each time the large head would slip down her throat.
Within minutes, Mac thought he was going to explode. However, each time he felt that he was going to climax, Tess would stop her movements and take the head out, holding it inches from her open mouth. Then she would smile and take him deep again.
Finally, Mac was almost mad with the need to climax. He grabbed Tess's head and pulled her down to his penis, almost harshly. When his penis was in her throat to the hilt, he lifted his head and let out a moan. “Oh God,” he hissed as he looked at the top of Tess's head and felt her throat muscles working on him. The room began to spin around him.
Tess was lost in a sea of delight. This was something she had dreamed about for many years. It was hard for her to believe that she actually had Mac’s penis in her mouth and he was about to cum. Then, she felt Mac’s balls tighten and his sperm begin to move up the shaft. However, like in her fantasy, she wanted to taste him and wrenched her head back until just the head was in her mouth.
“Oh God, Tessssss!!!” Mac moaned as his penis throbbed and began to squirt his sperm into her waiting mouth.
Another moan escaped her lips as her mouth quickly filled with his thick cream. She swallowed quickly and sucked for more. His penis pulsed and squirted over and over, until she couldn’t contain it all. His sperm ran from her lips and down the shaft, pooling in his pubic hair. Finally, the stream slowed until she felt that he was done. However, when she let the head slip from her mouth, it pulsed again, shooting a string of juice into her face. She giggled and covered the head with her lips, squeezing the shaft in a milking fashion.
Mac finally opened his eyes and watched the pretty teenager sucking his rapidly wilting penis. Then, she pulled her mouth from him, looked up and licked cum from her lips. Mac thought for a second about letting her suck him hard again however, before that happened, she got off the bed, smiled at him, and walked out of the room.
Mac watched the sexy cheeks of her bare ass sway back and forth. When she looked over her shoulder and smiled at him, he felt his penis twitch with life again. Then, she was gone.
Suddenly, the room was quiet. There was just the hint of the smell of her left. Mac wondered if it was all a dream. Maybe my fantasies are getting out of hand, he thought. He almost hoped that was what had happened. Then, he saw the stuffed animal that Tess had left on the bed and a little moan of remorse escaped his lips.
Chapter 10
When Mac came down to breakfast the following morning, Angela was cooking eggs and sausage and Tess was sitting at the table wearing a long tee shirt as her nightgown. He felt his face flush with embarrassment as he looked at Tess.
“Good morning Mac,” Angela said turning around to look at him. “Have a seat, I’ll have some more sausages and eggs ready in a second. Tess has been eating like she hasn’t had food in a week,” she laughed. “How did you sleep?”
“Uh… very well thank you,” he answered looking at Tess again.
Tess sat quietly, smiling. When Angela wasn’t looking she picked up a link sausage on her fork and put the end into her mouth, moving it in and out sensuously. Then, she pushed it almost all the way down her throat.
Mac’s face turned red as he saw the obscene gesture. When he felt a twinge in his groin, he knew that he had to get out of the house for the day. He turned to Angela and said, “I’m going to have one of my guys come over and stay with the two of you today. I have some things that I need to check on. I’ll be out most of the day. Do either of you need to go out today?” Mac asked as Angela served him a large helping of scrambled eggs and sausages.
“I just need some things from the store. I’ll give you a list,” Angela said sitting down at the table.
Tess smiled and said, “Randy’s bringing over some school work so I’ll be in the clubroom with him most of the day.” Then Tess got up and said, “I’m going to get dressed. Bye Mom. Bye Uncle Mac.” She bent over and kissed Mac’s cheek and hurried off.
After Tess left, Mac finished eating and then sat quietly drinking coffee and secretly watching Angela as she ate. She is beautiful, even in the morning without makeup, he thought. Her soft blond hair hung to her shoulders and the morning sunlight made it almost shine. There were a few fine wrinkles around her eyes but otherwise she looked ten years younger than her age. She had on a peach colored silk kimono robe that hung slightly open at the chest and came to her knees. He felt his heart flutter as he continued to stare at her.



“What?” Angela said when she saw Mac staring.
Mac was startled. He had been lost in his assessment of the pretty woman. “Uh… nothing. I was just looking at you,” Mac answered, embarrassed at being caught.
“Why, do I have food on my face?” she asked with a smile.
“No… no… you look beautiful!” he blurted.
“Thank you,” she said quietly.
The two fell silent again until Angela looked troubled.
“What’s the matter?” Mac asked.
“Oh, I don’t know, it’s just all that has happened recently. Do you really think someone will try to hurt us?”
Mac hesitated, considering his answer. He didn’t want to scare her; yet, he also didn’t want her to take chances. “I hope not Angela. However, we can’t take the chance. There is really no downside to being cautious.”
“I guess you’re right. But, I’m more worried about Jason.”
“Don’t be. The police will take good care of him. I’m sure he’ll be fine,” Mac assured her and then he stood up. “Well, I have to get going.”
Angela got up as well. As Mac passed her, she grabbed his arm and then stepped toward him for a hug. She pulled him close and placed her head on his chest. “Mac, please be careful.”
“I will,” Mac said, clearly nervous at the closeness.
“And Mac… thank you!” Angela said as she looked up at him. There were tears in her eyes.
Mac felt his lips being drawn to hers, his heart now pounding in his chest. “You’re welcome,” he said abruptly and pulled away. “Uh… you have my cell phone number. Call me if anything comes up.” Then, he turned and left Angela standing in the kitchen.
*****
Mac spent the day following leads. He knew all the right people on the street and with a little cash he got some valuable information. It seemed that the Judge was right and the rumors were true. There was a contract out and some out-of-town mobsters had picked it up. As soon as he got that information, he knew he had to get back to the house immediately. He tried not to break too many speed limit laws as he sped back to the house.
When he pulled up to the gates of the estate, he was relieved to see that everything looked normal. However, just in case, he parked the car and made a search around the perimeter of the fence. Nothing seemed to be out of order so he went up to the house. As he walked up the steps, Randy came out. He had a big smile on his face. Mac had a pretty good idea why. He had been in the basement all day with Tess. He acknowledged the young man with a brief word of hello and then entered the house. He saw Henry sitting in the foyer and said hi.
Henry was his best security man. Besides being a military veteran, he was intimidating, standing six foot four with two hundred and fifty pounds of sheer muscle. The fact that he was black and shaved his head made him look positively frightening.
“Is everything okay?” Mac asked.
“Everything’s cool boss.”
Mac sighed with relief.
“Do you need me anymore?” the large black man asked.
“No. Thanks Henry. Be here tonight to pick up Angela.”
“Anytime boss. I’ll be here by eight,” Henry said with a smile and then left.
Angela was in the living room playing the piano when he came in. She was absorbed in her play so he quietly took a seat. He watched her long fingers and soft hands move sensuously over the keyboard. He was impressed with her talent as he listened to her expertise on the piano. When the song ended, he clapped his hands.
“Oh,” Angela said, startled. “I didn’t know that you were home. How long have you been sitting there?”
“Long enough to know that you play wonderfully.”
“Thank you!”
Just then, Tess came walking into the room. She had on a blue cheerleader’s outfit. The skirt was short with blue and white pleats. On top, she had a matching sweater with the school’s letters. In her hands she had two pom-poms.
“Oh Uncle Mac, I’m glad you’re home. I can show you some of my cheerleading moves.”
“Tess, I have a lot to do,” Mac said, not wanting to have to watch the sexy teenager bounce around the room.
“Oh please… please, it will only take a minute.”
“Well, I’ve seen all her moves already,” Angela said with an indulgent smile. “I’ll go get supper started.”
Mac watched Angela leave and a sudden dread came over him. The last thing he needed was to look at Tess in her skimpy cheerleader’s outfit. However, he was trapped.
“Now sit still for a minute,” Tess said with a smile. “You know, cheerleading is more gymnastics than anything else in college nowadays. We have to practice all kinds of moves that require a lot of dexterity. Watch,” Tess said and proceeded to do a split, holding her pom-poms pressed to her hips.
It almost hurt Mac to watch her slide her legs apart as her body slowly descended to the floor. When she was as far down as she could go, her legs were stretched out from her body and her small dress barely covered her thighs. Then she flexed her muscles and, without using her hands, came back to a standing position.
Mac was impressed. That took quite a bit of strength. He applauded lightly and smiled. Then he watched as she went through a few other moves, each time stopping to get his approval. This isn’t so bad, Mac thought. However, no sooner had that thought crossed his mind then Tess turned away from him. She spread her legs and bent over, touching her toes. Mac gasped as he was staring at her bare vagina and ass cheeks. “Tess!” he almost screamed, trying to keep his voice under control.
Tess straightened up and looked at Mac across her shoulder. “Oh goodness, I must have forgotten to put my panties back on. Oh well, that doesn’t hurt anything.” With that, Tess turned and went to her knees in front of Mac and then bent backward. When her shoulders were on the floor behind her, the little dress pulled up until her crotch was revealed again.
Mac stared with his mouth open.
Then Tess pushed her hips up, placing her weight on her hands behind her head and lifting her torso until only her feet and hands touched the ground. The skirt no longer hid anything.
The young girl’s smoothly shaved vagina was displayed almost obscenely to Mac. In spite of his reluctance to stare, he couldn’t pull his eyes from the wanton display. The position that she was in forced her pubic mount up and out, displaying her inner lips. They were already swollen and very wet. Mac sucked in his breath and his penis throbbed in his pants.
After several long moments, Tess began to do a walk over, almost bending her back double, until she flipped over and was on her feet again.
When she saw Mac still staring with his mouth open she smiled and said, “Well, what do you think?”
“Uh… uh…” Mac muttered.
“Watch,” she said without waiting for an answer and began to do cartwheels, her skirt flying above her bare crotch and ass.
Mac sat in stunned silence. .
“See how flexible I am?” Tess said and then put one leg up on his chair bending her head to her ankle.
Now Mac had an even closer view of her bare vagina. It was obvious that she had been sexually excited recently. She must have been having sex in the clubroom! he thought.
“Dinner’s ready,” Angela called from the kitchen.
Mac practically jumped up in relief. Then, he rushed toward the kitchen.
Tess smiled and followed him.
Dinner was wonderful, as usual. Angela was an expert cook. She had the money to have maids and cooks but she preferred to do it herself. It was her way of never forgetting where she came from.
Tonight, Angela wasn’t eating though. She reminded Mac that she has a charity function to attend. She belonged to a woman’s organization that supported abused women and she was getting an award for her service. Mac had arranged for Henry to accompany her. Now, when he realized that he would be home with Tess alone, he regretted not taking her himself.
After dinner, Angela dressed and left. Mac tried to make himself scarce. He spent time outside checking the security system and took his evening jog. When he came back inside, he didn’t see Tess. He was relieved and hurried to his room. Then he went in and to take a hot shower. As soon as he stepped into the bathroom he saw it.
Lying on the counter was a slip of blue material. He walked over and looked down. His hand was trembling as he picked up the silky material. Embroidered on the panties was ‘Tess’ in red letters. At first he thought they were the missing panties from her cheerleader's outfit, but he realized that they were far to small for her to wear under her short skirt. Then he gasped when his fingers felt something wet. He turned the material over and saw that the crotch was soaked and realized that Tess must have had these on very recently. He also knew that she had obviously left them there for him to find. With a moan he brought the wet material to his nose and took a deep breath. Then like some adolescent boy, he sucked the material into his mouth, tasting her sweet juices. His hands were trembling as he brought the panties to his raging erection and wrapped them around it, a moan escaping his lips. When he looked in the mirror, he got a shock. He saw a mature man getting ready to masturbate with a teenaged girl’s panty. He groaned, mentally chastising himself and pulled the panties from his penis.
Mac shook his head in disgust before he wrapped a towel around him and opened the bathroom door. Then, he looked both ways down the hall for Tess. Seeing that it was clear, he hurried to his room, backing inside with a sigh of relief, still holding the panties in his hand. However, his relief was short lived. When he turned around, he almost gasped. Tess was sitting on the bed. She still had her cheerleader’s outfit on and was leaning back with her legs spread, forcing her little skirt high on her legs, her still bare vagina peeked from between her thighs.
Tess smiled at Mac and slowly pulled her sweater up until both breasts were bare. “I can see that you like my panties but you never told me if you liked my outfit,” Tess said with a pout.
“Tess, for God’s sake,” Mac moaned as he looked at the half naked teen. “This is crazy.”
“I know. I’m crazy about you,” Tess said as she looked at the growing bulge in Mac’s towel and the panties in his hand. “And, I think you feel the same way about me.”
Mac could feel anger rising inside. She had teased him unmercifully since he had been in the house. She knew what she was doing to him and how wrong it was. He was at the breaking point.
All right you little bitch, if that’s what you want! Mac thought, his anger raging. Slowly, he began to move toward Tess. When he was a couple of feet from her, he reached down and ripped the towel off and threw it in the corner, standing naked before her. Have a good look, he thought as he stood with his legs spread and his hips pressed forward, his penis bobbing and pulsing with his rapid heartbeat.
Tess gasped as she looked at his now fully erect penis. It looked even larger than the other night. Slowly, her eyes scanned his hard body, taking her time and noting every curve. She looked at him like men often look at women, like her eyes were mentally raping him. She loved his strong chest and rippled stomach. However, what stuck out in front was his best feature. She watched transfixed as he moved closer to her.
Mac wrapped the panties around his penis. As if it was in slow motion, his penis bobbed up and down and from side to side, a large drop of clear liquid beginning to trickle from the slit. By the time he was standing in front of her, there was a long string of clear juice hanging from the tip.
Mac stood with his hands on his hips. “Is this what you wanted,” he hissed as he moved the silky panties slowly up and down the shaft. Then, he waited for a reaction from Tess. When she looked up at him, he thought he saw a little fear in her eyes. Good! he thought and figured she was about to run out of the room screaming. When she didn’t he said, “Suck it you little prick tease!” That should do it, he thought.
Tess's eyes were wide as she stared at the throbbing shaft in front of her face. Slowly, her head moved forward and her mouth opened. When her lips closed around the large head, she moaned deep in her throat.
The teenager had called Mac’s bluff. He gasped as he watched her take his penis into her mouth, the panties hanging uselessly from the shaft now. He knew he should push her away but it felt too good. Instead, he placed his hands on the back of her head, pulling her forward. He watched, as she took more and more of the shaft into her mouth until the head was at the breach of her throat. Mac moaned.
With a deep intake of breath through her nose, Tess pushed forward, relaxing her throat and letting the large shaft disappear.
Without thinking, Mac pushed his hips forward and groaned in pleasure as he felt the young girl’s throat caress his shaft. He held Tess's head still for a second or two before he let her pull back to breathe. However, he quickly pulled her forward again, pressing his hips toward her mouth until her lips touched his churning balls. At this point, Mac was on the verge of losing control. He held her hair tightly, pulling her head forward and pumped his hips, literally “fucking” her mouth. He could hear her choking occasionally. However, instead of stopping him, it incensed him and he moved his hips faster.
Suddenly, Tess was having second thoughts about her attempt at seduction. For the first time she thought that she might have gone too far. She wasn’t sure she could control him anymore.
Mac pumped into her mouth until he felt a climax coming on. However, he wasn’t going to let her get away that easy. It took a lot of will power, but he pulled his penis from Tess's surprised mouth, leaving long strings of her saliva hanging from her lips and her gasping for breath. Her eyes were wide with fright. He looked down on her with almost uncontrolled lust in his eyes and then shoved her back on the bed. He quickly grabbed her legs and lifted them.
Tess squealed as her legs lifted high in the air, her heart pounding in her chest
For just a moment, Mac was ready to plunge into her as he looked at her swollen vagina.
And, Tess thought that he was going to do it. She began to tremble as she looked at the giant penis that was throbbing before her. It looked incredibly swollen and angry. She took a deep breath and then whimpered in surrender. Her legs opened submissively and her eyes closed, waiting for the inevitable.
Mac hesitated, suddenly coming to his senses. He couldn’t do it. It was too much like he was forcing himself on the young girl, too much like rape. Yet, he needed to teach her a lesson about teasing. Instead of plunging into her, he stepped back and knelt at her feet.
When Tess felt his movement, she opened her eyes and saw him kneeling between her legs. Her eyes opened wide again. She was suddenly relieved and disappointed at the same time. What is he going to do? she wondered as she watched him begin to kiss her thighs. She watched as his lips worked slowly up her thighs. It only took her a second to figure it out as his mouth neared her vagina. Her head began to spin in excitement. Neither Randy, nor any of her other boyfriends, had done this to her. Sure, she acted like she was experienced but in truth she had only dreamed of such a thing. Her breath started to come in great gasps. She could feel her crotch tingling and her juice literally pouring out as his mouth neared. Then his warm breath was on her swollen sex. She waited for what seemed like an eternity. “Ahhhhhheeeeee!!!" she screamed as Mac’s mouth found the wet lips of her sex.
Suddenly, Mac was surrounded in sensual delight. His mouth and nose were buried in the sweet flesh of this young girl and her warm thighs caressed his cheeks. He sucked the swollen lips into his mouth, savoring the cries of pleasure from above. His tongue pressed forward and slid deep into her willing hole. Juice was pouring from the excited young girl now. He held her thighs up so that he could have complete access to her swollen flesh. She tasted sweeter than any girl or woman he had ever eaten. The juice was like an aphrodisiac to him, stimulating his senses and making his penis pulse with excitement. Each time he pulled his tongue out, he pulled more of her sweet juice into his mouth. Then, he would suck and gently chew the tender inner lips.
Suddenly, Tess was going mad with pleasure. She had never felt anything so exciting. While she loved sucking him, it couldn’t compare to the pleasure she was feeling now. It felt like her soul was being pulled into Mac’s sucking mouth. “Ohhhh!!! Ahhhhh!!!” she hissed, unable to bring any words to her lips.
Mac took his time, using all his skill on the young girl. When he felt that she was getting close to climax, he would pull away. Then he would use his fingers to separate the fat inner lips as he licked his tongue up and down the slick skin. He smiled when he felt Tess grab his head and pull him tightly to her pulsing hole. Then suddenly, her legs clamped around his head, almost smothering him in her wet flesh.
“Oh God, oh God, eat me,” she moaned, suddenly finding her voice. “I’m going to… I’m going to… oh yesssss… Ohhhhhhhh!!!” Tess's body tensed and she lifted her hips from the bed. Her body began to shake as a tremendous climax ripped through her. It was like nothing she had ever experienced. Her eyes were closed tightly as her body shook with pleasure. She gasped for breath as one climax followed another and she thought the waves of pleasure were never going to stop.
Mac was surprised at the intensity of the young girl’s climax. Randy must not be that good at eating her, he thought as he continued to suck her until her body lay limp and quivering.
Finally, when Tess's hands and thighs fell from his head, he pulled back and stood up. His penis was almost bursting with need. One more lesson little girl, he said to himself. Before Tess could recover, he crawled up onto the bed, straddling her stomach, just below her still-exposed breasts.
Tess opened her eyes as she felt Mac move above her and place his hands on her breasts, squeezing them together. She smiled weakly as she watched him cover his shaft with the flesh of her breasts. The panties were still hanging from his shaft. As she watched, he began to move back and forth, the head of his penis sliding between her breasts and across her raised sweater toward her lips. When his balls touched the underside of her breasts, the head of his penis was a fraction of an inch from her lips. Without hesitation, she lifted her head and took him into her mouth. She sucked until he pulled back. However, his penis was soon back at her lips.
Mac watched his penis slide in and out of her breasts and then in and out of her mouth. When the pleasure got too much for him, he closed his eyes and moaned. As he pulled his penis through the warm flesh of her breasts, he suddenly felt his balls tighten. He wasn’t ready to climax yet but then he felt his sperm begin to rush up the shaft. He wanted it to last longer but the excitement of eating her and still tasting her juice on his lips was too much for him. Suddenly, before he could get the head back to her mouth, it pulsed and began to shoot his cum. Mac moaned half in frustration, as his cum splattered on Tess's surprised face. Then, a perverse thrill went through him as he watched string after string of his thick juice shoot from the head of his penis, covering the surprised girl’s nose, cheeks, mouth and chin.
Tess squealed in excitement and opened her lips, trying desperately to get the spitting head back into her mouth. Finally, she closed her lips around it, letting the remainder of his warm and thick sperm pool in her mouth. She swallowed and moaned as his cream slid down her throat. Now she knew that she could never get enough of his sweet juice.



As Mac’s penis started to shrink, the guilt began to grow. He watched his soft member slip from her mouth, leaving a dribble of sperm on her already covered chin. Mac slipped to the side and fell on the bed with his eyes closed. Somehow he couldn’t face the young girl and he chastised himself for losing control. His eyes remained closed when he felt the bed move and Tess get up.
Tess stood up and looked at Mac. When Mac opened his eyes, she reached down and pulled her panties from his soft penis. She smiled as she used the crotch to wipe his dripping sperm from her face.
Mac gasped when he saw her step into the panties and pull them up her legs. When they were tight to her crotch, she ran her finger up the slit, pressing the sperm covered material between her lips.
“I guess you liked my cheerleading outfit then,” Tess said with a smile and then left the room.
Mac’s moaned as he watched the sexy girl leave his room.
Chapter 11
The morning sun broke through the curtains and onto Mac’s sleeping face. Gradually his eyes opened. Suddenly, he realized that it was after eight A.M. He never slept this late. He jumped out of bed, put a robe on and hurried to the bathroom. When he looked in the mirror, it appeared that he had a hang over. His eyes were red and he looked haggard. He concluded that it was from the guilt and embarrassment he felt from losing control last night. Still, he could feel a twitch in his penis when he thought of Tess. He shook his head and then washed his face in cold water and took another shower. Then, he quickly dressed and slipped the shoulder strap of his holstered weapon over his head and fit it snuggly under his arm. It was funny but the pistol so close to his body always made him feel better. Almost like he was in control again. Then he thought about last night and he shook his head in dismay. These two women aren’t the enemy, he thought. They were two strong willed and incredibly sexy, but tiny women. How could he let things get so out of control?
When Mac walked into the kitchen, Tess and Angela were already eating breakfast.
“Well, it’s about time sleepyhead,” Angela said with a laugh.
“Sorry,” Mac said sheepishly. “I’m not sure why that happened. I’m always up before dawn.”
Tess took a bite of food to keep from smiling. Her eyes caught Mac’s with a knowing glance.
Angela asked, “So, what’s on the agenda for your prisoners today?”
“I’m sorry to keep you ladies cooped up but you can never be too careful.” Mac didn’t want to scare them with what he had learned yesterday. However, he felt that they were taking the situation too lightly.
“Come on Uncle Mac, can’t we go out somewhere and have some fun?”
Angela got up from the table and started to clear the dishes.
“Tess we’ve been over this…” Mac said and stopped in mid-sentence. As he stared through the large window, he saw a glint of reflecting light coming from the woods outside the fence. Suddenly he was on his feet and diving toward Angela. One second after he hit her, the glass in the breakfast room shattered and then a large mirror cracked behind them.
Tess screamed as she was splattered with flying glass.
“Get down,” Mac screamed to Tess. She fell out of the chair onto the floor as other things in the room began to explode. “Stay on the floor,” Mac ordered as he crawled across the floor until he reached the kitchen door. He turned and slid his cell phone across the floor to Angela. “Call 911. They’ll know what to do.” With that, Mac dove through the door to the outside deck as a silent round shattered the window in the door behind him. With a swiftness that came from years of experience, Mac rolled across the deck until he could dive off the edge and behind a row of hedges. In his planning, Mac had outlined a route for just such a contingency.
Angel and Tess huddled on the kitchen floor in each other’s arms, sobbing. The police said to stay put and they would be there in a few minutes.
Mac knew that he had to work fast or whoever was out there would get into the house. His mind worked quickly as he ran from the hedges to the woods. He figured that there were at least two shooters, one in back and one in front, but probably more. Now in the safety of the woods, he ran swiftly, his weapon in his hand. There was no fear in his actions. Experience had taken over and he was on automatic pilot.
He circled around the route he figured someone would take if they were trying to sneak up on the house. As he came out of the woods, he saw an SUV sitting off the road and hidden behind some bushes. He quickly noted that the vehicle could hold five people so he figured that was the maximum number he was dealing with. He approached the car carefully, looking around him then at the dirt on the ground. There were two sets of footprints on one side of the vehicle and two on the other. Four of them, he thought as he pulled a knife from his ankle sheath and slashed two of the tires.
Quickly, Mac moved to follow the footprints of two of the occupants of the car. He stopped suddenly when he saw a man with an automatic weapon standing with his back to him. He had apparently been left to guard the Jeep. As Mac approached quietly, he saw that the man was relieving himself. He unceremoniously hit him in the back of the head with the butt of his gun. He fell to the ground with a thud. Mac picked up the weapon. It was an AR 16, a weapon Mac was very familiar with. Mac holstered his pistol and looked down at the guy. He didn’t like it, but he had to leave the guy there. He hastily tied his hands behind his back with his belt. However, he knew that it wouldn’t hold him long.
Further into the woods, two men huddled together. “Did… gasp… did you… gasp… see where he went?” the brawny guy said to his partner as he gasped for breath.
“No, he disappeared into the woods. We better get Nick and get out of here. The cops will crawling all over this place any minute.”
“I think Nick was heading for the house.”
Mac crouched behind a tree, watching the two criminals talk. He couldn’t quite make out what they were saying. He picked up a large stick and threw it into the woods behind them.
Both men turned toward the sound at the same time and opened fire. The two weapons spit lead into the bushes, tearing limbs from trees and destroying the foliage. The silencers on the two weapons made a thud instead of a bang.
“Drop your weapons!” Mac yelled.
Both men turned toward Mac at the same time.
For Mac, it was like everything was happening in slow motion. He was as calm as he had ever been. The calmness was a result of years of training and discipline. It was why he had been a good cop and soldier. He watched with crystal clarity as both men raised their weapons. It only took Mac two shots with the AR 16 and both men were down with bullets in their chests.
From a distance, Mac heard the sirens and knew the cops would be there in a minute or two. However, he couldn’t wait. He figured that there was one criminal left and he could be in the house. Mac pulled his handgun from his holster and then smashed the rifle against a tree, rendering it useless. Then, he rushed back toward the house. He could see several police cars heading for the gate as he ran full speed through the woods and into the opening. While he knew that it was dangerous to be out in the open, he had no choice; it was the quickest route to the house. He ran with lightening speed across the grass, up the steps and into the house, hitting the button to open the security gate for the cops as he went. Mac turned the corner to the living room and looked through the door to the kitchen. He saw Tess and Angela still huddled on the floor and he sighed with relief. However, as he turned back toward the hall, he saw something out of the corner of his eye. He heard the thud and felt the hot lead as it grazed his cheek. In the same instant, he fired his handgun, catching the guy in the stomach and throwing him against the spiral staircase and then to the floor.
At the same moment, two cops burst through the front door with weapons drawn. Instantly, they saw the guy on the floor and Mac walking toward them with his weapon drawn. Fortunately, they knew Mac.
Mac looked at them and said in a calm voice, “Hi sarge!”
“What the hell is going on here?” the sergeant asked breathlessly.
“I think we found our contract killers. They took a shot at Mrs. Rhinehold and her daughter. They’re both okay,” he said nodding to the kitchen behind him.
Just then, Angela and Tess came up behind Mac.
“How many are there?” the sergeant asked still wary of the situation.
“There are two in the woods that are probably dead, one still unconscious, I think, near the car and this one here. I believe that’s all. But I can’t be sure.”
The sergeant used his radio to let the other officers know the situation. They radioed back that they had found the two dead guys and caught the other one trying to get away in the car with two flat tires.
“Roger that… thanks,” the sergeant said and then turned to Mac. “We’ll have them fan out around the place and check for anymore bodies.” A smile crossed his lips as he looked at his old friend. “You’ve still got it I guess.”
“I’m not sure sarge. I think I’ve lost a little in my reflexes,” Mac said as he reached for his bloody cheek. “If he had been a better shot…”
“Maybe so,” the sergeant said and both men laughed in relief.
The cops turned the victim on the floor onto his back. He was still breathing but losing a lot of blood. They radioed for a medavac.
Mac turned to Angela and Tess and smiled. Both of them looked frazzled and there was a look of shock on their faces.
“Your face,” Angela cried.
The long scrape on Mac’s cheek was dripping blood. He reached up and touched it again. “It’s nothing. I’ve had worse in bar fights.”
“Hurry, get me a wet towel,” Angela told Tess. Then she led Mac over to a chair and sat him down, using her dress to catch the blood dripping from his chin. Tess was back in a second with a wet towel. Angela used it to clean the blood from Mac’s cheek and neck. Fortunately, once the blood was gone, she could see that it was just a graze and wouldn’t require stitches. “We need to get a bandage on this. Come with me to the bathroom,” Angela said, pulling Mac from the chair and toward the upstairs bathroom.
“Angela, it’s nothing,” Mac complained. “I have to help check out the house.”
“The cops are here. They can take care of things now,” she said, dragging him up the stairs. “We need to get something on that.”
Mac sighed and said, “I’ll just add it to my collection of scars. Gives me character you know.”
“Well, it’s still bleeding and it’ll get infected if we don’t do something,” Angela said as she took Mac into the bathroom and had him sit in front of the vanity. Then, she knelt and quickly cleaned the wound, putting some antiseptic on it before covering it with a bandage. When she was done, she stayed at Mac’s feet and looked up at him as she took his hand in hers. There were tears in her eyes and she was trembling. “Mac, how can I ever thank you? You saved both of our lives.”
“It was my job,” Mac said, uncomfortable with the compliment. Suddenly, he felt like Roy Rodgers in a hokey western. “Ah shucks ma’am, weren’t nothing!” he said in an attempt at humor.
Angela brought his hand up and pressed it to her cheek, ignoring his humor. “Tess and I thought this was all a big joke. We never believed that anyone would really try to harm us. Thank God you took it seriously. No more games Mac. I’m so sorry.”
Mac was about to ask her what she meant by “No more games.” However, before he could ask, the sergeant came into the bathroom.
“Mac, we need you. We have a shit load… sorry ma’am… a lot of paper work to do with you.”
“All right, I’ll come down to the station with you. You’ll leave a few guys here?”
“How about ten. That should equal one of you,” the sergeant laughed.
*****
At police headquarters, Mac filled out all the forms, identified the perpetrators and told his story ten times. While it was a lot of work, it felt like old times at the station. Old friends came from everywhere to say hello and get the scoop, laughing and sharing their own war stories. Finally, the Captain pried him away from the crowd and arranged for him to go see the Judge.
Judge Rhinehold was gravely concerned when he had heard about the attempt on Angela and Tess's life. He had called Angela right away, hoping to settle her down. He was surprised to find her very calm. Her calmness actually helped to settle his nerves. However, when he thought of what could have happened… well, he didn’t really want to think about it. He knew that Angela or Tess might not have been alive if he hadn’t convinced Mac to watch over them.
When Mac walked into the room and saw Judge Rhinehold, he became concerned. He looked paler then the last time he saw him and he seemed to have lost weight in just the past few days.
The two men embraced and then the Judge ordered drinks for them as they sat in the living room. “How’s the cheek?” the Judge asked.
“It’s nothing.”
“I knew I was right about you all along,” the Judge said as they smoked a cigar and drank their brandies.
“I just got lucky,” Mac said, trying to make light of the situation.
“It was more than luck and you know it. Listen Mac,” the Judge said and stopped as he broke into a fit of coughing.
Mac got up quickly and started to pat him on the back.
“I’m alright. It’s these damned cigars. The doctor told me to quit smoking them.”
Mac started to say, “Why don’t you quit” but then he thought of the Judge’s admission of his shortened life span and stopped.
The Judge smiled at him and said, “It’s about the only thing I have left.” He sat back and looked at Mac. “I hope this trial doesn’t go much longer.”
The unspoken implication of that comment seemed to be that the Judge thought he might not make it to the end. Mac grew even more concerned.
Then the Judge continued. “I think after what happened today that they may cop a plea. Which I will accept but I want the district attorney to press for attempted murder. I think the DA’s got these guys now.”
The two men fell silent, drinking their brandy and smoking.
Quite a few brandies later, Mac said he had to get back. The Judge said he understood and led him to the door.
“Thanks again Mac. I owe you big time.”
“You don’t owe me anything Judge.”
They shook hands warmly and Mac walked out the door. He waved as he rode away in the squad car.
When he arrived home, it was after midnight and there were still four squad cars outside. The house was like a fortress now. Mac said hello to the cops outside, stopping to talk for a few minutes and then he went into the house. He was somewhat relieved to see that the upstairs was dark and the house was quiet. He went to his room and undressed and crawled into bed. However, when he tried to sleep, it was impossible; too much had happened and his mind was racing with the events of the day.
Mac was lying on his back with the covers down to his waist, his hands behind his head and his eyes closed when he heard the bedroom door open. He didn’t open his eyes because he knew it was Tess. While he dreaded it, he was also somehow relieved. He really didn’t want to be alone tonight.
He felt the blankets being raised and her naked body slip in the bed next to him. Then, he felt her breasts and warm body pressing to his side as she snuggled into his arm. Mac sighed and moaned “Tess,” as he felt her hand on his chest, slowly sliding down his body. However, his hands remained behind his head as if he were unable to move them. By the time her hand reached his penis, it was already hard. A sigh escaped his lips as she squeezed him. When he started to protest again, her lips pressed to his.
Suddenly, he opened his eyes and pushed her back. Something was very different about the kiss. “Angela,” he hissed in total surprise.
“Shhhh!” she said as her hand came up to caress his bandaged cheek. Then she drew his lips to hers again, pressing her tongue into his surprised mouth. When she pulled away, she whispered, “God Mac, I need you tonight.”
“Angela…” he moaned.
“No more games Mac. I need you to fuck me. Please fuck me,” she whispered, her hand pulling his face toward her again. “God, I’ve dreamed about this for three years,” she said and pressed her lips to his. Her hand moved back to his now throbbing penis. “I need this in me,” she said squeezing him for emphasis. “You know, it’s been almost three years since I’ve been fucked. And even then it wasn’t satisfying.”
“Angela,” Mac protested again but let her push him back again. Slowly, she began to kiss down his body. Mac reached for her head but he no longer tried to stop her, he simply held her head as it moved lower. “Ohhhh!” he moaned when her lips circled the swollen head of his penis. He could feel her tongue laving the head as her warm mouth enveloped him. Without a conscious thought, his hips began to push upward and his hands pushed her head downward.
Angela took as much as she could inside her mouth and then pulled back when she began to gag. “I can’t take you all the way in but I do other things pretty well,” she whispered, looking up at him.
A crazy thought went through Mac’s head. Could she be referring to Tess's ability to take him all the way? However, the thought was quickly gone as Angela began to lick him, running her tongue up and down the shaft. When her tongue reached the sensitive area just below the crown, she paused, flicking just the tip of her tongue against the stretched skin. It was such a light touch that it almost felt like he was imagining it. However, it continued until his legs began to twitch with pleasure. Then she abruptly stopped and moved down to his testicles. She opened her mouth and took one inside, gently sucking it as her tongue covered the wrinkled surface.
Mac was going mad with desire as she teased him.
She sucked the other large orb into her mouth before letting it slide out. Then she took one inside again. When both balls were dripping with her saliva, her tongue slid down and under to touch the skin just below.
Mac squirmed as she tickled the sensitive area and he twitched again in pleasure. “God Angela,” Mac moaned as he felt his twin sacks began to tighten. He felt like he was close to climax and she wasn’t even touching his penis. Then, Mac tensed as he felt her finger slowly begin to slide into his anal passage.
Angela smiled as she felt Mac tense. She pulled his penis to her mouth and sucked as the finger began to move in and out.
Now, Mac was gasping for breath as her finger massaged his swollen prostate. He was certain he was going to spill his seed when she abruptly pulled her finger from his clinching hole.
Angela moved back up his body, stopping to kiss the hot skin of his stomach and chest. When she was over him and her naked body pressed to his, she lifted one large, soft breast and brought it to his mouth. Now it was her turn to moan as Mac began to suck the hard nipple inside. When Angela felt she couldn’t take any more she removed that breast and fed him the other. Soon, she was squirming in need as she laid top of him. “Oh Jesus, fuck me! Fuck me now!” Angela gasped and flipped over onto her back, pulling Mac with her.
A second later, Mac was over Angela and her legs were spread wide. He bent his head to her and kissed her passionately, no longer able to pretend that he didn’t want it as badly as she did. He could feel her soft and warm flesh quivering under him. His penis lay throbbing on her stomach.
Finally, Mac lifted his hips until his penis slipped down and was barely touching her swollen vagina.
Angela reached down and grasped the large tool. She had never had anything so big in her before. That, plus the fact that it had been years since she had had a real penis, made her shiver with excitement and just a touch of fear. Then she had a moment of doubt as the swollen tip slipped between the fat outer lips of her already wet vagina. She spread her legs wider, letting Mac center his penis on her hole.



Mac hesitated one last time, knowing that there was no going back if he pushed forward one more inch.
Angela reached her hands to Mac’s buttocks. Her fingernails dug into his flesh painfully.
“Ahhhh!!!” they both screamed as his long penis slid into her body. However, it stopped with before it was all the way inside. Again, Mac hesitated. He didn’t want to hurt her. She felt so tight that he wondered if he was in her as deeply as he could go.
Angela bucked her hips upward and pulled again. “Give it to me!” she screamed.
Mac pushed hard.
“Ohhhhh!!!” she groaned as the last two inches slipped into her. Angela’s mouth opened as if to scream but nothing came out. Then, before she could catch her breath, Mac began to move.
“Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes!” Angela hissed.
“Oh Jesus Angela.” Mac’s lips caught hers. His hips began to move up and down in time with his probing tongue.
Within seconds, Angela began to tremble. She didn’t know where she was anymore, but she knew what she was doing. Then, suddenly, she gasped and moaned as a surprise climax overtook her. She shivered as she pulled Mac to her body. Her legs and arms were now around him, holding him prisoner and letting only his hips continue to move. The climax seemed to go on and on, taking her breath away. However, as soon as one climax stopped, another began. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before and was far better than the fantasy she had held in her mind for so many years.
Mac was delirious with excitement as well. He had been with many women since his wife died, but nothing compared to this. It felt like her vagina was sucking him into her. He could feel the inner walls squeezing him rhythmically with each of her climaxes. He lost count of Angela’s climaxes as his own need took over. Now, his hips began to pound into her, bringing grunts of pleasure from them both. Soon, the tightness of her warm hole took him over the edge. He opened his mouth to scream as his balls tightened. Suddenly, he was pouring everything he had into her. It felt like he hadn’t climaxed in months as he froze in pleasure, his penis buried as deep as it could go. Throb after throb sent his sperm into her welcoming hole until it began to overflow.
Finally, Mac collapsed onto Angela’s still trembling body. He gasped for breath as he lay heavily on her smaller form. As his penis began to soften, he could feel his sperm begin to trickle from her. Then, he heard Angela moan as it slipped all the way out of her. Minutes later, they were both asleep in each other’s arms.
It must have been two or three hours later when Mac awoke to kisses on his chest. He smiled when he opened his eyes this time. However, when Angela tried to kiss down his body again, he pushed her back whispering, “It’s my turn.” Slowly, he kissed down her body, stopping briefly to tease her hard nipples before he moved lower.
Angela screamed as Mac’s mouth covered her still sensitive hole. It took only a few minutes for her to begin to climax again. His mouth was everywhere on her at once, sucking and licking until she had to pull his head to her pulsing clit.
Mac smiled and sucked the large bump into his mouth, gently nibbling on it with his teeth. He was almost smothered as she pulled his face tightly into her squirming crotch.
Angela almost lost consciousness as her body trembled in pleasure. When her climax was over, she pulled Mac around until his penis was at her mouth in a 69 position. As she sucked him into her mouth, she sighed contentedly.
It was a warm and comfortable coupling this time. The passion was still there but the immediate need was gone. They lovingly sucked each other for a long, long time, until they climaxed and then fell into an exhausted sleep, both mouths at the other’s groin.
Chapter 12
When Mac awoke in the morning, he was lying with his head toward the foot of the bed. The bed was a mess, with the covers and sheets crumpled. The room smelled like sex. As his eyes focused, he saw that he was alone. However, he could still smell and taste Angela on his lips. His penis was pulsing already. He shook his head and stood up. There was a moment of dizziness before he got his balance and staggered to the bathroom for a shower. He looked at the clock and saw that it was almost 8:30. He had overslept again.
Mac came downstairs to the kitchen, refreshed after a long shower. He could smell fresh coffee and blueberry pancakes.
Angela was humming as she stood at the counter cooking breakfast. Tess was apparently not out of bed yet. The curtains were closed this time but the morning breeze coming through the broken windows made them sway gently.
Mac stood in the doorway and looked at the pretty woman. Her hair was still messed up. She wasn’t wearing any makeup and she had on an old housedress. However, he had never seen her look more beautiful. She was glowing.
Angela sensed Mac in the doorway and turned around to smile at him. “Have a seat, breakfast will be ready in a minute.”
Mac walked over and silently stood behind Angela. Then, he wrapped his arms around her waist, kissing her neck.
She shivered and leaned back into him.
Mac felt his penis growing, so he backed away and took a seat at the table. He hadn’t yet had the opportunity to assess what had happened last night. While he knew it was wrong, he resolved himself to the fact that he couldn’t deny his attraction for her. Or, for that matter her daughter. That bothered him but he knew that there wasn’t much he could do about it anymore; he knew that he was madly in love with Angela and probably had been for years. However, Tess was another matter. There was something there as well but it might have just been her youth and enthusiasm. He knew that he was still in a very dangerous situation.
“Where’s Tess?” he asked.
“She went shopping with a couple of the officers. The stuff you forgot to get yesterday,” Angela said as she walked over with a stack of pancakes. She placed the plate in front of him and then poured him a cup of hot coffee.
“Sorry,” he said for not getting her supplies. Then he thought of the grizzly cops going to the market with the young girl. “Those guys went shopping with her?” Mac asked in disbelief.
“They didn’t seem to mind. Especially with those little yellow short shorts Tess was wearing,” Angela said with a laugh.
“Oh,” Mac said as the vision of Tess's tight buttocks covered in a pair of skintight shorts flashed into his mind. He felt twitching in his pants and knew he had better think of something else. “Aren’t you going to eat?” Mac asked as he watched Angela sit down next to him without a plate in front of her.
“I already did.”
Mac began to eat like a starved man. He looked up and saw Angela staring at him. “You’re staring,” he said.
“I know. I just like to watch my hero.”
“Angela,” Mac said, his face turning red with embarrassment. He put down his fork. He sighed. “Angela, you… Tess and I… God, this is so crazy.” Mac wasn’t sure what he was going to say. He felt like he should tell her about Tess. Yet, he was worried about her reaction. How do you tell a mother that you have had oral sex with her daughter? Then again, maybe she already knew.
Angela knew what he was thinking. “Eat!” she said like it was an order.
Mac began to eat again. When he had cleaned his plate of the second helping, he sat back and looked at Angela again. He watched her get up from her chair and walk over to him. Then she turned to the side and sat on his lap as their lips came together. Almost immediately, he could feel himself getting hard.
Angela felt it and smiled. Then her face turned serious. “Mac, Tess and I are very close. There aren’t many secrets we keep from each other.”
Mac was about to ask what that meant but her lips captured his again. Her buttocks began to squirm on his lap.
Suddenly, Angela turned and straddled Mac, facing him. Then she lifted her body up, pulled her housedress up and pulled his zipper down.
Mac moaned in protest, turning to look at the door as if someone were about to come in.
“They’ll be gone for several more hours,” Angela said as she freed his throbbing penis. Then she casually slipped her housedress up to her waist and spread her legs above him.
“What about Mrs. Greeley?”
“She has the day off. Now shush!”
They both watched as she positioned his penis at her already wet hole and then let it slip inside slightly. She placed her hands on his shoulders and looked into his eyes. Slowly, she let her weight slip downward. Her eyes stared into his until they had to close in pleasure as inch after inch of the large shaft slipped into her body. It felt just as good as it had last night, she thought as the head stretched her walls until it hit bottom. Angela’s dress slipped down to cover their joined bodies.
Mac moaned as he felt her warmth surround him. All of her weight was centered on his buried penis.
Angela’s arms wrapped around his neck and her head went to his shoulder as her soft breasts pressed to his chest. They stayed like that for a long time, feeling each other’s hearts beating.
Mac could feel Angela’s tight vagina pulsing on his penis and her breasts moving up and down gently with her breathing. He shivered as her lips went to his ear and her tongue began to make little circles. Then she blew warm air on his wet skin.
“I’ve… never… had anything… so deep,” Angela whispered into his ear, finding it difficult to talk.
Mac wanted her to move on him but yet he didn’t want to end the closeness he was feeling at that moment.
Finally, Angela lifted up slowly until he was almost out of her. Then, she lifted her dress so that they could both see his penis stretching her hole. Her thick juice, combined with the remaining sperm from last night, was running down the shaft. Mac moaned as she then dropped back down, taking him all the way inside again. She did this several times, drawing out the pleasure as the stretched walls of her vagina squeezed the wide penis.
Then Angela moaned and began to move up and down at a steady pace.
Mac sat back and allowed Angela to do all the work. His hands rested gently on her hips, letting her control the action. After several climaxes last night, Mac knew that he could hold out for a long time. However, he could tell Angela couldn’t wait very long. Within minutes, he could feel her begin to tense. Little whimpers came from her lips as she suddenly began to climax.
Now Angela was bouncing up and down, throwing her head from side to side, her hair flipping across her face. It was almost as if each thrust brought on another climax as her vagina pulsed in pleasure. She climaxed over and over until she reached the stage of exhaustion.
A smile came to Mac’s lips as he watched the beautiful woman pleasure herself. He knew that he was very much a part of it but it seemed that she was lost in her own sensual world.
When Angela opened her eyes and saw Mac’s smiling face she felt a moment of embarrassment at losing control. Slowly she stood up, causing Mac to groan as his wet and shiny penis slipped from her. She reached around behind her and pushed the plates and silverware to the side, turning over a glass in her haste. Then she moved back and lay on the table. She reached down and pulled her housedress up, spreading her legs. “Fuck me Mac,” she ordered.
The smile left Mac’s face as he looked at her swollen and very wet vagina. He stood up and moved forward, his penis throbbing. He placed the head at her stretched hole, sliding easily inside. Now, it was his turn to take pleasure. Immediately, he began to move his hips in and out quickly, making the table slide across the tile and rattling the dishes.
“That’s it, that’s it!” Angela moaned as the pace grew until Mac was pounding into her. Plates rattled and silverware fell off of the table.
By the time Mac was ready to climax, he has pushed the table several feet across the floor with his violent thrusts. However, Angela didn’t seem to mind. She took everything he had and moaned for more.
Mac didn’t know where he was getting all the sperm but he felt like he was twenty again as he came inside her, filling her until it overflowed and dripped to the table.
Angela climaxed one final time as her body was filled with Mac’s sweet sperm.
Chapter 13
Mac and Angela spent the rest of the day relaxing around the house. He even agreed to let them use the pool. He felt that it was safe enough to go outside and lounge around the pool because he figured that with the cops crawling around the place someone would have to be a fool to try something. However, he still kept a wary eye out for anything suspicious.
Although it was a relaxing day and Mac was completely satisfied, the sight of Angela coming out of the house in a skimpy string bikini brought on a renewed feeling of excitement. If Tess had not come home when she did, he might have taken her again right there on a pool chair. However, it wasn’t only Angela that brought on that feeling of excitement. Tess too had come out in a very skimpy string bikini.
Suddenly, Mac was trying to control his excitement again. Whichever way he turned, he saw swelling breasts and bare ass cheeks. He truly couldn’t decide which one of the two women looked the best. Tess was young and her body was tight and sexy. However, Angela had a maturity that Mac loved. She had a few more pounds on her than Tess did but it only added to her sensuality. It was interesting to Mac that there didn’t seem to be any competition between the two women. They acted more like sisters than mother and daughter. Mac watched them laugh and talk, several times huddling together and giggling. He wondered if they were talking about him.
He would have been very surprised if he had heard their conversation.
Tess tried to get Mac to get into the pool with her. However, he deferred, preferring to sit with Angela. As the two of them watched Tess swim, Angela reached over and grasped his hand. She squeezed it and Mac squeezed back.
Suddenly, Mac had a flash of guilt. He felt too good to be sitting at his friend’s house holding his wife’s hand. Yet, there was also a feeling of comfort, something he hadn’t experienced since his wife had died.
When Mac saw Tess getting out of the pool, he pulled his hand abruptly away from Angela. He watched the sexy young girl walk over to them. Her tiny suit (or what there was of it) was dripping water. Her breasts jiggled as she walked and the tiny patches of cloth strained to hold her breasts inside. Then Mac gasped. The small strip of material at her crotch had slipped to the side, baring one smoothly shaven and fat outer lip. He could even see the little tattoo. Mac turned to the side and looked at Angela but fortunately she had her eyes closed.
Tess smiled as she walked toward Mac. It was no accident that the material has slipped between her lips. She could feel the seam rubbing her with each step. She walked over and stopped above Mac. She leaned over and giggled as the cool water dripped onto Mac’s stomach and crotch. Then she quickly turned around and sat in his lap.
“I’ll fix us some lunch,” Angela said, abruptly getting up and walking toward the house.
Mac watched Angela’s sexy bare ass as she walked away and his excitement grew. Then, he glanced down at Tess's exposed crotch.
Tess saw his eyes and looked down. Then she smiled and reached down as if to fix her suit. However, she grasped the material and pulled the other side into her slit. Now, both fat outer lips were totally exposed, separated by the material running up the middle. “Is that better?” Tess giggled.
“Tess!” Mac gasped as the young girl began to squirm on his lap.
Tess felt his penis throbbing under her ass and smiled. Then she reached between her legs and touched the swollen shaft under his shorts. She saw Mac’s look of total shock. “I haven’t thanked you for saving Mom and I.” Then she turned and pressed her breasts to him as her lips captured his. Her hips squirmed on his lap and her bare ass cheeks massaged his tightly confined penis.
Mac moaned. He wanted to pull away but her squirming ass and soft breasts made him hesitate. He opened his mouth, letting her tongue enter. Another moan came from deep in his throat. Within seconds, both of them were breathing hard.
“Mmmm… Mmmm…” Angela said, clearing her throat.
Mac pulled his lips away from Tess like he had been burned and abruptly pushed her from his lap. He looked at Angela standing with a couple of glasses of iced tea and a smile on her face.
“I thought you might like some tea,” she said, looking at Mac’s tented shorts. Another little smile appeared at the corners of her mouth. Then she looked at Tess. She had a scowl on her face at being interrupted. Paybacks are hell! she thought and smiled sweetly at her daughter.
“Uh… thanks!” Mac said, his face turning red with embarrassment as he reached for the glass Angela held out to him.
The rest of the afternoon was difficult for Mac. Both women seemed to be teasing him to distraction. At one point, when Tess was in the house, Angela turned to her side, facing him. He watched as she slipped her hand inside her bikini top and freed one large breast. Mac watched in amazement as she played with the nipple, pinching it and pulling the hard tip. She kept it up until Tess came back outside. Then, she casually slipped it under the cloth again like nothing had happened.
Then, when Angela was inside, Tess took a seat across from Mac. She lifted her legs and let them hang across the arms of the lawn chair.
Mac watched in total amazement as she pulled the crotch of her bikini aside and began to play with herself. She showed no modesty or embarrassment at her wanton display.
Fortunately, Angela returned before Mac went completely mad.
Later, Mac was relieved when Angela suggested that they all go out to dinner.
*****
Angela and Tess were both dressed in tight, short dresses when they came downstairs that evening. Mac whistled and complimented them on their choice of clothes. He had arranged for one of the policemen to drive them to his favorite Italian restaurant where they had a pleasant meal with a couple of bottles of wine.
On the ride home, he and the two women sat in the back. Both women snuggled next to him, each of them placing a hand gently on his thigh with his arms around their shoulders. As they rode quietly, he suddenly felt Tess’s hand moving higher. He squirmed, trying to dissuade her from what he thought she was going to do. Inch by inch it drew closer to his now lengthening penis. Angela had her head on his shoulder and seemed to be asleep. He almost gasped as Tess’s little finger touched the head of his penis. Suddenly, his pants grew very tight as his penis hardened. The position forced it to crawl down his leg.
Tess almost giggled as she rubbed her little finger over the swollen head. She could feel wetness under her finger already. It was dark in the back of the squad car so she couldn’t see very well but she was sure that a spot was forming on his pants.
Angela pretended to be asleep as she watched her daughter excite Mac. It took all of her willpower not to reach down and join her. However, it was Tess’s night, so she contented herself with watching.
Although Mac was pretty sure that Angela knew some, if not all, of what he and Tess had done, he was nonetheless petrified. Now, he wished that he had taken his jacket off. At least he would be able to cover his excitement.
It was an excruciatingly slow ride home for Mac.
Tess was relentless as she continued to use her little finger to tease him. She did it gently, just passing the tip over the now swollen head and sliding it down the drooling slit.
Mac was sure that there was a wet spot on his pants but was afraid to look down. Instead he stared forward, chastising himself for not wearing underwear.



Soon, Tess had the head so wet that his pants were almost transparent and clearly outlining the crown.
Mac was relieved when they arrived home. He quickly stripped off his jacket to hide his obvious erection and the large wet circle on his pants.
As soon as they were inside the house, Angela and Tess said they were tired, kissed Mac good night and went to their rooms.
Mac was more than a little disappointed and incredibly frustrated when Angela didn’t give any indication that she wanted a replay of the morning’s activity. Then he figured that she was putting on a show for Tess and that she would come back later. He hoped that she would hurry or he would have to take matters into his own hands.
It was after midnight and Mac was still awake when he heard the doorknob turn. He smiled. Slowly, the door opened and Mac strained his eyes in the dark. He groaned quietly when he saw that it was Tess and not Angela. Still, his heart began to beat rapidly.
Tess walked over to the bed, wearing a sexy silk kimono. She stopped at the edge of the bed, looking down at Mac. She untied the belt that held the robe closed and let it drop to the floor, leaving her naked.
“Tess, you shouldn’t be here. Your mother…”
“Don’t worry about Mom,” she interrupted. “She won’t bother us,” she said as she reached down and lifted the blanket. “It’s my turn to thank you.”
Her turn, Mac thought. What does that mean?
Mac was nude as usual. He felt powerless to stop Tess as she pulled the blanket down until his entire body was exposed. His penis was hard and throbbing, giving away his excitement.
“God… I love your cock,” Tess said obscenely as she stared at the large penis. Then she crawled onto the bed and pressed her naked body to Mac.
Mac didn’t protest when Tess brought her lips to his. Nor did he protest when she pulled him toward her and reached for his hand. He let her direct it between her legs. A little moan escaped both of their mouths as his fingers found her very wet vagina. Almost by instinct, Mac slipped his finger between the swollen lips and into her body.
“Ohhhhh!!!” Tess moaned and began to move her hips up and down as she felt Mac’s finger working inside her. She leaned to his ear and hissed, “I need you to fuck me.”
Those were the exact words that Angela had spoken last night, Mac thought. He started to protest but then gasped as Tess's hand wrapped around his penis.
“Let me suck it for a minute,” Tess said and quickly moved her mouth toward the throbbing penis.
“Ohhhhhh!!!” It was Mac’s turn to moan as the young girl’s mouth covered him. His hips began to move up and down as she used her talented mouth to pleasure him. Then, he groaned again as her throat opened and took him deep. Mac could feel the head throb in her throat as her tongue came out to tickle his balls.
By the time Tess pulled her lips from Mac, he was ready for anything. He watched as Tess stood up on the bed and straddled him. With both feet planted on either side of his hips, she lowered herself until the tip of his penis touched her swollen lips.
Tess gasped as she placed the head just inside her lips. She hesitated, moving her hips in little circles, letting her juice begin to coat the head. She looked at Mac with her eyes wide with excitement and a little fear.
Mac watched with growing excitement as she let the head slip inside until the tight lips were wrapped around the sensitive skin, just below the crown. Mac held his breath as he waited. Strangely, he wondered if she would feel different from her mother.
Tess looked at Mac, her thighs beginning to quiver as she held her position. “Uncle Mac… there’s… there’s something you should know,” Tess said gasping for breath. She paused, took a deep breath and then said, “I’m a virgin!” Before Mac could react, Tess let her weight settle down. “Ahhhhhh!!!” she screamed as the large shaft slipped into her virgin hole. It was exquisite pain for Tess. She had fantasized about this moment with Mac since she first realized what sex was all about. She had waited for him, hoping that he would come back someday. In her wildest imagination she could never have dreamed that it would come true. Yet, here she was with half the length of Mac’s penis inside her. It was a little painful but the feeling of pleasure was beyond her wildest imagination.
Mac felt like he was going to pass out from a combination of the shock of her revelation and the incredible tightness enveloping him. There was nothing he could do now, he thought. He closed his eyes in surrender and moaned.
Tess took a deep breath and pushed down. “Ahhhhh!!!” she hissed as the large shaft slipped two more inches inside her. Now she was breathing hard, almost gasping for breath. She had to have it all. Then she pushed again and screamed as the last several inches went into her. “Oh God, oh God oh God!!!” she gasped incoherently as her body began to tremble. Her hands fell to his chest to steady herself. Her head was down and her hair fell over her face.
It felt like the skin on Mac’s penis was being stripped off. Yet, the pleasure was incredible. Amazingly, he had never had a virgin before in his life. In the back of his mind, he worried that he could hurt her so he quickly decided to let Tess control the action. It seemed that that was what she wanted anyway.
Tess opened her eyes and looked down at Mac with pride on her face. There were tears on her cheeks but still she smiled. She could feel the curly hair of Mac’s groin tickling the outer lips of her vagina and knew that she had him all the way inside her.
Mac closed his eyes, breathing hard. He waited for Tess. Waited for her to begin to move. It seemed like it was a long time but it was probably only a minute or two until Tess began to slowly lift up.
She gasped as the long shaft slipped half way out of her. And then, she moved higher, continuing upward until only the head was left inside. A second later she pushed down slowly, a long drawn out moan escaping her lips. Suddenly, Tess was gasping and moaning, “Ohhhhh… Ohhhhh… Ohhhhh!!!”
Mac opened his eyes and watched his long shaft come out of Tess. He wondered how Tess had taken his entire shaft into her tight hole. She seemed far too small to take all of him. Then, he had to close his eyes in pleasure as she slipped down again. This time it went in easily and all the way to the bottom in one smooth movement.
Tess sighed with relief as her vagina adjusted to the width and length of the shaft. She began to move up and down slowly, but with purpose. Each thrust became smoother until she could move with ease. Suddenly, Tess was bouncing up and down on the large penis. “Oh God! Oh God! Oh, oh, Ohhhhh!!!” she moaned in pleasure, her head thrown back and her eyes closed.
The bed began to squeak as Mac thrust upward, now forcing himself into the young girl. He was rapidly reaching the point of no return when a thought crossed his mind. God, what if she isn’t on birth control? Suddenly, Mac felt panic. “Tess!” he moaned as his balls started to churn.
Tess had been in a world of her own until she heard Mac yell her name. She opened her eyes and saw his panic. She knew why right away. “It’s… it’s okay,” she gasped. “I’ve… I’ve… been on the pill since I was 16.”
Mac sighed with relief and reached for her hips. He pulled her down and pushed upward, forcing himself even deeper into her willing hole.
Suddenly, Tess began to tremble. The thought of Mac cumming in her was too much and she began to climax. “Ohhhhhh Goddddd!!! I’m cumming,” she screamed and sat down hard on the thrusting shaft.
Mac tried to hold out for as long as he could, letting her take her pleasure. However, it was a very difficult task. Suddenly, he felt his balls tighten. He screamed in pleasure as a tremendous climax overtook him. His balls pulled tight to his groin, forcing his steaming cum up the shaft and into the young girl’s willing cavern, filling her with his potent sperm.
Tess had just begun to come down from her climax when she felt her vagina being filled for the first time in her life. The thought of all his potent sperm in her no longer virgin hole was too much for her. She started to climax again, her vagina squeezing the throbbing shaft and forcing more cum into her. Each squeeze of her vagina seemed to suck more juice from him.
Mac shivered and bucked until finally he was drained.
Tess fell forward onto his chest, gasping for breath. Then she pulled back and kissed Mac’s lips softly. “Thank you,” she whispered.
Mac didn’t respond. What could he say now that he had made love to both the wife and daughter of his closest friend.
A few minutes later, they were both asleep.
It was about three in the morning when Mac awoke. He found himself snuggled against Tess in a spoon fashion. His hand was over her body and lying on her soft breast. He closed his hand and squeezed her soft tit flesh. Almost immediately, he felt his penis begin to harden.
The movement awakened Tess. She opened her eyes sleepily and smiled. She could feel Mac’s penis growing between her legs. With a quiet sigh, she opened her legs allowing Mac to slide easily into her still saturated hole. Within seconds she was pushing her ass back at him, forcing his penis deep into her.
Mac was groaning quietly, as Tess's wet sex lips massaged his penis. It was a gentle coupling at first. Soon though their hips were slapping together and the bed was squeaking loudly. It took a long time before Tess moaned that she was going to cum. Mac followed close behind her, emptying his balls for the second time into her still tight hole.
Mac was asleep in minutes and never heard Tess whisper, “I love you.”
*****
Mac woke up early the following morning. He looked over and saw Tess sleeping beside him. She was sleeping peacefully and looked beautiful. He could see his cum still running from her used vagina. His penis and pubic hair were sticky and coated with both of their juices. It was a visual testimony to their frenzied lovemaking. Suddenly, a feeling of dread overcame him. What a mess I’ve created for myself, he thought as he quietly got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. He noticed that Angela’s door was closed so he thought she was probably sleeping in. A shower should make things seem better he thought.
Angela walked up the stairs and to Mac’s door. She raised her hand to knock when Mac came out of the bathroom behind her with a towel wrapped around his waist. “Good morning,” she said with a smile as she walked over to him.
“Uh… good morning,” Mac responded, letting Angela step into his embrace. He didn’t resist when she brought her lips to his.
“Did you have a good night?” Angela asked, sliding her hand down and under the towel to capture his flaccid penis.
“Uh… uh… yes,” Mac stuttered. Amazingly, he began to harden. He had a sudden fear that these two women would cause his demise.
“Well, breakfast is about ready.” Angela kissed him quickly again, letting his now hard penis go with another gentle squeeze, and turned to walk away. As she walked down the hall, she passed Tess's bedroom and started to go down the stairs. She stopped and turned to Mac and said, “Please let Tess know that breakfast is ready.”
Mac opened his mouth to answer but she was gone. He wondered if Angela knew that her daughter was lying naked in his bed with buckets of cum running from her deflowered vagina. A moan of remorse escaped his lips.
Chapter 14
Angela had set breakfast up on the outside deck. It was a beautiful and sunny morning with a gentle breeze blowing across the tops of the trees.
Mac came outside and saw Angela sitting at the table. He smiled and took a seat. A minute later, Tess came outside.
“Good morning,” she said. She was wearing the same sexy kimono that she had worn last night. It barely covered her crotch.
Even if Mac hadn’t known what happened last night, he would have recognized that Tess had that “well fucked” look. Her hair was a mess and her makeup was smeared. Additionally, she had a dreamy look in her eyes. Neither Angela nor Mac saw that she still had his cum running out of her vagina. She knew that she had to clean up soon but she wanted to delay it as long as possible. It was amazing to her how sexy it felt to have a lover’s cum running out of her. Some girls at school hated it, but she didn’t.
The two women began to talk about what they wanted to do for the day. They agreed that it might be a good day to go down to the courthouse and see Jason, since the trial should be ending soon.
Mac liked the idea, as it would get them out of the house. He was almost afraid to spend another day in the house alone with them. They agreed to leave in an hour.
However, before they left the house, the telephone rang. Mac was coming down the stairs when he heard Angela scream. He rushed over and caught her before she collapsed. She dropped the telephone and Mac helped her to a chair. “What’s wrong?” he asked.
“They… they said, Jason collapsed at the courthouse. He just finished ruling on the case when he went into his chambers. They found him on the floor a few minutes later and rushed him to the hospital,” Angela gasped, tears pouring from her eyes.
“All right, let’s get Tess.”
The three of them rushed to the hospital. As they walked toward Jason’s room, they saw the doctor coming toward them. His face was somber.
“How’s Jason?” Angela asked with dread in her voice.
The doctor slowly shook his head and said, “Not so good. He’s in and out of consciousness right now. But, he knew a couple of weeks ago that his time was close. I recommended that he not take this case. But you know the Judge; he insisted that he was well enough to do it. I don’t think he can last much longer.”
“Oh God!” Tess and Angela exclaimed at the same time. Then, they turned and hugged each other, sobbing.
Mac stood by helplessly, trying to hold back his own tears.
“Can we see him?” Angela asked wiping tears from her eyes.
“Certainly, his room number is 202.”
The three of them rushed down the hall and to his room. When they walked in, they saw Jason lying on the bed with an oxygen mask on his face. He looked pale and his eyes were closed.
Angela and Tess rushed over and bent over him but he didn’t respond. Mac stood behind them with a worried look on his face.
After an hour or so, Mac went outside the room and looked for the doctor. He asked him more about the prognosis or if there was anything else that could be done. The doctor said it would be an hour-to-hour thing and that there wasn’t much they could do for him except make him comfortable. Mac thanked the doctor and went back to the room. When he entered, he saw that Jason was awake and talking with great difficulty to Tess and Angela. They held his hand and tried to make out his words.
For most of the day, Jason went in and out of consciousness. Someone stayed with him at all times.
It was while Angela and Tess went to get something to eat that Jason became lucid again.
“Mac,” he whispered from behind the mask.
Mac looked up from the magazine he was reading. “I’m here,” he said grabbing his hand. He was surprised that the Judge recognized him.
“Mac… I… want… to thank you again,” he gasped.
“You don’t need to thank me Judge.”
“You… you… saved my family. I… know that… that I can never… repay you,” he hissed through the mask.
“Judge, I don’t deserve your thanks,” Mac said, ready to come clean about what he had been doing.
“Mac… I… know… I know what’s… what’s been going on. Angela… Angela has been telling me.”
“God,” Mac whispered and dropped his head to his chest in shame.
The Judge pulled the oxygen mask from his face. “I… gasp… I… told you before Mac, it’s okay. Angela… Angela and I have… an agreement. It… it was us… that… gasp… deceived you.”
“What?” Mac asked thinking that he hadn’t heard him right.
“It… it was the… gasp… only way to get you to…”
Mac couldn’t make out all of his words. However, he knew what he was talking about.
“I didn’t count… gasp… on Tess. She… she’s so… much like… gasp… her mother. It’s… not important now Mac. I want… I want… gasp… you to… gasp… promise me something.”
“What is it? I’ll do anything.”
“Take… take care of… them Mac. Don’t leave them. You… you know that I trust you. They’re… gasp… going to… need someone. Promise me… gasp… Mac.”
“I promise,” Mac said with tears streaming down his cheeks. He watched the Judge struggling for each breath and pushed the mask back on his face. When his eyes closed, Mac rushed out into the hall and saw Angela and Tess coming back. He waved them toward the room. All three of them rushed in, but it was too late. Angela rushed to his side and grasped his hand. He opened his eyes weakly. She felt him squeeze her hand in return and then his eyes closed and he took his last breath.
Angela, Tess and Mac broke into tears. “Did he say anything?” Angela asked, deeply saddened that she hadn’t come back earlier.
“He said he loved you and Tess more than anything in the world,” Mac said through his tears. It wasn’t his exact words but it was what he meant, Mac thought as he squeezed the Judge’s hand one last time.
*****
Before the end of the day, friends and relatives were coming from all across the country. Some of them were going to take hotel rooms but a few were to stay at Angela’s house.
Mac volunteered to give up his room but Angela would have none of that. She insisted that she would have plenty of room with the extra bedrooms, family room, and living room.
The funeral was three days later. However, it wasn’t a sad affair. The Judge had made a lot of good friends over the years and everyone wanted to celebrate his life and not mourn his death. He had been a good man and had left the world a better place. Though there were many tears, there just as many smiles.
It took another couple of days for the guests to leave. Mac had stayed out of sight as much as possible. He busied himself with collecting his equipment and packing his clothes. It was a difficult time for him. While he had promised the Judge that he would take care of Angela and Tess, he wasn’t sure what that really meant. Besides, he didn’t want to have to decide between the two women.
When everyone was gone and it was finally quiet in the house, Angela came upstairs. She knocked on Mac’s door and opened it quietly.
Mac looked up and gave her a weak smile as he packed a suitcase.
“Mac, please don’t go,” Angela said as she rushed into the room and sat on the bed next to him. She grasped his hand.
“Angela, I… I… I don’t know what to do,” he said, sitting down next to her. “I promised the Judge that I would take care of you and Tess. But… but, I don’t know if I can stay here. You and Tess are the most important people in my life… but… Damn, I’ve made a mess of things.”
“You haven’t made a mess of anything Mac, it was all a plan. Me, Tess and Jason, we…” She stopped and looked at Mac. “I’m the one that’s made a mess of things,” Angela said as tears began to fall. “Please stay with us,” Angela pleaded and fell into Mac’s arms sobbing.
“But… but, I… I can’t choose between you and…”
“You don’t have to choose,” Angela said, interrupting him. Then she stood up and pulled Mac to his feet. She wrapped her arms around him and brought her lips to his.
Almost immediately Mac felt excitement overshadow his confusion. He moaned as their tongues dueled in each other’s mouths.
When Angela pulled away, she reached for Mac’s hand and led him out of the room. He followed as she walked him down the hall and into her bedroom.
Mac stood motionless as Angela began to unbutton his shirt. He waited as she stripped his shirt and then went to her knees in front of him. Within a second, his pants and shorts were being pulled off his feet. When he was completely naked, Angela looked up at him and smiled. Without a word, she grasped his already hard penis and brought it to her mouth.



Angela groaned as she sucked his penis. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him into her. God, how I love sucking him! she thought as his sweet taste consumed her.
When Mac’s legs became weak, he stepped back and sat heavily onto the bed. Angela didn’t miss a beat and kept his penis in her mouth.
Mac grasped her head and moved it gently up and down on him. He saw pleasure on her face as he slid in and out of her loving mouth. Finally, he pulled her head up, his penis coming out of her mouth with a pop. Then he lifted her until they were lying side by side on the bed. “Angela… I love you,” Mac whispered.
“Oh God Mac, I love you too,” she answered and their lips went together again.
Mac stripped Angela’s clothes from her and sat back. He would never get tired of looking at her body. He bent his head and took one tit into his mouth and caressed the other one as he sucked the hard nipple.
Angela moaned and pulled his head tightly to her breast. She loved the way he was sucking her nipples but she needed him in her. It had been several long days and she couldn’t wait any longer. “God Mac, fuck me!” she hissed.
He didn’t have to be told twice. Mac slipped between her legs and brought his throbbing penis to her wet vagina. "Oh God,” he moaned as he slid into her warm cavern. Soon, they were moving in unison. Although they had only had intercourse several times, they moved as if they knew what the other wanted. Within minutes the room was filled with their moans and the slapping sound of their bodies working together.
Tess stood quietly outside the bedroom door. She had her nightgown pulled up as she listened to her mother and Mac make love. Her vagina was already dripping juice down her legs. She could barely wait for her turn. She wanted to rush in there but her Mom had told her to wait.
Angela screamed as a climax ripped through her body. She pulled Mac into her, wanting him to cum with her. When she felt him tense and begin to squirt his sperm into her, she moaned again, her legs wrapping around his waist to hold him deep inside.
A short while later, Mac was still basking in the afterglow of satisfaction when he heard the bedroom door open. He turned and saw Tess coming into the room. He looked to his side in panic and saw that Angela was on her side facing away from him and apparently asleep. Then he turned back and watched as Tess let her nightgown fall to the floor. His eyes were opened wide in shock as she walked over and crawled into bed beside him. “Tess…” he whispered in thinly disguised panic.
“Shhhhh…!” she answered as her arms wrapped around him. In spite of his shock and fear, Mac’s penis came to attention as soon as the young girl’s body was pressed to him.
Angela lay on her side with her eyes open and a smile on her face. She could hear the two lovers next to her kissing. She waited until she felt them moving into position before she turned over.
Mac couldn’t have stopped if he wanted to at that point. He let Tess pull him between her legs and his penis slipped into her already very wet hole. When he felt her legs wrap around his waist and pull him down, he turned and saw Angela smiling at them. A moan escaped his lips but Tess cut off the sound with her lips. As he began to move in and out, he felt Angela’s hand reach out to lovingly caress his back, then slip slowly downward. When her fingers reached the crack of his ass, he moaned. Then, it slid over his cheeks and down. Suddenly, he could feel her hand cupping his squirming testicles. That was enough to send him over the top and he groaned loudly as he poured his sperm into one of the two women he loved.
The End
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Chapter 1
Samantha Edwards rushed from her car to the administrative building as the rain poured from the sky. She held her briefcase over her head with one hand in a useless attempt to keep her hair dry, as she struggled to hold books and papers in the other. It was another damp, cold, and dreary day in the northeast. The kind of day you would expect in mid-November in this section of the world. However, Samantha was a southern girl, used to sunny skies and warmer climates.
The click of her high heels on the tile floor echoed up and down the long hallway as she hurried to the administration offices. She was late already. Today was the last day to get mid-term grades submitted and she didn't want to hear all the grief she would take if she missed the deadline. Hopefully it would only take a couple of minutes and she could still make her 9 o'clock English class on time.
Samantha sighed as she passed the ladies room and then stopped. It was going to make her later but she had to fix her hair. It was a mess after being doused with the cold rain. If she could have remembered where she had left her umbrella it wouldn't have been so bad. Unfortunately it seemed that she was always misplacing something these days. The unwanted vision of the movie "The Absent Minded Professor" crossed her mind as she rushed into the teacher's lounge, almost knocking over a fellow teacher in her haste.
A little moan escaped her lips when she looked into the mirror. All her work had been for nothing. Her shoulder length sandy blond hair was hanging in wet, curly strands now, dripping water down her cheeks. And her hair had looked so good when she left home a few minutes ago. A sigh of frustration escaped her lips as she tried her best to fluff it up. It was useless. Finally, she gave up and leaned toward the mirror to fix her makeup.
The woman in the mirror staring back at Samantha was pretty and just over the dreaded 30th birthday. She had gray/green eyes that could dazzle men and women alike. People often said that she looked a lot like Nicole Kiddman, with her curly hair and creamy white complexion. Yet Sam was one of those women that didn't realize how pretty she is. She thought she was too tall at 5' 8", too heavy at 125, and that her facial features were too angular to be pretty. Besides, she didn't have a lot of time to worry about her appearance these days.
Another sigh escaped the harried woman as she fumbled in her purse, searching for her lipstick.
She never had enough time for herself anymore and her life seemed to be out of control. Suddenly, she stopped and stared at her reflection in the mirror. She wondered how her life had become so hectic. It seemed that there was a constant succession of classes, dinner parties, social obligations, and studying to keep up with her profession. Maybe it was just the pressure of being a newly appointed assistant professor, she thought. She knew that it took a lot of work in the beginning to get oneself established in a new school.
The academic world wasn't new to her though--she had taught at her alma mater for several years and had been raised in a family of teachers. Her mother was an elementary school teacher and her father a high school principal. Even one of her older brothers was a teacher. It was only natural that she followed the same path.
Samantha was a southern girl and grew up with her two brothers in a very traditional and solidly middle class family. Her parents were very conservative and strict. In fact, Samantha had not been allowed to wear makeup until she was almost 16. As for dating, well that was a battle of wills. She was only allowed to date in groups until she was 17. However, like all teenagers, she found ways around the arbitrary rules.
Dan Edwards, Samantha's father, was a hard working man, if not a little behind the times and overzealous in his religious beliefs. He was also very protective of his little girl. At any sign of rebellion from Samantha he would always say that she would follow his rules as long as she lived in his house. However, Dan was proud of his daughter and like all fathers, no one was ever going to be good enough for his little girl.
Samantha had a will of her own though and found ways to see her boyfriends without her father knowing. However, because she lived at home until she finished college, the strict rules often became contentious.
A smart girl, Samantha graduated with honors and was selected as the valedictorian of her high school class. After high school, she went to a large but local college. She was a star student at the University, deciding to stay after graduation to teach and continue pursuit of a master's degree in English and then her PHD. It had been hard work and a long haul, but she persevered. The school eventually noticed her academic achievements and she was awarded a grant to do research. Unfortunately she never got the chance to finish her work.
Samantha met her husband-to-be before she finished her graduate work. He was a professor at the university and twenty years older than she was. Much to her parents' distress, she had fallen in love and married soon after she completed her studies. It was her husband's transfer to the north several years ago that brought the warm blooded southern girl to the cold northeast.
However, she couldn't say that she regretted her choices up to that point. She had a good job as associate professor at the school and a real opportunity to advance to full professor with tenure in a few years. But, besides being overworked, her biggest problem was that she had left her family and friends behind and felt somewhat out of place in the snobbish academic community she was now part of.
Coming to the large university as an associate professor was a cultural shock for Samantha. She never realized the level of personal politics that existed in academic circles. It was very different from her previous experience in teaching. Nor did she anticipate the social obligations that would befall her in her new role. Now, between her husband's career (he was in line to become Chancellor) and her aspirations to become a published writer, she rarely had time for anything else.
Samantha had always been an outdoor girl, preferring to be out in the sun rather than cramped up in some library or classroom. While she loved most water sports, she loved sailing most of all. She missed being out on the water everyday and although there were great opportunities to sail where she lived now, the season was far too short. Besides, she had little time for that with all of the required duties associated with school and being the future Chancellor's wife.
Still, with all this, she thought that maybe it was the dreary weather that was making her feel so depressed. She desperately needed something to cheer her up.
Chapter 2
At least it wasn't snow, Samantha thought as she hurried across the wet grass and into the student center. She rushed down the hall trying unsuccessfully to juggle all of her books and papers. Several times she had to stop and pick up papers as they fell from the folders under her arm.
Samantha took a deep breath and pushed open the door with her shoulder, preparing for another long day.
"Alright class, let's get started. I assume that everyone has read the assignment?" Samantha said as she pulled a pop quiz from her briefcase. A chorus of moans echoed in the classroom. Sam, as her friends called her, smiled as she handed out the test papers. Why should she be the only one feeling down? she thought.
There were about thirty freshman English students in Sam's class. Most were here because it was a requirement. However, there were several bright students that truly showed an interest in English and were planning on making it their major.
One of them was Sally Rogers. She was a pretty, young girl that always sat in the front of the class. With short strawberry blond hair and a voluptuous figure, she stood out amongst the unusually young looking freshman class. Her eyes were a pale blue and would sparkle with delight when Sam would call on her. She showed no reservations at being considered the teacher's pet.
Sam thought that Sally was a sweet girl and had immediately taken a liking to her. However, Sally was different from the other students, but not just in an academic sense. Sam couldn't quite put her finger on what the difference was--there was just something in the way her eyes sparkled when she looked at her.
When Sam sat back down at her desk, she glanced at Sally. As usual, she had on a rather short skirt and her legs were a little too carelessly spread. The older woman could see between her legs. Most of the students wore jeans but Sally seemed to prefer skirts or dresses.
I wonder what color her panties are today? Sam thought and smiled inwardly. She figured that she knew every pair that the teenager had. It was a private and unspoken little game that had started soon after the semester began. Sam didn't know why she let the game go on. She could have simply ignored the overt display of the young girl's charms. Yet, invariably, her eyes were drawn to the juncture of her thighs and she could feel that tingling between her legs and her face would begin to flush.
Sally smiled as she sensed the teacher's eyes on her legs and gradually opened them wider, pretending to study the test paper. However, her heart was racing like it did every time she was around Sam. It felt so daring to tease the older woman by letting her see her panties. However, this time she had left her panties off. It was brazen and bold but she wanted desperately to be noticed by her pretty teacher and maybe take their relationship to the next level--whatever that meant.
They must be flesh colored, Sam thought as her eyes were drawn to the gap between her legs. Then, she almost gasped. It didn't look like she had any on! Sam felt her face turn hot and she quickly looked down at the papers on her desk, her hands suddenly trembling. A few minutes later when she looked back up, she found that Sally still had her legs open. This time Sam found her eyes staring at the teenager's vagina. Her heart began to race when she suddenly realized that the young girl didn't have a trace of pubic hair. The light from the window made it possible for her to clearly see the young girl's fat outer lips and the pink inner ones between. Sam couldn't believe the audacity of the teenager.
Finally, Sam had to look away again as she felt a trickle of sweat on her brow. Fortunately, Sally finally crossed her legs. Sam almost sighed with relief and strangely felt a little disappointment. She couldn't explain why this young girl was having such an affect on her.
In spite of their little game, (or maybe because of it?) Sam liked the teenager. And, the feeling was apparently mutual. Sally often stopped by her desk after class to discuss some author or book. The two of them had a great deal in common and they shared many of the same views on life and literature. To Sam, Sally seemed much older than eighteen, with a maturity that was beyond her years. They had gone to lunch together on several occasions after finding themselves engrossed in a good-natured debate. They even talked about collaborating on an essay as part of a contest where the prize was a graduate scholarship for Sally. While she didn't really need the money, she had said that her Dad told her that he "Wasn't going to pay for her to go to college forever", and therefore it would come in handy if she decided to go to graduate school.
Sally was a northern girl, growing up within a few miles of the school. She was just a little bit of a tomboy. Just like Sam, she loved outdoors (winter) sports; particularly snow skiing and riding snowmobiles. However, while she was very athletic, she was also very feminine in her appearance and actions. She loved soft and sexy clothes and quiet evenings by the fire with a good book.
Sally's father was an attorney and was often away from home. However, she never felt short changed in their relationship. She was always "Daddy's" girl. He would go out of his way to spend time with her. They would often go on skiing vacations together. On the other hand, her mother wasn't into sports but she indulged Sally and her husband's love.
The family had a cabin in Canada, not far across the US border and Sally and her father would often sneak away for a long weekend. However, sometimes, Sally would go there by herself, just to get away. She loved the mountains. But, other than with her father, she rarely had anyone to share it with. She had invited Sam to join her on several occasions but it seemed that her busy schedule never allowed it. Eventually she had begun to think that she was the reason. Sometimes she thought that she had gone too far with her teasing of the older woman.
However, Sam had refused because she wasn't sure that she should get so close to a student. Besides that, she certainly didn't want any question with regard to propriety in grading and she didn't think Sally wanted any special favors either. However, there was another more subtle reason--the strange feelings that she had whenever she was alone with the young girl. It wasn't an unpleasant feeling but it was disturbing nonetheless. Sally hadn't made any overt moves on her. It was the way she looked at her sometimes and her blatant displays. Maybe more importantly, it was how little butterflies would begin churning in her own stomach when she was close to her. Still, she thought Sally's flirtations were cute and harmless, even if they were brazen at times.
Sometimes when Sally stopped by her desk, she would wear a blouse that was open at the neck with too many buttons undone. She would lean over her desk, on her elbows, and pretend to be looking at something on Sam's desk. She knew that it was impossible for Sam not to look down her blouse.
And Sam did look. She had seen all the way to her nipples on several occasions. She knew that the young girl had creamy smooth breasts with a little mole several inches from one pink nipple. The view always brought that unwanted tingling and a flush to her face. She was pretty certain that Sally had noticed.
Sam wasn't naive and she knew about some women's attraction to other women. Some of the better literature she had made a career of studying dealt with the subject of Sapphic love. In fact, she thought that women who were lesbians wrote some of the greatest pieces of literature. Still, she couldn't deny that she found the specter of female/female relationship quite fascinating. Maybe someday she would have the opportunity to explore that theme--strictly on a professional basis.
However, on a personal level, Sam never admitted an attraction to other women. Sure, she looked at other women, especially if they were pretty, and Sally was very pretty. She convinced herself that the feelings she had when she was around Sally were natural. In fact, her understanding of Freud's writings would lead her to believe that every woman had similar feelings to a greater or lesser degree. Unlike the relationship that men had with one another, all women felt comfortable hugging and kissing or sharing emotions. Still she had never discussed women's relationships with anyone and really had no basis of comparison. Her only experience with another female was one time when she was very young and she had played doctor with a school friend. However, she had rightfully filed that away as adolescence experimentation with no significance in her adult life. Yet, she could still remember the feeling of excitement that she had felt that day. It had never been equaled in any heterosexual relationship she had ever had. She believed that was because over time memories take on a life of their own.
When the class was over, all of the students filed out except Sally. She sat at her desk, still working on the test.
"Sally, are you having trouble with the test?" Sam asked as she looked at the pretty girl. She was sitting with her legs crossed and her skirt far up her well-shaped thighs.
"No, not really," she said and smiled nervously at Sam. "I just wanted to wait until everyone was gone. I... I wanted to ask you something."
"What?" Sam asked, curious as to what was making her so nervous.
"Well, I was planning on going up to... to the cabin this weekend and was wondering if... if you wanted to join me? Maybe we could start on that essay."
Sam saw the young girl's face turn red and she looked flustered.
Then she continued quickly. "I know that you're busy but it would be great fun. I could even teach you to ski..." she said and her voice trailed off. Somehow, the girl's normal confident bravado had left her.
"I'm sorry honey but I have so many things to do this weekend. Larry is going to be away and I have a million chores."
"I understand," she said sweetly but there was clear disappointment in her voice and on her face.
Sally got up to leave, packing her books quietly.
Now Sam felt bad. She had promised to work with her on the essay and the time was growing short. Maybe it wasn't such a bad idea, she thought. She could certainly use a little time to refresh her weary mind and body. "Wait Sally," Sam said. "How far is it to the cabin?"
The young girl's face brightened. "It's about a three hour drive," she said excitedly. However, she didn't tell her that it was three hours through the mountains on tiny roads.
"Well, maybe I could go up with you tonight and come back Saturday night." As soon as she said it, she wished that she hadn't. It was overstepping the bounds--the imaginary line she had drawn to keep outside relationships from interfering with her already complicated life. Still, a sudden chill ran down her spine and she thought, I need a break, so what would be the harm. Besides, it would just be innocent fun.
"Really!" Sally practically screamed. "We'll have so much fun. We'll ski and make snowmen and everything. When can we leave?" Suddenly Sally was acting more like the teenager that she was. Her face was beaming with excitement.
Sam smiled at the young girl's enthusiasm. "Give me your cell phone number and I'll call you after my classes. What do I need to bring?"
"Not much, just a change of clothes for one day. We have everything else in the cabin. I'm sure there are some ski boots that will fit you and we have a bunch of snowsuits. This is going to be so much fun," she said, her words almost running together in her excitement.
"All right... all right, now get moving or you'll be late for your class," Sam said to the smiling girl. "And Sally, let's keep this little trip between you and I. Okay?"
"No problem," Sally said with a smile and then ran her fingers cutely across her lips as if she were zipping them.
Sam laughed and then she watched her hurry out of the classroom. Without thinking, she found her eyes following her. The tight skirt that she had on molded her sexy butt like a second skin.
Suddenly, Sam felt a little chill run down her spine and she shivered at the thought that she was naked under the skirt. It must be the damn cold weather! she concluded and tried to focus on her next class. Yet, her mind kept wandering back to the young girl's spread legs and the almost obscene view that she had of her bare crotch. She felt her own sex lips pulse and she squeezed her thighs together.
Chapter 3
Later that evening, when Sam pulled up in front on Sally's house, she saw her waiting on the front porch with a small suitcase. She smiled when she saw the young girl's beaming face. Although she had second-guessed her decision since she had agreed to go, Sally's enthusiasm made her feel better. Besides, it would be a chance to rest and get away from the pressure she was feeling--at least for one day.
Sally jumped into the car with a cheery hello, throwing her bag into the back seat. Then she directed Sam toward the interstate and then to a two-lane road, heading north.



The two women talked like high school friends as they drove. Sam barely noticed the time,, or that the road was getting increasingly narrow. When she did, she realized that they were in the middle of mountains and it had begun to snow. Instead of being worried, Sam felt excited, almost exuberant.
"So, where is your family this weekend?" Sam asked.
"Well, my Dad travels a lot and over the past year, we don't come up here much together anymore. I go by myself occasionally though. But, unfortunately, not since school started."
"Aren't you afraid of being out in the wilderness alone?"
"No. It's really very comforting. I build a fire and have some wine... oops soda and ski until my heart's content."
"Well, I'm glad we could do this. I really needed a break," Sam said glancing at the teenager.
Sally was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a white sweater, which emphasized her shapely breasts. Normally, she didn't wear something so tight because of the size of her breasts. However, she knew that Sam had peeked at them on plenty of occasions and she naughtily wanted to put them on display. That excited her tremendously.
Sam tried to keep from staring at the younger woman's breasts. She knew how men often ogled women. Yet, after looking at Sally she knew why. Although her breasts were large, they were firm without a hint of sag. She could tell from the way that they bounced as she had gotten into the car that she was not wearing a bra and from her observation, rarely did. No panties and no bra; teenagers today! she thought and shivered. My mother would have killed me.
The time flew by as they chatted about everything from politics to religion. They stopped once to use a restroom and picked up some perishables to take to the cabin. After that it took about a half hour before they reached a small one-lane road that led further into the mountains. By that time, the snow was coming down heavily.
"Are we almost there?" Sam asked struggling to see through the blowing snow.
"Yes, it's just a couple more miles."
Soon they saw a log cabin sitting on a small hill with trees almost hiding it.
"We're here," Sally said excitedly.
Sam parked the SUV in front and they pulled their bags out and walked through the snow to the door. Sally found a key under the mat and opened the door.
"Wow," Sam said as she stepped inside and looked around. It was a relatively modern cabin with a single large room with a vaulted ceiling, a loft for the bedroom, a kitchen and one bathroom. There was a large fireplace dominating one wall and the cabin was furnished with comfortable but rustic furniture. On one side of the main room was a staircase that led to the loft where there was a king-sized bed. Fortunately, the place had electricity and running water. Sam had begun to wonder about that as they had trekked further into the wilderness. "This is very nice," Sam said, more than a little relieved.
"Thank you. Nobody has been here for a couple of months. However, my Dad said it is well stocked with food and the snowmobiles are all gassed up. We have everything we need to stay a month."
"I hope we don't have to use it," Sam laughed as she looked out the window at the falling snow.
Neither of them had listened to the weather or they would have heard that the area was in for a major blizzard.
"I'll get a fire started and you can take your stuff up to the loft," Sally said, taking off her coat.
"Thanks," Sam answered as she took her small suitcase up the stairs. When she was in the loft, she looked over the railing and sighed contentedly. This was going to be real nice she thought.
"There are some sheets in the closet up there," Sally called up as she put some wood in the fireplace. The house had heat but Sally preferred to use the fireplace because a fire would heat the place up easily. Besides, it was so much more romantic! Sally thought and then felt her face turn warm.
As Sam pulled the sheets from the closet, she suddenly wondered where Sally was going to sleep. Then the thought occurred to her that maybe she expected them to sleep together. The thought was a little disconcerting, as she hadn't slept with another person, even a lover, other than her husband since she was very small. She wasn't comfortable with that but she wasn't sure how to ask Sally.
When Sam came back down, Sally had a roaring fire going and she had fixed them some hot chocolate that she had sitting on the hearth.
"I thought we would sit by the fire for a little girl talk and have some hot chocolate," Sally beamed.
"Wonderful," Sam said, settling down on a large bearskin rug in front of the fire. She groaned and said, "I feel like a pretzel after that drive."
"Sorry," Sally said and sat down next to her as she handed her a cup of hot chocolate.
The wind was whipping outside, blowing the snow sideways and whistling through the pine trees. The snow was accumulating at over four inches an hour. Neither of the women noticed as they sat and talked quietly by the fire.
Sally went into the kitchen and came back with a bottle of brandy. "This should help to warm us up," she said as she poured a long shot into the cup that Sam held out.
"Are you old enough to drink, young lady?" Sam asked with a smile.
"Almost," she returned with a cute grin.
"Well, as long as you're not going to drive."
In a little while the bottle was missing more than a few shots and Sam was feeling very relaxed. "So do you have a boyfriend?" she asked.
"No, not right now. I've dated some since I started college but all the boys seem so immature. They only want one thing," she giggled. "If you know what I mean."
"I know what you mean."
"So how long have you been married?" Sally asked.
"About five years."
"Larry seems like a nice guy," Sally said. "He's a little older than you right?"
The innocence of youth! Sam thought and then she smiled. "Uh... yes he is."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I guess that wasn't a polite question," Sally giggled nervously and took another drink of her spiked hot chocolate.
"No, you just asked what everyone thinks but are afraid to ask. That's refreshing," she said with a smile. "Larry and I met when I was working on my graduate degree. He is twenty years older than I am. When we met, I felt the same way as you about the boys at school being so immature. Larry came along and we just clicked. He's good to me but he is kind of stuck in his ways. I guess that's one of the downsides to being married to an 'older' man. He was married once before and actually has a daughter almost as old as me."
"You're not old," Sally blurted and then blushed.
"Thank you sweetie. Sometimes I feel old now days."
The room was silent for a while and then Sally spoke, the alcohol loosening her tongue. "So, is he good in the sack?" Sally blurted and then giggled. "Oh... sorry, I can be mouthy when I drink," she said with a pretty blush.
"It's okay. I guess the answer is that he used to be but I think the stress of his job and maybe his age has slowed him down. The truth is that sex was never that big of a deal to me. I guess that I have never really figured out what all the hoopla was about anyway."
"I know what you mean. I had my first sex in the back of my boyfriend's car at sixteen. I didn't get much pleasure and it hurt. I've had a few others over the last two years but I haven't seen any fireworks yet myself... other than when I... I do it myself," she said and averted her eyes. Then she looked back at her and added, "Then I can fantasize about whatever I want."
Sam smiled again at the teenager and opened her eyes in mock surprise at her revelation. "Yes... sometimes we all have to take things into our own hands," she laughed and turned red.
Sam could feel that tingling between her thighs and thought that they had better change the subject. She turned to set her cup on the hearth. "Ouch!" she exclaimed as a sharp pain raced through her neck. She reached up and rubbed the back of her neck.
"What's wrong?"
"I guess sitting for three hours tightened up my neck. It felt like someone just put a dagger in me. I hurt my neck years ago playing volleyball and it has bothered me ever since."
"Well, you're in luck ma'am, 'cause I worked last summer at an exercise facility. I learned the art of therapeutic massage," Sally said with a grin. "Turn around."
Sam turned her back to Sally and felt her hands on her shoulders. A chill went down her spine as she began to massage the knotted muscles in her neck. "Oh God, that feels wonderful," she said almost swooning backward into the young girl.
Sally massaged her for a few minutes and then said, "Your entire back is tight. Why don't you get a hot shower and then come back and I'll work the kinks out?"
"That sounds really good right now."
A half-hour later, Sam came out of the bathroom dressed in a cut off pullover tee shirt and a pair of sweatpants. The pants had shrunk a bit since she last wore them and were a little too tight. However, she hadn't brought a lot of clothes so she didn't have much choice. She didn't have a bra on under the shirt and her breasts swayed freely as she walked, making her feel a bit uncomfortable but also very naughty. She didn't know what was getting into her lately.
Sally was waiting in front of the fire with a large towel laid out on the sofa. She had changed into a pair of blue sweatpants and top. While Sam was gone, Sally drank a few more shots of whiskey for courage and was feeling very relaxed. She watched as the older woman approached. She could see the fullness of her breasts and the nipples poking through the thin cotton. Suddenly, she felt a little electric shock between her legs. Unlike Sam, Sally had realized some years ago that she liked looking at women and in fact, she liked looking quite a bit. Over the past several years, she found herself often dreaming of what sex with a woman would be like. While she hadn't acted on it, she knew that it was more than a passing curiosity and had masturbated to it often. Most of the time the woman in her fantasy was Sam.
Although Sally really believed that she hadn't tricked Sam into coming to the cabin in order to seduce her, the thought had crossed her mind. However, she also knew that she really didn't know how to go about seducing someone and she certainly didn't want to jeopardize her friendship with Sam at this early stage.
"Listen, we don't have to do this," Sam said. "My neck feels much better." However, when she saw the disappointed look on Sally's face she added, "But it's okay if you still want to though."
"Of course. It's not often I get a beautiful woman in my grasps. Most of the women at the health club are older and frankly kind of dried up!" Then she giggled and placed her hand over her mouth.
Sam could tell that Sally had had one too many and just smiled. "How do you want me?"
There were a million answers that Sally could have given to that question. However, she bit her tongue and said, "Lay down on the sofa on your stomach."
Sam lay on the sofa and Sally came over close and knelt at her side. Then she reached up and began to massage the muscles around Sam's neck and shoulders again.
"Mmmm," Sam moaned, as the young girl's experienced fingers began to work the tightness from her shoulders. "You have wonderful hands."
And you have a wonderful ass! Sally thought as she glanced down at the seat of her tight sweat pants. "Thank you," she said as her fingers worked over the shoulder muscles and then down the back. She followed her spine down, applying gentle pressure with her thumbs on both sides of her backbone. When she reached the end of the tee shirt, she crossed over to the bare skin, continuing down until she reached her sweats. Then she moved back up. "Do you mind if I use some oil?"
"Mmmmm," Sam answered, as the warmth of the fire, the liquor, and the comfort of the sofa made her very sleepy. The long drive had tired her more than she thought.
Sally picked up the bottle of baby oil that she had let sit next to the fire to warm and poured some on her hands. It wasn't the best thing to use for a massage but it would have to do. She rubbed her hands together until they were coated with the warm oil and then she placed them on the small of Sam's back again.
Another groan of pleasure came from Sam, as she felt Sally's hands begin to massage the oil into her skin. Slowly they moved up her back and under the tee shirt.
"Do you mind if I kneel over you?"
"No," Sam answered dreamily.
Sally placed one knee on each side of Sam and sat her buttocks lightly on her thighs. Then she began to move her hands up her back again. Suddenly, she couldn't believe how sensuous it felt to be massaging Sam like this. She had done countless massages but she hadn't cared for any of those people. This felt very different and a little chill went through her as her hands worked up and down the soft skin under her tee shirt. She covered every inch of her back, pushing the tee shirt up to her shoulders in the process. Too soon, she had finished the normal massage. However, she didn't want to stop as she could now feel excitement coursing through her and her heart pounding in her chest.
Sam dozed off.
As Sally thought about her next move, her hands began to tremble. Slowly, her hands slid up her back and then down the sides. They slipped down gradually until her fingers were touching the outer swells of Sam's breasts. She could feel her vagina begin to pulse as she massaged the soft flesh under her fingers. As her fingers went lower, she heard Sam moan and she stopped and waited, ready to pull her hands away. When she didn't hear anything more, she began to move again. Her heart was thumping hard in her chest as her fingers slid down until they were under the slopes of her breasts. She knew that if she moved another inch she would be able to feel her nipples. Do I dare? She asked herself.
Sam had awakened when Sally's fingers had begun to put pressure on the sides of her breasts. Suddenly, she was very much aware of where the young girl's hands were and knew that she should stop her. But it felt too good. Her heart had begun to pound with growing excitement. Instead of protesting, she moaned quietly, as if she were still in a sleepy fog. Then, she surprised herself when she lifted up slightly, allowing the hands to move under her breasts. She had to suppress a moan as the tips of Sally's fingers reached her nipples.
Sally thought she was going to pass out from excitement. Now, she could feel Sam's hot nipples under her fingers. It was the most incredible feeling she had ever felt in her young life. Suddenly, she desperately wanted to move her fingers further underneath Sam and capture the entire mounds of flesh in her hands, but feared that she would break the spell. So she contented herself with moving the tips of her fingers slowly back and forth across the rough surface of her now hard nipples. With each stroke, she could feel the nipples almost burning her sensitive fingertips. She had an almost overpowering urge to take Sam's breasts in her hands. Yet she hesitated, not willing to risk something so bold. When she figured she probably couldn't go any further, she leaned down to Sam's ear and whispered, "Would you like me to do your legs?"
Sam was relieved and strangely disappointed at her words and almost groaned in frustration. "Uh huh," she whispered quietly. She had been on the verge of lifting up and letting the girl's hands have complete access to her breasts. She couldn't believe how excited she had become from the hands of another woman.
Sally slid down Sam's legs and reached up for her sweat pants.
When Sam felt Sally's hands at the waist of her sweats, she realized that she might have made a big mistake. She hadn't even thought that she would have to take her sweats off. But, it was too late as she felt her sweats being pulled down her legs and off her feet.
"Ohhhh," Sally moaned quietly when she saw what she had unveiled. She knew that Sam had a good body but she hadn't expected this. Her heart began to race again as she stared at Sam's lower half. She had on a pair of pale pink panties that were tight and hugged her buttocks sensuously. One side had ridden into the crack, revealing the lower half of a perfect cheek. The backs of Sam's legs, all the way to her feet, were perfectly smooth and without a blemish. Sally was trembling as she stood staring at the beautiful older woman.
Then Sam felt Sally straddle her again, this time facing her feet, her buttocks just resting on her lower back. She could feel her eyes burning into her almost naked flesh. It seemed like it was a long time but was only seconds before she felt her lean forward and grasp one of her legs at the ankle. Sam moaned when she felt Sally's hands begin to work up her leg, kneading the flesh of her calf and then her thigh as she went.
By now, Sally could feel that the crotch of her panties was soaked. She hoped that it wouldn't soak through her sweats. Slowly, she worked the oil into the backs of Sam's legs until her fingers reached her buttocks. She thought briefly of moving her hand over the exposed cheek but controlled herself. Instead she reached down and pulled the panties from between her cheeks and pulled them tight. It was a casual gesture but one that made both women tremble inside. Then, as Sally leaned forward again to run her hands down her shining thighs, the front of her sweatshirt touched the oily surface. When she pulled back, she impulsively reached for her top and without asking permission, stripped it over her head, leaving her breasts free.
Sally had always been somewhat embarrassed by the size of her breasts. They were a full 34C on her rather small frame. Most of the time, she wished that she had smaller breasts and often tried to cover them up. However, they were very sensitive, especially the nipples. Her nipples had always been a source of some embarrassment. They weren't the more common "normal" round areolas and hard tips. Sally had what was referred to as puffies; instead of a hard tipped nipple, they were soft and smooth. The nipples were pale pink and covered almost half of her breasts. She wondered if that was why they were so sensitive. Sometimes she could bring herself off by just pinching the nipples or fantasizing about a female lover doing it for her.
Now as Sally leaned forward, her breasts hung free. When her hands reached Sam's ankles, her nipples touched the backs of the older woman's legs. A gasp escaped her lips as she felt the warm oil and Sam's soft skin touching the tips.
Sam felt it as well and realized with shock that the teenager's breasts were bare. When she opened her eyes, she saw Sally's top lying on the rug, confirming her suspicion. Now Sam felt juice dripping into her panties. That was quite a surprise for her, as she normally didn't lubricate very much. Larry often had to use a lubricant in order for sex not to be painful for both of them.
As Sally moved her body upward, her nipples dragged along the soft skin on the backs of Sam's legs. She could feel shocks of pleasure rippling through her body and directly to her vagina. Her eyes closed in pleasure and her breath came in gasps as she pressed her soft mounds of flesh to the strong thighs below her. Suddenly she began to tremble and her vagina pulsed. She couldn't believe what was happening. Her body trembled as she began to climax! She bit her lip to keep from crying out as her thighs quivered and she gasped for breath.
Sam's mind was reeling. She could feel the young girl trembling and hear little whimpers. It was obvious that she was having an orgasm. Her own vagina was pulsing but there wasn't enough contact to make her climax. Yet, her body tingled like she had never felt before. Then before she knew it, she felt the weight of Sally's body move off her as she got up. She opened her eyes and saw the young woman bend over to pick up her top. A little gasp caught in her throat as she saw Sally's oil coated breasts for an instant. They were pendulous and swung freely, and the nipples appeared positively huge.



Sally stood up and held her top to her chest. "Uh... I think I'll get a shower now," she said. "Can you help pull the sofa bed out for me?"
"Sure," Sam said getting slowly up. "Thanks for the massage," she said. Then, suddenly, she realized that she was half-naked with only her panties and a thin tee shirt covering her. She looked at Sally and saw her staring at her partial nudity. There was still an unmistakable look of lust in her eyes. Then she watched as Sally raised her arms casually, baring her breasts as she put her top back on. Now she had a close up view of her young friend's breasts. They were gorgeous and indeed large and the nipples were as big around as silver dollars. Then her face colored when she saw that Sally had noticed her looking at her breasts. She quickly turned and reached for the sofa.
The two women opened the sofa and pulled it out. When the mattress was stretched out, they both realized that it was not fit for someone to sleep on. The mattress looked lumpy and was dry-rotted. It obviously had not been used for some time.
Both women stood looking at the poor excuse for a bed.
"You can't sleep there," Sam said. Then Sam paused for a minute to consider the options. She couldn't let her sleep on the floor in her own place. "Uh... the bed upstairs is king sized. I suppose we can share."
"Are you sure?" Sally asked, suppressing a smile.
Finally, Sam smiled. She was being silly. It wasn't like Sally was going to attack her. "Sure. Larry says that I don't snore too loud," she laughed a little nervously.
"I'll... uh... get my shower."
"I'll probably be asleep before you get to bed," Sam said heading for the steps. "Thanks again for the massage," Sam said turning to Sally. She saw her blush prettily.
"You're welcome." Sally hurried off toward the bathroom.
A short time later, Sally came quietly up the stairs. She could see that Sam was still awake.
Sam saw that Sally had on a set of baby doll see through underwear and top. She must have looked surprised as she stared at the young woman because Sally looked embarrassed. She said, "I'm sorry, it's all I brought."
As Sally crawled under the covers, the snow outside was piling up and the wind was blowing it around until the SUV was barely visible.
Chapter 4
It took Sam a long time to fall asleep. When she finally did, she began to have erotic dreams. She was in a sea of large breasts. They were everywhere. She was sucking on one and playing with two others. Then, there were other women all around her, waiting for her to suck on their breasts. She was surrounded with flesh. Suddenly, Sam's eyes opened and she was in a cold sweat and very sexually aroused. She tried to put the dream out of her mind, however, each time she went back to sleep, she had another erotic dream and it always involved women. When the morning light finally came through the window, she was relieved. She lay on the bed and watched the snow continue to fall. Between her legs, her vagina was throbbing almost painfully now. She had to have relief.
Sam glanced over at Sally and could see that she was still asleep. Her need overcame caution and she slowly slid her hands under the blankets and down her stomach. When she reached her groin, she found that the gusset of her panties was soaked. She pressed the material into her swollen lips and moaned quietly. She used her middle finger to slide up and down the groove as she spread her legs. Finally, she pushed her sweatpants and panties down her thighs and off. Quickly, her fingers went back to her swollen sex. It was so unlike her to masturbate. She could count on one hand the number of times she had done it since she had gotten married. However, it felt so exciting now, she wondered why she hadn't done it more often. Another little moan escaped her mouth as she pushed her finger into her saturated hole.
Sally had awakened at the first moan. She glanced over and saw that Sam was on her back and that her hand was obviously between her legs. Suddenly, her heart began to beat rapidly and excitement began to course through her. She wanted desperately to touch herself but she dared not.
Soon Sam was at a point of no return. Her body began to tremble as her finger found her swollen clit. She gently teased it, bringing her closer and closer to climax. She worked hard to keep her movements to a minimum, however as her tremors began, she had to squeeze her legs together tightly. Her attempt to keep quiet and restrict her movement made her head spin. It was almost as if she were fighting the desire to climax. The very act of trying to hold it back made the tension build quickly. Suddenly, her breath caught in her throat as a strong climax rushed through her. Her hips lifted off the bed and her legs stiffened as her body trembled, shaking the bed.
Sally could tell that she was climaxing. It took all of her will power to remain still. She had the sudden urge to jump on the older woman. However, she controlled herself, as excitement coursed through her body. She squeezed her own thighs together, feeling her swollen sex lips almost pulsing. She almost sighed in relief when Sam stopped shaking. Suddenly, her body felt incredibly hot. She pushed the covers off and groaned like she was asleep.
Finally, when Sam could catch her breath, she glanced over at Sally and was relieved to see that she was still asleep. Then, she noticed that Sally had pushed the covers off her body and was lying on her back with her legs spread apart, with one bent at the knee. Her face was serene with curls of her hair lying carelessly across her eyes. Sam turned on her side and stared at the pretty girl. Almost without thinking, Sam reached over and gently brushed the hair from her face. God, she is gorgeous, she thought. Then her eyes scanned down her body. She stared at her large breasts under her thin top. The nipples were bigger than any she had ever seen. Her eyes trailed down to her groin. A little gasp escaped her lips when she saw the young girl's bare pubic mound, barely hidden under the gauzy material. That confirmed that she didn't have any pubic hair. She sat up carefully to look closer and found that her pubic area was as smooth as a baby's butt. When Sam felt herself becoming excited again, she reluctantly pulled herself from the bed. She gently snatched her sweatpants from under the covers and hurried downstairs.
At the bottom of the stairs, Sam stopped and looked for her panties inside the sweatpants. When she couldn't find them she walked quietly back up the steps.
As soon as Sam was out of sight, Sally noticed that her panties were still lying on the bed. With a trembling hand she reached over and picked them up. Immediately she could feel how wet they were. With a moan of excitement she brought them to her nose and took a deep breath, her eyes closing in pleasure at the sweet smell of the older woman.
Sam was at the top of the steps when she stopped in shock. She could see that Sally had her panties in her hand and that she was smelling them. Then to her total amazement, Sally opened the panties and licked the wet crotch. The shock of watching such an intimate act almost made Sam's knees buckle and she had to grab the railing for support. Slowly she backed down the stairs and walked on trembling legs to the kitchen. Her hands were shaking so much that she almost dropped a dozen eggs as she brought them from the refrigerator. Then she had to sit down and catch her breath before she could cook breakfast.
Upstairs, Sally quickly stripped off her pj's. Then she took Sam's panties and rubbed the still wet crotch across her breasts, feeling the remaining wetness sticking to her nipples. Then she slid them down her stomach until she touched her smooth pubic mound. She pressed the material into her swollen lips and rubbed it up and down the groove. When she touched her clit, she began to tremble. Soon her own juice was mixed with Sam's, making the crotch totally soaked again, this time it was wet with their combined juices. She couldn't believe how incredibly sexy it was to masturbate with her friend's panties. Then, she used her middle finger to press the wet crotch into her throbbing hole. Suddenly, Sally moaned and her body lifted off the bed. She climaxed with the tiny panties inside her throbbing vagina. It was one of the most intense that she had ever had. When she finally crawled out of bed, she brought the panties to her nose again, and then stuffed them into her bag. Then she put on her clothes and walked down the steps on very shaky legs.
When she reached the bottom of the stairs, she glanced out the front window. Suddenly, she rushed over to the window and let out a yelp.
"What's the matter?" Sam said as she turned from the stove and rushed toward her.
"Look," she said pointing out the window.
"Oh my God," Sam said when she saw that their car was totally covered in a snowdrift.
"Let me get the radio," Sally said as she rushed back upstairs. A minute later she came back down with the radio on. "It's pretty bad. They say it's one of the worst blizzards that has hit this area in forty years."
"Oh Jesus, we're not going to get out of here today are we?"
"I don't think so. But, don't worry, we have enough food to last weeks."
"It's not that. I need to get back! I have too much to do."
"It might be days before we get out of here," Sally said. She kept a frown on her face but inside her heart was fluttering with joy.
"Can we call somebody?" Sam asked.
"Sure but that's not going to get us out of here. We're several miles from the closest road that they clear."
Sam took a deep breath and let it out. Then she smelled her bacon burning. "Oh shit," she yelled as she rushed over to the stove. She salvaged what she could and placed it on a plate. When she turned around she saw Sally coming toward her. Her eyes grew wide as she saw for the first time what the young girl was wearing. On top she had a tight tube top that emphasized her large bust. She could see the dark outline of her large nipples. Below she had on a pair of white stretch cotton leotards that hugged her like a second skin. In fact, they were so tight that the seam of her crotch pulled between the lips of her vagina.
Sally saw her surprised look and said, "I thought we would go skiing and those snow suits are really hot. I prefer to wear as little as possible underneath. Sometimes I even go naked," she added with a giggle and blushed.
Sam didn't comment but she did raise her eyebrow and then a little smile crossed her lips. The things we find out about people, she thought. "Well, sit down and have some breakfast. I'm not the best cook in the world but I can whip up a mean omelet."
"Sam, I'm so sorry I got you into this. I really am."
"It's not your fault sweetie. I could have checked the weather. We'll just have to make the best of it. The truth is that it might be good for me to take a little time off. Besides, I could be in a lot worse places," she said with a meaningful smile. "I'll call later and let someone know that we're still alive."
"Thanks!" Sally said
"For what?"
"For not making me feel bad."
"Eat!" Sam said as she placed a plate in front of the pretty young girl.
After breakfast the two women waited until the wind had died down and the snow had stopped before they tried to venture out. They both dressed in snowsuits that were left in the closet. However, when they tried to open the front door, it was snow bound.
"That's okay, the back should be clear," Sally said. They were able to open the back door and went outside.
The sun had broken through and the sky had cleared. Suddenly, they were standing in the middle of a glorious winter wonderland. Everything was snow covered and sparkling white. The road leading to the house was completely gone. It was almost as if it never existed. Nothing man-made was visible, except for the house and shed, for as far as the eye could see.
Sally led them to the shed where they cleared away enough snow to get inside. There were numerous sets of skis and boots along with two snowmobiles. Sally pulled several sets of skis and boots out. She handed a pair of boots to Sam and said, "Try these, they should fit you."
The size was a little large, but they were wearable. Sally helped Sam adjust the bindings on her boots and then she put hers on. Then, they carried their skis through the deep snow to a spot where they could put them on.
Sam had never been on snow skis. However, she could water ski and thought that it would be similar. When she stood up, she realized that it was very different. Then, as she tried to move, she fell over into a pile of snow.
Sally tried to help her up but Sam pulled her down on top of her. Both women began to laugh so hard that they couldn't get up.
"This is harder than I thought," Sam laughed as she lay on her back in the snow.
"You'll get the hang of it quickly," Sally encouraged.
When they finally got to their feet, Sally showed Sam how to move as if she were doing "cross-country" skiing, forcing one ski forward and then the other in a rhythmic pattern. The two of them moved through the snow-covered forest until they came to an opening at the top of a hill.
"Wow," Sam said as she looked out across the valley. "This is so beautiful!"
"I always thought so. I knew that you would love it. My dad and I used to spend hours and hours skiing down these hills. Sometimes we would be so exhausted when we got home that we would collapse in front of the fireplace and fall asleep and not wake up until the following morning."
"Well, now what do we do?" Sam asked, holding her poles and ready to go.
"Watch me." Sally moved down the slope at a slow pace, showing Sam how to move her skis back and forth and how to use the snow plow technique to stop. When Sam tried it, she got about ten feet and fell. She laughed and tried again. Finally, after four or five falls, she made it to where Sally was waiting. However, she was still sliding down the hill. Fortunately, Sally grabbed Sam or she might have slipped all the way to the bottom.
"If I keep this up, you're going to have to carry me back to the cabin," Sam laughed. When she looked at Sally, she saw her looking at her funny. "What?" she asked.
"Nothing, you're just so pretty all covered in snow. Kinda of like a snow bunny," she added with a laugh.
Sam could feel herself blush and she looked away. When she did, she lost her balance and fell forward into Sally. Sally tumbled backward, hitting a branch of a spruce tree that was covered in snow. The heavy snow fell from the tree right onto Sally's face as she hit the snow flat on her back. Sam came down on top of her again. Both women screamed with gales of laughter, as they lay covered in snow again.
"I'm such a klutz," Sam laughed. Suddenly, Sam realized that she was lying on top of Sally, their faces inches apart. She looked down at her snow-covered face. She quickly pulled her glove off and began to brush the snow from her face. When she had most of the snow removed, she saw Sally's smiling face and twinkling eyes. Her cheeks were rosy from the cold and wet from the melted snow. Her skin was creamy and smooth. Suddenly, she had an overpowering urge to kiss her. Instead she rolled off and onto her back. She lay looking up at the bright sun, suddenly breathing heavily.
"Come on lazy bones," Sally said and got to her skis, pulling Sam up with her.
The two women began to move down the hill again. Sam was a quick learner and had gotten to the point where she could move slowly downhill without falling. Fortunately, the snow was so deep that the powder kept her from going too fast.
Several hours later both women were tired and ready to go home.
It was a long trek back to the cabin and as Sally had predicted, they were both exhausted as they stumbled inside. They quickly stripped their suits off and hung them near the fireplace to dry.
"I'll get the fire stoked. Why don't you get some wine and a couple of glasses?" Sally said.
When Sam came back out of the kitchen she stopped suddenly. Her eyes fell on Sally as she bent over the fireplace stoking the coals. She still had on the skintight leotards and they were stretched almost obscenely over her tight buttocks. Sam felt an unwanted chill run through her. It was obvious that Sally wasn't wearing any panties and the material was almost transparent, revealing the dark crease between her buttocks. A view of Sally walking toward her this morning with the seam of her tight pants running between her lips suddenly flashed into her mind. She took a deep breath and slowly walked over to Sally, her eyes riveted to her sexy derriere. Then she sat down on the floor and leaned against the sofa.
Sally could feel Sam's eyes on her buttocks and continued the process of stoking the fire longer than necessary. Several times she even swayed her backside back and forth. Her face had turned hot but not from the fire.
Sam smiled as she took a sip of her wine and watched the blatant sexual display in front of her. While she tried to remain calm on the outside, on the inside she was trembling with excitement. She felt a little trickle of sweat break out on her brow and finally had to avert her eyes.
Finally, Sally joined her and the two women sat against the sofa, facing the fire, their shoulders touching. When the first bottle of wine was done, Sally got another. They talked quietly for a while and then fell silent. The room became very quiet with only the sound of the crackling fire. A short while later, Sam felt Sally's head touch her shoulder. Based on her regular breathing, it was obvious that she had fallen asleep. When Sam moved slightly, Sally's head fell toward her. She gently laid her head on her lap and watched her sleep. Suddenly, she felt the urge again to kiss the pretty girl. With the wine coursing through her veins, she leaned down and turned Sally's face upward. Slowly, she let her lips gently touch those of the younger woman. A moan escaped her throat, as she tasted Sally's sweet lips for the first time. Her head began to spin. She jumped when she felt a hand reach up and grasp the back of her neck.
Sally moaned and opened her mouth as she pulled the older woman's mouth to her own. She felt her vagina pulse as she pressed her tongue toward Sam's mouth. Another moan escaped her lips when she felt Sam open her mouth to let it inside. Then she thought her heart would jump from her chest when she pulled her tongue back and Sam's followed. She closed her lips around the intruding tongue and began to suck. Chills began to run up and down her spine. Soon, the two women's tongues were dueling with one another and their warm saliva mixing.
Sam could no longer think straight. She couldn't believe what she was doing. Her head was spinning so much that she was concerned that she might lose consciousness. She had never had a sweeter or more sensual kiss. It was nothing like kissing a man. Sally's lips were so soft and, maybe it was from the wine, but even her saliva tasted sweet. Then, when she pulled her lips slightly away and Sally's tongue began to lick her lips, she almost lost her breath. She pressed her mouth back to the younger woman's willing lips and she moaned.
How could something so wrong feel so good? she thought as the kiss went on and on. Suddenly her hand was moving on the younger woman's stomach. Both of them tensed as it moved slowly upward. As Sam's knuckles touched the underside of the covered breast, she hesitated. God, what am I doing, she thought. Then, as if she couldn't control it, her hand opened and it covered one of Sally's now heaving breasts.
With trembling fingers, Sally reached up and pulled her tight tube top upward. She felt Sam lift her hand out of the way. She began to tremble as she felt the warm air from the fireplace on her naked breasts. She knew that Sam's hand was hovering inches from her soft flesh as they continued to kiss. She sucked hard on the tongue in her mouth.



Sam hesitated, her hand trembling inches above the young woman's bare breast. Her hand moved downward and a moan escaped her lips. Sam's lips muffled her scream, as the palm of her hand covered the soft mound of flesh. "Oh Jesus," Sam gasped as she pulled her lips from Sally's. She looked down and saw her hand covering the breast of another woman for the first time in her life. It was like a dream. Just like the dream she had had last night. She watched, in an almost removed fashion, as her fingers began to knead the soft flesh. While she had touched her own breasts many times, this felt different, almost softer. Her fingers squeezed the flesh and her thumb slid across the pale pink nipple.
"Oh God, suck it!" Sally hissed. With her hand still behind Sam's head, she tugged gently.
Sam felt her head being pulled down slowly but firmly until it was a fraction of an inch from one heaving tit. She hesitated. There was no turning back if she went any further.
Sally whined and pulled on the back of Sam's head. "Please," she begged.
Sam was trembling all over as she stuck out her tongue and tentatively touched the nipple. She heard Sally gasp. Then, she widened her tongue and licked across the soft and puffy surface. A moan escaped from her own lips as she felt the soft skin under her tongue. Then, her mouth opened wide and she sucked the large nipple inside. Her heart was pounding so hard and pumping blood so fast that she couldn't even hear Sally's scream. Suddenly, her mouth was filled with sweet flesh. The nipple filled her mouth like a soft marshmallow and tasted almost as sweet. Although the evidence was in her mouth, she still couldn't believe that she was sucking on a woman's breast. Just a few days ago, it would have been appalling to even imagine herself doing something like this. Yet, she didn't try to pull away even as Sally lifted her chest toward her mouth. She allowed the pressure on her neck to hold her mouth to the warm flesh and she began to suck, pulling a good portion of the nipple deep into her mouth. Saliva began to drip from her lips, running gently down the slopes. When she began to worry the puffy nipple with her teeth and then her tongue, she felt Sally begin to tremble. Her tongue laved the soft skin, covering it with her warm saliva.
Sally was gasping for breath as Sam began to nibble on the nipple with her teeth. The young girl was quickly transported into a sensuous world where she had never been. Nothing in her life had prepared her for this. Her vagina was pouring juice into the crotch of her leotards. A dark stain began to form, spreading across the white cotton. Suddenly, her hips lifted up and she groaned loudly as an incredible climax began. It started as a tiny tremor in her chest and ran quickly to her pulsing vagina. Then it exploded throughout her body as she screamed in pleasure.
Sam barely heard the scream. She was so engrossed in sucking the warm flesh that Sally was almost done with her climax when she realized what was happening. When she felt the pressure on the back of her neck ease, she pulled away leaving strings of her saliva hanging from her open lips to the breast below. Her head was spinning and her lips were throbbing from the feeling of Sally's breast. She touched her lips with the back of her trembling hand, wiping the saliva from them. Suddenly, she realized what she had just done and almost jumped up, startling Sally and almost throwing her to the floor. "I... I... should... should get us something to eat," she stuttered. Then she turned in confusion and hurried to the kitchen.
Chapter 5
The two women were mostly silent and avoided eye contact as they ate an early dinner. They were both feeling a little guilty and embarrassed. However, Sally was also elated. What had happened was beyond her wildest dreams. Now she knew that Sam wasn't totally opposed to a little contact with another woman. It was also quite thrilling to know that she could turn on the older woman.
When Sam finally spoke, it almost startled Sally. "Well, since I'm not going to get home for a few days, I need to make a few calls."
"Can... uh... can we work on our essay afterward."
"Yes, that would be an excellent idea," Sam said, thinking that at least that would be a neutral activity. She now realized that it was going to be difficult to be so close to Sally for the next few days. They would need some diversion or she didn't know what might happen. Unfortunately, now that her libido was peaked by their intimate activity, it would be hard to control. And, if the little tremors she still felt between her legs were any indication, it might be impossible for her to keep her hands off of the young girl. She couldn't let that happen. She had too much at stake. She was going to be the wife of the chancellor of the University.
After the dinner dishes were cleared, Sally found some writing paper and sat on the sofa. Sam went in to take a shower and said she would join her in a few minutes. When she came back out, she had on a short white terry cloth robe she found in the bathroom and a towel wrapped around her wet hair. She sat on the sofa, a comfortable distance from Sally.
"Do we have a hair dryer?" she asked.
"Uh... no! Damn, that's one thing I forgot. If you sit with your back to the fire, I think it will dry pretty quickly."
"Okay. Let's see what you have so far," Sam said as she reached for the pad. When their hands touched Sam felt and saw sparks. It was probably from the dry air in the room, she thought.
Sally believed that it was because of an entirely different reason. She suppressed a little smile of delight.
Sam read the essay topic ideas that Sally had written down and added a few of her own. They talked quietly for some time about the various topics and narrowed it down to three. One topic that Sally had listed, interestingly enough, was "Lesbianism in Modern Literature". Sam knew that that would shake up the school if it were chosen.
The two of them worked for another hour developing an outline for the various topics. The discussion about lesbianism was somewhat tense but nonetheless interesting. However, they skirted around the real issues in an effort to stay professional.
Sam noticed that Sally had a smile on her face that never left as they discussed women loving women. And she could feel little ripples of excitement beginning again deep inside. She knew she needed to change the subject. "We'll need to get to the library and on the Internet to check some of these out. However, I think we have a great start," Sam said in a professional tone as she assessed the younger woman. Sam had concluded that Sally was a very sharp girl after their many conversations over the past couple of months. She was more than just a pretty face. However, that pretty face kept overshadowing Sam's attempt to play the professional teacher. Every time she would look into her eyes, she would feel little shock waves emanating from between her legs. "I think I had better try to dry my hair if I don't want to go to bed with it wet," she finally said.
"Why don't you sit by the fire and I can brush your hair. That should help dry it quicker."
Sam thought that was innocent enough so she said okay.
"You have beautiful hair," Sally said as she began to run the brush through it.
"Unfortunately, it curls so easily that whenever I get it wet I can't do anything with it."
"Why don't you just let it go curly? I think you would look sexy with naturally curly hair," Sally said, loving stroking her hair with the brush and following it with the touch of her hand.
"Maybe I will," Sam answered as she leaned back into the younger woman. "Oh, that feels so good." There was something so comforting about the way Sally was stroking her hair with the brush and following it down with her hand.
"Listen, I do a great facial massage," Sally said, putting the brush down on the hearth when her hand was hanging smoothly across her shoulders. "Would you like me to do one for you?"
Sam remembered what happened with the last massage. But, how sexual could a facial massage be? she thought. "Well, if you promise to behave," she said with a smile and without admonishment in her voice.
"I'll try, but I can't promise anything," she responded and returned the smile. "Let me get some cream," Sally said and hurried to her bag that was up in the loft. While she was there, she put on a pair of cut off jeans and a half jersey that barely covered the bottom of her breasts.
When Sam saw Sally hurrying down the stairs, she almost gasped. Her breasts were bouncing up and down with her movement and it almost looked like her jersey would flip up and reveal them any second. Sam tightened her robe around her and shivered.
"Alright, turn around and put your head in my lap. You're in good hands," she joked as she spread a towel across her bare legs. While Sally tried to act calm, she was very nervous. It was such a thrill to know that she was going to get to touch Sam again. And, it was even better that she didn't seem mad at her from what had happened earlier.
"Okay doctor," Sam said as she turned and laid her head in Sally's lap.
Sally turned Sam's face up to her and began to gently massage her temples.
Sam eyes were closed and she moaned as she felt the gentle touch. She is good with her hands, Sam thought as she relaxed into Sally's lap.
Soon Sally's hands moved down to her cheeks. She added a little cream and massaged it into her soft skin. Then her fingers ran under her chin, slipping back upward and across her tight jaw muscles. "Relax," she whispered. "Wait a minute," Sally said and got up. A few minutes later she brought over the radio, two glasses and a bottle of wine. She tuned the radio to a soft classical station and poured a glass of wine. "Would you like a glass?" she asked.
"Uh... I guess," Sam said hesitantly. She wasn't sure she wanted to feel that good. Still, she was feeling so comfortable she thought that one glass couldn't hurt. She took the offered glass and drank about half before leaning back onto Sally's lap again.
Sally started her massage again. She took her time, working on all the tense muscles in Sam's face, using her thumb to guide her hands.
Sam was almost asleep when she felt the hands move down to her neck. She opened her eyes in concern. When she looked up, she realized that she was looking directly up Sally's cut off jersey. She took a deep breath and watched the large globes sway freely back and forth inches from her face. The movement was almost hypnotizing. She could see the lower section of Sally's pale pink nipples. The thought that she had been sucking on one of those just a few hours earlier brought a tremor to her body.
"Are you chilly?" Sally asked when she felt her shiver.
"Uh... no," Sam answered and tried to close her eyes. However, as much as she didn't want to look, her eyes kept opening. She barely noticed when Sally's hands began to move further down her neck. Then, she felt her fingers slip under the opening of her robe. "Sally," she moaned as the hands slipped lower and closer to the swells of her breasts. She knew where this was heading.
"You're so tense," Sally said as her hands reached the beginning slope of Sam's breasts and she gently began kneading the flesh. "Relax. Relax. Relax," she whispered methodically as her hands moved slowly up the slopes. Her hands went deeper under the opening of the robe.
Oh no! Sam thought, here we go again. However, she left her hands lay idly at her sides as she felt her robe being slowly opened. Her heart was pounding in her chest now and knew that she should stop her. When she felt the warmth of the fire on her bare breasts, she knew that she was exposed. However, she was frozen in place and she couldn't even open her eyes. It was almost like it wasn't happening if she didn't see it.
"They're beautiful," Sally gasped as she stared at Sam's breasts. They sat high on her chest, the nipples as hard as pebbles. Sally's hands moved slowly over the heaving orbs. A moan escaped her lips as she closed her fingers around Sam's soft breasts. She could feel her nipples almost burning her palms and she groaned deep in her throat.
"Sally, please," Sam whispered as if she couldn't stop the woman and was somehow powerless. However, this time she wasn't under the influence of the wine. She was tired from her busy day but perfectly sober. In spite of her outward protests, her vagina began to quiver and juice started to run down her thighs.
Sally grew even bolder and as she continued to play with one breast, she reached down and threw her robe completely open. Now she was staring at Sam's body, entirely naked before her. Her eyes traveled downward over her breasts, across her soft stomach and between her legs. She saw that Sam had a light fuzz of pubic hair and wondered if she trimmed it. Her well-shaped thighs were spread slightly apart and her feet were moving nervously back and forth. A little chill ran through her when she saw a glimmer of wetness on her sparse pubic hair.
Sam knew that she should stop the young girl. This was so wrong and so dangerous, she thought. Yet, her only movement was the heaving of her breasts.
Sally's heart was beating rapidly and her hands were trembling as she continued to massage the soft breasts. She noted that Sam's breasts were much smaller than her own but were nonetheless beautiful. They were the size of navel oranges and she was surprised at how firm they felt. Her nipples were long and looked like pencil erasers. She opened her hands and gently rubbed the palms across the hard nubs in a circular fashion.
Sam began to squirm as Sally played with her breasts. She squeezed her eyes closed and tried to control her breathing. However, the room seemed to be spinning now. She trembled at the thought that her robe was open and that Sally had a view of her entirely naked body. Still, she made no move to close it. Instead, her legs squirmed open a little further. Whimpers began to come from her lips as the younger woman continued to tease the now throbbing nipples.
Sally leaned down close to Sam's ear. Her tongue came out and she began to lick little circles around her ear. She could see goose bumps on Sam's body. Then she took a deep breath and whispered, "Play with yourself. I want to watch." Her heart almost stopped as she held her breath and waited for an answer.
"Oh Jesus," Sam moaned but she didn't move.
Sally reached down and found one of Sam's trembling hands and placed it between the older woman's legs. She pressed her middle finger down on Sam's, forcing her finger to slide between the fat lips.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sam moaned as her fingers felt her swollen sex lips. Her legs spread wider and her fingers began to move automatically between the inner lips.
From above, Sally had a wonderful view of Sam's now juice-covered fingers moving between her legs. She could feel her own vagina pulsing and dripping her juice. It was incredibly exciting to watch. Oh how she wanted to be the one touching Sam but she feared that that would be going too far at this point. She feared that she would jump up and leave her if she moved too fast. One of her hands continued to caress Sam's breast and the other rubbed the side her face gently as she watched in fascination.

Sam was lost in a sensual fog as her finger began to work up and down between her swollen lips. A low moan escaped her lips when her finger slipped inside for the first time. Her body began to tremble. Then, her finger slipped out and touched her swollen clit. At the same time, Sally bent over and kissed her. That was all it took. A long and low scream escaped her mouth.
Sally held the older woman tightly, continuing to kiss her as she felt her body convulsing in pleasure. "That's it, that's it," she whispered as the older woman trembled in her arms.
"Mpppphhhhh!!!" Sam grunted as pleasure rushed up and down her body. It seemed to go on for a long time until finally she began to relax with only tiny whimpers escaping her lips.
A few minutes later, Sam opened her eyes and saw Sally smiling down at her.
"Was it good?" Sally whispered rhetorically.
Sam moaned and her face turned red with embarrassment. Then, she felt Sally grab the wrist of the hand between her legs. She watched curiously as she raised it to her mouth. Then, a gasp escaped her lips as Sally slid the fingers into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned as she sucked her wet fingers. She had never tasted anything quite like it. Sure, she had tasted herself but this was different, somehow sweeter. She could feel her own vagina pulsing like she was close to a climax.
Sam sighed as she watched the young girl clean her fingers. When she was done, she looked up at her as if she were a petulant child. "Did you bring me up here to seduce me?" she asked in an exhausted voice. It was a simple question with no animosity.
"No. However, the thought did cross my mind," Sally answered honestly.
When Sam didn't respond, Sally asked, "Are you mad at me?" There was a worried look on her face now.
Sam remained quiet for some time thinking of her answer. The easy and truthful answer was no. However, the consequences of that answer could be difficult to deal with. She was feeling something very special for Sally and that could complicate her life. The truth was that she wasn't angry at all. At that moment, she was feeling very satisfied and even loved--something she hadn't felt in a long, long time. Instead of answering the question, Sam reached up and pulled Sally's mouth down to hers. A charge of electricity ran through her and her vagina began to throb again as soon as her soft lips were pressed to her again. She had never responded so quickly after having a climax, especially considering how intense it had been.
Sally's heart was beating fast again and she wanted to leap for joy at Sam's response. Then, she moaned in frustration as Sam pulled her lips away.
Suddenly, a very naughty thought went through Sam's mind. It was entirely crazy but the young girl had cast a spell over her and she could no longer deny it. There were secret thoughts hidden in her mind that had suddenly been brought to the surface. Thoughts that she would never admit to before this day. Do I dare? she thought as she bit her lip with indecision. Throwing caution to the wind, Sam looked into Sally's eyes and said, "I want... I want you to... to do something for me." Her voice was trembling and her insides were churning.
"Anything," Sally said excitedly.
"I... I... want you to... to masturbate for me. I want... I want to watch you do it," Sam said, her voice dropping low, almost fading out. Then her face turned three shades of red and she looked away, suddenly regretting her request.
Sally's eyes grew wide with surprise. Did I hear her correctly? she thought and asked, "Really?"
"Yessss," Sam whispered, afraid to look up at the young girl's face. This was the craziest thing she had ever done. She had always been the proper one, a real conservative. Yet, now she was asking this young girl to do something very nasty. I must be losing my mind! she thought. Yet, there was tingling throughout her body. It was as if an inner person was screaming to get out, someone other than "Professor Edwards". It was a warm and sensuous person who had long denied her true feelings.
"Alright," Sally quickly agreed and almost jumped up, leaving Sam on the floor below her. She reached for the snap in her cut off shorts and then pulled the zipper down. Slowly, almost as if she were stripping, she opened her shorts and began to push them down. She watched Sam's eyes as her soft flesh was revealed. When the shorts dropped to her feet, she inched forward until her bare vagina was almost directly above Sam's surprised face.



"Oh!" Sam exclaimed as she looked up at the wet and bald vagina. From this angle, she had a perfect view of Sally's juice beginning to run from her swollen lips. It was trickling down her thighs in a shiny stream. Sam unconsciously licked her lips. "Why... why do you... you shave yourself?" she asked.
"I guess because it's so much more sensual. Do you like it?" she said, reaching down to gently rub the smooth surface with her fingers.
"Uh... yes, I think I do," Sam whispered.
"I love the smooth skin way it feels under my fingers," she added as she slowly slid her fingers between the lips, smearing them with her copious juice. Then she gently rubbed the shiny liquid over the surface, coating the skin with the sticky juice. A moan escaped her lips. "Maybe we should do yours," Sally said breathlessly, only half facetiously.
Sam tore her eyes from the young girl's crotch and looked up at Sally's sparkling eyes. She slowly shook her head no but her heart was fluttering in her chest. In her mind she was thinking of how Larry would react to something like that. Not very well, she was afraid.
Sally turned and walked over to the sofa and sat down. "Come closer," she said to Sam, her throat suddenly very dry. She watched the woman move as if in a trance. As Sam knelt close to her feet, she lifted her legs, placed her feet on the sofa and spread her thighs wide. She slid down slightly, opening herself and displaying her swollen sex lips obscenely. A moment of embarrassment rushed through her. The only other person that had had such a view of her was her doctor.
Sam was finding it hard to get her breath as she watched the young girl display herself so blatantly; seemingly unashamed that another woman was staring at her private parts.
The light from the fire gave Sam a perfect view of the pretty girl's treasures. Her eyes stared directly into her swollen vagina. It's beautiful! she thought. I never realized how pretty a woman's sex organ could be! She was totally amazed at the revelation.
It was the first time Sam had ever seen a vagina close up. She had never even looked closely at her own. Whenever she went for a gynecological visit, she wondered how someone could make that his or her profession. Now she thought, if they all looked like this, it would be a wonderful job.
Suddenly, her thoughts were interrupted as Sally brought her hand down to her pulsing sex organ and moaned. Sam watched with her eyes as wide as saucers as the young woman began to massage her inner lips, opening herself. She could see her copious juices streaming out like a river now. Suddenly, she was very much aware of her own vagina as it began to throb again. She could even smell Sally's excitement.
"Oh God, yes, watch me, watch me play with myself. It's soooo exciting," Sally hissed as she plunged her finger into her sopping hole. She stared at the older woman's eyes, which were totally focused on her sexual parts. She could see wonder and excitement and that made her hole quiver and pulse on her finger.
Soon the room was filled with the slopping sucking sound of Sally's finger moving in and out of her clinching hole. Her legs were spread as wide as she could get them and her hips were moving up and down. Within seconds, her hand was covered with her juice and it splattered on her thighs. She tried desperately to keep her eyes open but the pleasure was too great.
Sam could hardly get her breath as she watched the spectacle before her. She had never seen anything so obscene or exciting. She wasn't even the one masturbating; yet her vagina throbbed in excitement and she could almost feel the fingers moving inside her.
"Oh Gooooddddddd Sammmmm!!!" Sally groaned as her body began to convulse in climax. "Yes, yes, yes, Ohhhhh!!! I'm going to cummmmmm." Suddenly, her vagina throbbed and juice began to pour over her fingers and run in little rivers down her cheeks below.
Sam watched with her mouth opened and her breath coming in gasps as if she had been running a marathon. She couldn't believe the amount of juice that was coming from Sally's hole. Suddenly, a little tremor went through her own vagina and she felt her own juice running from between her swollen lips and dripping to the floor. Her hips squirmed and she desperately wanted to touch herself.
Before Sally had even recovered, Sam was on her feet. Suddenly, she was embarrassed again. "Uh... uh, it's late and I think I'll go to bed. Goodnight," she said, leaving Sally shocked and worried that she had gone too far.
Sally watched Sam rush upstairs. She sat silently for a few minutes until finally, she got up and went to take a shower, hoping that Sam wasn't mad at her. After all, she was the one that asked to see her masturbate! she thought.
When Sally finished her shower, she quietly went upstairs. She could see Sam lying on her side facing away from her. Gently, she took off her bathrobe and crawled into bed naked. She lay awake for a long time, a million thoughts going through her head. Several times she started to turn over and touch Sam but she hesitated and tears came to her eyes.
It was much later that night when Sally awoke for some unknown reason. Then she felt the bed gently moving and heard a little whimper. She glanced over and saw Sam lying on her back with her eyes closed. Sally might have thought she was asleep but then she saw the blanket moving. Suddenly, she realized that Sam was masturbating. As gently as possible, she turned over and inched closer to the softly moaning woman. Then, boldly she reached over and placed her hand on Sam's naked thigh.
Sam's body tensed when she felt the touch of the younger woman. But she shivered and sucked in her breath excitedly. Her first thought was a feeling of embarrassment at being caught. Then, she didn't care as she felt Sally's hand begin to move.
Slowly, Sally moved her hand up Sam's thigh. Her fingers moved across the soft skin until they reached Sam's own hands. Gently, she slipped her fingers under Sam's until she could feel her wet pubic hair. A smile crossed her lips when Sam made no move to stop her. She slowly slid her finger through the soft hair until it touched her swollen lips. It was Sally's turn to moan as she felt the vagina of another woman for the first time in her life. She heard Sam begin to whimper again as her finger moved softly across the wet flesh of her inner lips.
Sam's head was spinning with excitement and just a little fear. She wanted to stop Sally but her gentle fingers felt too good. Instead, she let her hands fall to her sides and her legs spread wider, sighing in resignation. "Oh Goddddd!!!" she hissed as the girl's finger slowly slid into her body.
Sally could feel the walls of Sam's vagina throbbing and squeezing her finger. Her own finger had been inside her body many times, but this was different. It was even more exciting. She twisted her finger around, massaging the rippled walls of the sexy older woman's vagina. Juice began to run down her finger and cover her hand. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she began to move her finger in and out. She bent her head closer and captured one of Sam's nipples in her mouth.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sam moaned and pushed her hips upward, forcing the finger deeply into her. She knew that she wasn't going to be able to take much of this. Then she felt Sally add a second finger. "Oh God Sally," she moaned. Several seconds later, her body began to tremble like she had received an electric shock. Then every muscle tensed. "Ohhhhhh Goddddddd!!!" she screamed as a strong climax ripped through her.
Sally was surprised at the speed and intensity of Sam's orgasm. It seemed to go on for such a long time. She could feel the walls of her vagina throbbing with each wave of pleasure that rippled through the older woman. Now her hand was soaked with Sam's sex juices.
As soon as Sam's climax was over, she again felt embarrassment. She lay stiffly, looking up at the ceiling. Sally's hand was still lying on her pubic mound. Abruptly, she rolled to her side and away from Sally. She was so confused. She had never felt like this and it scared her.
For an instant, Sally felt rejected again and frowned. However, she also understood Sam's emotions. Then a smile crossed her lips. It had been a wonderful evening and events had progressed far beyond anything she could have hoped for. Talking a chance, Sally moved toward Sam and snuggled up behind her in a spoon fashion. A chill ran through her when she felt Sam's naked body next to her own.
At the touch of Sally's soft breasts to her back, Sam shivered. Then she felt the younger woman's arm circle her and her hand reach for her breast. Her first impulse was to push her hand away. But, suddenly an overwhelming feeling of comfort came over her and she relaxed and pushed back into the younger woman. Sam had never felt more loved than at that moment. She wondered why she was fighting it so much. A cascade of emotions rushed over her and tears began to stream from her eyes and she wasn't even sure why. Was it because this was something she had longed for all her life and had denied it? Or, was it from guilt and shame at what she had allowed to happen? Consciously she couldn't answer the question, but deep in her soul she knew the answer. She pulled Sally's hand up to her lips and gently kissed it and then rubbed it to her wet cheek.
Behind her, Sally sighed contentedly and snuggled closer, her heart almost bursting with joy. Within minutes, they were both asleep
Chapter 6
The smell of coffee brewing and bacon cooking awoke Sam. She opened her eyes and stretched. A feeling of great euphoria rushed over her and she smiled. All of her upbringing told her that what had happened last night was wrong. However, every other part told her it was so right. It was like she had an angel on one shoulder and a devil on the other. They were arguing right and wrong. But, she couldn't tell which position the angel or the devil was taking.
Sam got out of bed and put her robe on and walked barefooted down the stairs. The fireplace was already roaring and the house was filled with warmth. She padded into the kitchen and saw Sally standing at the stove with her back to her. She had an urge to walk up and hug her. However, she had to talk to her before they went any further. She saw that her place at the table was already set and a hot cup of coffee was waiting. Sally must have heard her get up, she thought with a smile.
"Good morning," Sam said as she sat down at the table.
There was a glowing smile on Sally's face as she turned around. "Good morning. Did you sleep well?"
"Wonderfully," Sam answered, taking a sip of coffee and looking into the pretty girl's bright face. Butterflies began to stir in her stomach when she saw the pure look of love on her face. Sam's own face flushed hot and she had to look away. "Snowing again," she said, nodding at the window.
"It does that a lot up here. You hungry?"
"Starved."
"I thought we would fire up the snowmobiles today," Sally said as she brought a plate of bacon and eggs over and set it on the table.
"I don't know how to drive one of those things," Sam said.
"Well, if you like, you can just ride with me."
"That might be safer for all of us," Sam said with a laugh. "Aren't you going to eat?"
"No, I already ate," she answered and then added with a smile, "I'll just watch you."
Sam started to respond but stopped. She could see a look of devotion in the pretty girl's eyes... or was it something more? A chill went down her spine as she began to eat.
When breakfast was over, Sally got up from the table to get the snowsuits. However, Sam stopped her, taking her hand and leading her to the sofa.
"We need to talk first," Sam said seriously as she sat on the sofa next to Sally.
Sally's smile turned to a frown. Here it comes! she thought.
Sam took Sally's hand and held it in her lap. She looked at their entwined fingers as she said, "Sally... uh... what we have done... is wr..." Sam paused. "Oh damn, I can't say it was wrong. But, most people would frown on it to say the least... not to mention the school."
Sally looked at Sam, afraid of where she was going with this.
"You know I have... have a reputation to maintain at the school. It's... it's very important to my husband and my careers. Any rumor like this could destroy us. Do you understand what I'm trying to say?"
"I... I guess," Sally said. Suddenly she was worried that Sam wanted them to end it now.
"Sally, whatever happens or has happened here must be kept between us. Do you understand?" she said, looking into the girl's eyes.
Sally's face changed from a frown to a glow. "Yes, of course!" she almost screamed, the word "happens" echoing in her brain. Then her arms flew out and circled Sam.
"Wait sweetie," Sam said with a smile, pushing the young girl back and taking her cheeks in her hand. "Also, when... when we leave here, it has to end. Do you understand that?"
Suddenly Sally's face turned serious again. Tears began to fill her eyes as her head moved slowly up and down. "I understand," she whispered and dropped her head, tears streaming down her cheeks.
Sam felt tears drop on her hands. Her own eyes filled with tears. "It... it just has to be that way," she said as she turned Sally's head up to face her. "Let's just enjoy the time we have here, okay?" Sam smiled as she used her thumbs to wipe away the tears on Sally's cheeks.
Sally smiled in spite of her sadness and her head moved up and down.
Sam leaned forward and gently kissed her lips. She heard a moan come from deep in Sally's throat. Then, the young girl's hands reached up to caress Sam's robe-covered breast. Sam grabbed her hands and smiled. "Let's get dressed and go for a ride."
The speed of the snowmobile forced snow to stream into the two women's goggles as they flew across the open field. Sam's arms were wrapped around Sally's waist and she held on tight. It was an exhilarating ride across the cold and wind swept fields. The noise of the straining engine echoed across the valleys as the snowmobile ploughed across the snow.
Sally handled the powerful machine like an expert. She had learned to ride when she was very young and routinely beat her father in races. However, she was somewhat of a daredevil in nature.
As they sped across the powdery snow at forty miles an hour, Sam became concerned when she saw that the ground in front of them dropped off into a deep ravine.
However, before they could hurtle across the chasm, Sally swung the machine sideways throwing a plum of snow into the air and bringing the machine to an abrupt halt.
Sam let out a sigh of relief.
The two women got off the vehicle, pulled their hoods back, slipped their goggles off, and stood looking out over the frozen valley below. The noise of the engine was still echoing in their ears. Suddenly though, everything was silent and still. The only thing moving were several large birds sweeping across the sky searching for food. The sun had broken out and was shimmering on the seemingly endless hills of snow. As Sam stood looking at the scene in amazement, Sally stepped behind her and wrapped her arms around her waist. She pressed her cold cheek to Sam.
Sam sighed and leaned back into her. They stood in the embrace for a long time before Sally turned Sam in her arms. They were face to face now, their lips but inches from one another. Without a word, their heads moved forward. Both of them moaned as their lips came together.
The wind gusted through the trees, whipping up snow and blowing it across the kissing women. They barely noticed as their tongue dueled and their hearts filled with passion. It was a soul-wrenching kiss for both women. They stood motionless with only their lips and tongues moving. Their bulky snowsuits separated their suddenly very warm bodies.
Finally, Sam pulled away. "Whew, these snow suits are hot," she joked.
"I told you so. That's why I'm naked underneath."
"Sally!" Sam exclaimed and laughed.
"Look," Sally replied and pulled the zipper down all the way down to her crotch. Then she opened the suit to reveal that she was telling the truth.
Sam gasped as the looked at the large breasts and then down at the smooth skin between her legs. She hadn't noticed that Sally had put the suit on without clothes. Now, Sam's eyes stared at Sally's nearly naked body. Then, she threw off her gloves and reached her cold hands quickly into the suit and grasped both breasts in a teasing fashion.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sally moaned as Sam's hands caressed her warm flesh.
The intent had been to make Sally squeal and teach her a lesson about being so brazen. However, the reaction was very different from what Sam expected.
Sally's eyes closed and she moaned in excitement.
Sam began to move her hands on Sally's warm breasts. Her thumbs moved across the smooth surface making the young girl shiver with excitement rather than the cold. Sam moaned as their lips went back together. Slowly she moved her hand downward.
"Oh God," Sally gasped when Sam's hand slipped between her legs.
Suddenly, Sam was touching another woman's vagina for the first time in her life. It felt so different from her own because of the lack of hair. She cupped the fat outer lips in her hand and squeezed, bringing a moan from the young girl. Sam moved her finger between the lips and hesitated. Slowly she pushed her finger upward.
Now both of them moaned as Sam's finger went into another woman's body for the first time in her life. She felt her own vagina throb and clench as Sally's did the same on her finger. Her cold finger became immediately warm as it was coated with Sally's juices. She was again amazed at the amount of lubricant the young girl produced. Within seconds, her hand was covered with her slick fluid.
Sally began to move her hips up and down on the probing finger, taking it deeply into her with each downward thrust. Another gasp escaped her lips when Sam slid a second finger into her. Suddenly she trembled in the older woman's arms and a strong and unexpected climax hit her. Her knees almost buckled and Sam had to hold her up, waiting for her trembling to stop.
Sam heard her groan as she pulled her wet fingers from between her legs. "That was pretty amazing," she said, still holding her tightly again. "Do you climax that quickly all of the time?"
"No, just with you," she replied and her rosy cheeks turned a deeper red.
"I'm glad. Now close your suit up before you get frost bitten," Sam laughed and pinched one of her nipples making her squeal.
"Thank you," Sally said when she was zipped up. Then she kissed Sam's lips quickly and hurried over to the snowmobile. She started it up and Sam got on behind her. As they pulled away, Sam pulled herself closer to Sally's back.
The two women rode the noisy machine for miles, speeding through the woods and up and down the snow-covered hills. Finally, when their gas began to run low, Sally slowed down. "We had better head back," she yelled over the noise of the motor.
"Okay," Sam answered.
A few minutes later they were walking into the cabin, stamping their feet to get the snow off of their boots and snowsuits. Then, Sam walked over to the fire and stripped off her suit. Underneath, she had worn her sweatpants and tee shirt. When she saw Sally come over and begin to unzip her suit, she stopped and stared.
Sally saw her eyes and slowly pulled the zipper down until it was completely open. Then, she quickly let it fall from her shoulders, leaving her naked.
Sam's face flushed red as she stared at the naked teenager. It was the first time Sam had seen her totally naked. She already knew that Sally had a great body but she had no idea how well proportioned she was. While her breasts were large and her waist narrow, she didn't look top heavy. Her breasts were firm and sat proudly on her chest. It almost looked like she had a bit of baby fat around her waist, but otherwise; there wasn't an ounce of fat on her. Sam's eyes focused on her breasts and felt a little thrill go through her. Sally's nipples were very different from her own. At that moment, they looked so kissable, she thought and felt her face flush hot. Her eyes moved lower. The soft line of her hips flared out giving her a perfect hourglass shape. She let out a little gasp as she looked between her legs. Her fat inner sex lips were protruding from the larger, smoothly shaven outer lips and they were still wet from her climax.



When Sam looked up, she saw Sally staring at her and her face colored. "Uh... would you like something to... uh eat?"
Sally slowly moved her head up and down. However, she didn't turn toward the kitchen. Instead, she stepped over and grabbed Sam's hand and began pulling her toward the steps.
"What...?" Sam started to say but followed her, wondering where she was going. Suddenly, she realized that she was pulling her upstairs to the bed. For a second she thought of resisting but when she saw her naked buttocks swaying in front of her eyes she became mesmerized. She watched the seductive motion as she followed the young girl up the steps. Between Sally's legs, she could see her sex lips squeezed between her thighs. With each step, she felt her own vagina begin to quiver in anticipation.
When they reached the top of the stairs, Sally pushed Sam toward the bed.
"Sally, what are you..." Sam started to say. Sally stopped her when she reached out and pulled her tee shirt over her breasts and then over her head. Sam began to tremble, as she now stood half-naked in front of the young girl. Her arms felt like lead weights and her knees almost buckled as Sally knelt and slowly pulled her sweat pants down her hips and then from her feet. Suddenly, she almost wished she had worn panties as she watched the young girl staring at her bare vagina from inches away.
Sally reluctantly stood up. There was fire flashing in her eyes as she stared into Sam's eyes. Then she stepped forward and took her into an embrace. Both women moaned as their breasts pressed together and nipples touched. Then, their lips met and their moans were cut off.
Slowly, Sally pressed Sam backward toward the bed. Sam didn't seem to have the strength to resist. She quickly found herself on her back with Sally lying half on top of her with her lips moving quickly back to her mouth. "Sally..." Sam said again until Sally's lips cut off her words. However, she didn't know what she was going to say anyway--was it stop or please continue?
Sally pushed her tongue deep into Sam's warm mouth as she pressed their naked chests together. Her heart was beating so hard that she was sure that Sam could feel it. She gasped for breath as she pulled her lips from Sam's and began to kiss down her cheek to her neck. Slowly, her lips crossed the crook of her neck, her tongue coming out to lick the warm skin. When she reached Sam's ear, she felt her shiver and goose bumps appeared on her naked body.
"Mmmm," Sam moaned as Sally's tongue licked into her ear. Then she heard her whisper something. However, blood was pumping so hard in her head that she didn't hear what she said. "What?" she asked breathlessly.
"I... I want to eat you!" Sally whispered again, her voice louder and trembling just a bit.
"Oh God," was Sam's only response.
Sally took that as an okay and began to kiss back down her neck. Her lips moved slowly, planting little butterfly kisses on her soft skin as she went lower. When her lips were at the swells of Sam's heaving breasts she pulled back. "I love your breasts," she whispered as she stared at the gorgeous round swells capped with very hard nipples. A moan, almost a whimper, escaped her lips as her head dropped and she took one into her mouth.
"Sallllllyyyy!!!" Sam screamed as the mouth covered her sensitive nipples and then began to suck. Suddenly, she felt her vagina begin to spasm. She squeezed her legs, pinching her swollen lips between her thighs in an attempt to control her excitement. It didn't work. "Ohhhhh!!!" she whimpered as a totally unexpected climax began to rush through her.
When Sally felt Sam's body trembling, she pulled her lips from her nipples and saw that Sam's eyes were tightly closed and she was gasping for breath. When she realized that Sam was climaxing she dropped her head and took the nipple into her mouth again, sucking hard.
Sam grabbed Sally's head and pulled her mouth tightly to her breasts almost smothering the poor girl with her soft flesh. She held her there, her legs squirming back and forth until her climax waned and then she released her head.
A smile crossed Sally's face and her head dropped down to gently kiss her still hard nipple, making a smacking sound with her lips. Then, she began to kiss down the orb and onto the flat of her stomach. Another smile crossed her lips when she felt her belly quiver. Then, she felt Sam's hands in her hair.
Sam entwined her fingers in the young girl's hair and began to gently push her downward. "Oh God Sally," she hissed as she felt her lips leaving a wet trail across her stomach. She felt the young girl's tongue come out and lick across her bellybutton and then lower. However, she moved agonizingly slowly. Sam's hips began to move up and down in anticipation.
When Sally's lips reached Sam's pubic hair, she moved even slower.
"Oh Sally, pleaseeee!!!" Sam begged, no longer playing coy. She wanted her to eat her now. She wanted it more than anything ever in her life.
"Please what?" Sally whispered teasingly.
Sam hesitated, blood pumping though her veins and making her dizzy. "Please... please Sally... eat meeeee!!!" she finally screamed, her fingers gripping her head and pushing.
Sally felt her heart skip a beat as she allowed Sam to push her head ever closer to her center. When she felt Sam's soft pubic hair under her lips again, she shifted her head and kissed toward Sam's thigh. She heard her moan in frustration and smiled, kissing down her thigh. Then she moved around until she was kneeling between her legs. She looked up briefly and saw that Sam's eyes were still tightly closed and that her breasts were heaving with each breath. Then she lifted her thighs until the back of her knees rested on her shoulders. Slowly, she kissed down one soft thigh before switching to the other.
Suddenly, Sam was going mad with desire. Sally was driving her crazy with her teasing and she couldn't wait to have her mouth on her vagina. Yet, when she grasped her hair and tried to bring her mouth to her swollen lips, she resisted still. "Sally, please!" Sam almost screamed.
Sally pushed Sam's legs upward until her thighs were pressed to her chest. Now she looked down and saw her swollen sex spread before her. God, how she had fantasized about this very moment since she had first laid eyes on Sam! Now there was nothing between her and Sam's sweet vagina. She looked up at Sam one last time and then dropped her head.
"Ahhhheeeeee!!!" Sam screamed as she felt a woman's mouth on her for the first time in her life. Larry had performed oral sex on her several times during their married life, but it was nothing compared to this. It was as if her soul were being sucked into Sally's mouth. Her hips lifted up and she pulled her hair harshly.
"Mmmm!!!" Sally moaned as the soft and very wet flesh of her lover covered her mouth. It felt like her lips and chin had been pressed into a warm melon. It was a dream come true for her. Sam tasted sweeter than she had dared to hope. Unable to wait any longer, she pushed her tongue between the lips and into her juice filled hole. When she pulled it back into her mouth, she thought she would pass out as her sweet taste consumed her senses. Then she sucked the swollen lips into her mouth again, first one fat lip and then the other. She gently nibbled at the swollen flesh with her teeth, listening to Sam's moans of pleasure.
Even after climaxing so recently, Sam felt her body begin to race toward another. Then, when she felt Sally suck her swollen clit between her lips, skyrockets went off and she screamed, lifting her hips. Suddenly, every part of her body was on fire. Her heart was beating fast and she couldn't seem to catch her breath. "Ahhhhhhhh!!! Ohhhhh!!!" she screamed as a climax like she had never experienced before, rushed through her. It consumed every fiber of her body, shaking her to the core.
Sally tried desperately to keep her mouth on Sam's vagina as her hips bucked upward. She swallowed time and again as her juice poured from her in a steady stream. Sam's pleasure had become her own now. She was lost in the sensuous delight of the older woman's climax and barely realized that she was done until she felt her pushing her head away. She looked up and saw a weak smile on her exhausted face. Sally smiled back and bent to gently plant kisses on her still throbbing groin.
Finally, Sally lifted her head and looked at the pretty woman lying exhausted beneath her. "Now, I'll fix us some real food," she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She crawled up Sam's body and gently kissed her lips. "Relax here, I'll call you when it's ready."
Sam was still in a sensual fog and couldn't respond. She watched the young girl get off the bed and grab a tee shirt to pull over her naked body. However, the shirt only came to the middle of her buttocks, leaving the lower half bare. She turned to smile sweetly over her shoulder and wiggled her butt, then giggled like a schoolgirl. Then she was gone down the stairs.
Chapter 7
Sam lay in bed listening to the sounds of pots and pans in the kitchen as she recovered from the intensity of her orgasm. Her body was still tingling all over. In her thirty years, she had never experienced anything close to what had just happened. She never knew that sex could be that good. And, what could she say about Sally. Every time she saw her face in her mind, her heart would burn with fire and butterflies would start fluttering in her stomach. She had never felt this way about someone before, even when she had fallen in love with Larry. Then, as she lay and watched it start to snow again, a feeling of dread came over her. She couldn't deny her feelings for Sally after what had happened. However, this was going to add more complications to her already complicated life.
Since there weren't any obvious answers, Sam decided to deal with the issues later. She crawled out of bed and started to put her clothes on. Then, she stopped when she picked up her sweatpants--they needed washing. Unfortunately, she was running out of clean clothes because this was supposed to be a one-day trip. She sighed and then reached over and grabbed the top sheet from the bed, wrapping it around her.
Sally turned around from the stove when she heard Sam come into the kitchen. She smiled when she saw the pretty woman standing just inside the doorway with the sheet wrapped around her. Her hair was messed up and she looked somewhat exhausted but she still looked beautiful. Then, Sally's smile grew wider when she saw Sam open her arms wide with the sheet in her hands, exposing her naked body. She quickly removed the pan from the stove and rushed over and stepped into her embrace. A second later they were kissing passionately.
Sam held the sheet around Sally, wrapping her in a cocoon, their warm naked bodies pressed together. A little chill went through her when she realized that she could still taste her own juice on her lips. Slowly her hands slid down her back as the kiss continued. When she felt Sally's naked buttocks, she grasped them in her hands and squeezed.
Sally started to squirm in her embrace as she felt the fingers moving further downward. She caught her breath and forced herself away from Sam. "Dinner... uh... dinner is going to burn," she stuttered in warning and then kissed Sam's lips quickly and pulled reluctantly away from her to hurry back to the stove.
Sam sighed and sat down at the table, her eyes never leaving the pretty young woman. Several times Sally turned and smiled at her, grabbing the back of her tee shirt as if to try and cover her half bare butt. It wasn't possible.
Sally cooked up some hamburger and added barbecue sauce to make "Sloppy Joe's". She opened a couple cans of vegetables and had a quick meal ready in a few minutes. Then she got a bottle of wine from the refrigerator and poured them each a glass.
The two women ate dinner quietly as they stared at one another. There weren't any words to describe how they felt. There weren't any necessary.
Sam had let the sheet slip carelessly down her back, baring her chest. Every time she looked at Sally, she saw her smiling. It was as if the smile was burned onto her face. She watched her mouth move as she ate and felt a thrill go through her at the thought of where those lips had been just a few minutes ago. At one point, she reached over with her napkin and wiped the corner of Sally's mouth. It was a simple act, but one that said volumes about their quickly developing relationship.
When they were done, Sam grabbed Sally's hand and said, "Leave the dishes. I'll do them later." She led the willing woman into the living room. When she sat down, she opened the sheet and let Sally sit close to her with their naked thighs touching. Then, she put her arm around her shoulder and pulled her close.
They sat and talked for a long time cuddled in the sheet, enjoying the fire and the closeness.
"Thanks for inviting me up here. I think I really needed the time away," Sam said quietly.
"You're not mad at me then for getting you stuck in the middle of nowhere?"
Sam turned her face to her and said, "Of course not. It isn't your fault. Besides, I can't remember the last time I felt so relaxed. Sometimes, we have to be forced to slow down."
Sally smiled and snuggled into Sam's arm.
The closeness of the sexy girl began to excite Sam again. She turned her face to her and kissed her tenderly. Her tongue came out and licked around Sally's lips before slipping into her mouth. Sally moaned and sucked her tongue, drawing her saliva into her own mouth. When their lips parted, they were both breathing heavily.
Under the confines of the sheet, Sam felt Sally's hand on her breast. She returned the favor, cupping and kneading her breast as well. Then Sam dropped her head and worked her lips around Sally's neck until she was licking her ear. Sally shivered and moaned.
"I... I want to do it... to... to you," Sam said, her voice a hoarse whisper. Her heart was thumping in her chest as if she had been running.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sally moaned at the words. "You don't have to do that," she answered.
"I want to. I want to pleasure you like you did me. Please!"
"Oh God Sam, just hearing you say that has almost made me climax."
"Sit still," Sam instructed and stood up. She pulled the sheet away and knelt at Sally's feet, putting a cushion on the floor for her knees. She wanted to take it slow. "Put your feet on the sofa like you did last night," she whispered and then blushed at her bold order.
"Oh Jesus," Sally moaned and lifted her feet up on the sofa. Her knees automatically spreading as she slid her butt down slightly. She could already feel her lips swelling and becoming wet with juice.
Sam stared between the younger woman's legs. Like last night, she had a perfect view of her sex lips, however, this time she wasn't going to just watch her masturbate; she was going to put her mouth on her sex. Suddenly, her breathing was labored and she could feel chills running up and down her spine. She reached out with her hands and spread her legs wider, forcing her sex lips open slightly. "Oh my," she gasped when she saw the stream of juice beginning to run out of her hole. As her face drew near, she could smell her excitement and that made her own vagina throb. With shaking hands, she reached forward and gently touched the swollen lips, slowly opening them to reveal the pink insides of her cavern. "You're beautiful," she whispered almost to herself. She stared at the smooth outer lips and the fat inner lips, marveling at the intricacy. At the top sat Sally's clit. It was swollen now and had slipped out of the little skin cover. It almost appeared to be throbbing.
"Oh God Sam, what are you doing to me?" Sally said as her excitement grew until it was almost unbearable. She could feel the older woman's eyes burning into her exposed flesh. It had been exciting last night when she let Sam watch her masturbate but this was far more exciting. She knew that in just a minute, she would have a mouth on her sex for the first time ever. While she had dreamed of that since the first time she masturbated at a young age, she never expected to actually have a woman do it to her. She held her breath as Sam's face drew closer. She began to tremble and felt a burning in her chest.
Sam was close enough now to touch Sally's vagina with her tongue. However, instead of licking her, she blew warm air onto her swollen sex. She smiled when she saw Sally squirm and heard her moan. Then, she stuck out her tongue and gently lapped upward, covering most of the inner flesh and spreading her slick cream across her tongue.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sally moaned and slid her hips lower wanting her tongue desperately. Then her hips lifted from the sofa.
Sam pulled back and smiled at the moaning woman. Suddenly, she could taste Sally in her mouth. Her heart fluttered when she realized how sweet she tasted and her mouth watered. However, she didn't immediately go back for more. Instead, she slid her tongue over her baby smooth outer lips. When she felt no stubble, she wondered briefly how Sally made it so smooth. It was only a fleeting thought as she had more important things to explore. Once she reached the top, she skipped over her clit and lapped down the other fat lip.
"Jesus Sam, please," Sally moaned in frustration as her hands gripped the sofa until her knuckles turned white.
"In a minute sweetie. Be patient. In a minute I'm suck that sweet pussy into my mouth," Sam whispered using words that rarely came out of her mouth. She was enjoying this too much to rush. Again, she opened the young girls sex lips, but this time she sucked one swollen inner lip into her mouth, nibbling it gently with her teeth. Then, switched to the other, holding the flesh in her mouth and lapping it rapidly with her tongue.
Suddenly, Sally couldn't take anymore teasing. Her hands left the sofa and grabbed Sam's hair. She pushed her hips upward and pulled her face into her moist hole. Almost in a reflex action, her legs wrapped around Sam's neck, holding her prisoner.
Instead of fighting it, Sam moaned and stuck out her tongue. The combined movement forced the probing digit as deeply as it could go. The taste, the smell, and the feel of Sally's throbbing sex surrounded her. It was like an aphrodisiac and made her pulse with need.
"Ahhhheeeee!!!" Sally screamed, as the probing tongue pierced the slick walls of her vagina. Suddenly, Sally couldn't get her breath. Desperately sucking air into her lungs, she threw her head back screamed, "Yes, yes, yes, oh God, suck meeeee!!!"
The pressure of Sally's hands on the back of her head and her legs wrapped around her neck forced Sam's mouth to stay buried in the warm flesh. For a second, she almost panicked as both her mouth and nose was covered. However, she lifted up slightly so that she could breath through her nose. Immediately, her mouth was filled with Sally's sticky cream. She swallowed and her mouth filled again.
The room was spinning out of control for Sally. Nothing in her young life had prepared her for the incredible pleasure of Sam's mouth. Her hips began to buck upward as her hands pulled her hair. Deep inside, she started to tremble as waves of electricity shot through her body. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she groaned. Then, her hips lifted off the sofa and she froze. "Sammmmmmm," she screamed as her body began to convulse in pleasure.
Sam barely heard the scream because of the thighs covering her ears. Her face was almost buried. So tight was the pressure from Sally's thighs that she could barely move her head. She wrenched her face from side to side and used her tongue to work over every inch of her pulsing sex. Even her nose came into play as she gently rubbed it on the swollen nub of her clit. Sally's juice was smeared from one side of her face to the other and from her chin to her forehead. Her face had suddenly become a sticky mess, but she loved it.



As the young woman's gasps for breath lessened, the tension began to drain from her body.
Gradually, the pressure on the back of Sam's head eased. Finally the older woman sat back with a smile on her face. She looked up and saw that Sally's eyes were closed and her arms were lying motionless at her sides. Her thighs were also lying motionless on her shoulders. She was breathing heavily still, but she wasn't otherwise moving. It appeared that she was asleep.
When she didn't respond after a few minutes, Sam lifted her legs and placed them gently on the sofa, studying her face. She suddenly realized that Sally had passed out. Sam felt a moment of fear. However, her regular breathing indicated that she was okay.
Sam left Sally on the sofa and went to the bathroom to clean her face. When she looked in the mirror, she almost gasped; her face was literally covered with sticky juice. Then, a smile came to her face as she used a towel to clean the juice from her cheeks, chin and forehead. She couldn't believe how exciting that had been. Nothing in her conservative life could equal this, she thought.
A few minutes later, when Sam returned to the sofa, she saw that Sally was awake and that she had a dreamy smile on her face. She looked almost as if she had been drugged. "Let's go to bed," Sam said and reached her hand down to Sally, helping her to her feet. Then, Sam had to grab her as her knees almost buckled. She helped her up the stairs and into bed and then crawled in next to her. They fell asleep in each other's arms. It was only 7 P.M. It had been a very busy and enlightening day for both women.
Chapter 8
Sam was reveling in a sensuous dream. Warm hands were gently squeezing her breasts, forcing a moan from her lips. Hands seemed to be coming from all directions, kneading, caressing and pinching her nipples. Slowly her eyes began to open and she realized that it wasn't a dream. A smile came to her lips when she saw Sally's hands covering her breasts.
Sally was snuggled up behind her, pressing her own warm breasts to her back. When the younger woman realized that Sam was awake, she slid her hands off of her breasts and under her arms, wiggling her fingers.
"Sally!" Sam screamed as the fingers tickled her underarms. She squirmed away, flipping over and began to tickle her. A second later they were rollicking on the bed like two adolescent girls. They rolled around and gasped for breath as they giggled. Their gyrations tore the sheets from the corners of the bed. Then somehow, Sam found herself lying on her stomach with Sally sitting on her lower back, facing her feet.
"Now I've got you," Sally laughed as she brought her hand down on Sam's exposed buttock with a loud slap.
"Sally you rat!" Sam screamed. "Let me up!" However, she didn't try very hard to dislodge the relatively light girl.
"No! I think I like the view right here," Sally said and smacked a cheek again. "I think the teacher deserves a little discipline." She delivered another smack and then another. The slap of her bare hand of the soft flesh sounded loud in the otherwise quiet room. They weren't hard slaps, but enough to bring a light pink to Sam's buttocks.
"Sally!" Sam squealed with laughter again. Her buttocks squirmed as if trying to avoid the blows.
Inexplicably, the blows stopped as Sally gazed on the red tinged mounds of flesh, her eyes feasting on the smooth and unblemished skin. Her eyes followed the separation between the cheeks downward until it disappeared between her legs. Slowly, her trembling hands touched the hot flesh and separated the cheeks. A little gasp escaped her lips when she saw the tight little star of her anus. She looked lower and could see just a hint of her pubic hair and the sex lips squeezed between the upper thighs.
As quickly as the laughter started, it stopped as Sally's hands began to caress the now warm flesh. Her fingers squeezed and kneaded her buttocks gently.
"Sally," Sam gasped. This time there was excitement in her voice and her hips began to lift up slightly, beckoning her fingers. A little moan escaped her lips. She felt Sally's hands begin to slide down her cheeks to the backs of her thighs.
They traced a line down her twin thighs and then pulled back up again, her fingernails gently scratching the white flesh, leaving marks in their wake.
When Sally's hands were on her soft cheeks again, she squeezed and then pulled the globes apart. "Ohhhhh!" Sally hissed as she saw the puckered little star of Sam's rear hole again. She held the cheeks apart and stared, her eyes almost burning into the flesh.
The perfectly shaped pink and crinkled little star almost winked at her, beckoning her. Sally slowly bent her head and kissed one cheek and then the other. Her tongue coming out to trace a wet path up and down the soft skin.
"Uh... uh... Sally, what are you doing?" Sam moaned, her hips squirming now.
Sally didn't answer. She pushed her hips back slightly until her buttocks were on Sam's upper back, effectively pinning her to the bed. Then she bent her head and touched the top of her crack with her tongue.
"Sally..." Sam said, her heart suddenly beating hard in her chest. She gasped when she felt Sally's wet sex lips rubbing on her back.
Slowly, Sally moved her tongue down the crack, drawing ever closer to the now pulsing little hole. She held the globes apart, stretching and opening the divide between them, making the little hole pucker.
"No!" Sam protested. However, even as her words were saying no, her body was saying yes. Her hips lifted upward.
When Sally's tongue reached the little hole, she slowly circled it, feeling the wrinkled skin under her tongue. The hole pulsed and then tightened.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sam groaned. Suddenly she felt lightheaded. Her brain screamed in protest. She wouldn't! she thought when she realized what Sally was preparing to do.
Sally stiffened her tongue and centered it on the opening, holding it there. Then, with gentle pressure, she forced the hole to open, her tongue slowly slipping inside.
"Oh my God!" Sam gasped as she felt Sally's tongue enter her. The total nastiness of the act was beyond anything Sam ever imagined. However, it was also incredibly exciting. The thought of her conservative friends ever finding out what she was letting happen right now was almost too much to bear. Juice began to run like a small river from between the swollen lips of her sex.
Suddenly, Sally's tongue was plunging in and out. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, lubricating the hole. Soon, her head was moving up and down rapidly as if she were "fucking" Sam's ass with her tongue.
At this point, Sam was lost in a sea of sensual delight. Her brain could no longer process anything but what was happening between her legs. She gasped over and over, "Oh God, oh God, oh God." Then, when Sally's finger found her lower hole and pushed inside, she went over the top, screaming and bucking her hips into her still probing tongue.
It was a new and incredibly exciting experience for Sally. She could feel Sam's vagina pulsing on her finger as her little back hole squeezed her tongue. The thin piece of flesh between the two holes inside barely separated tongue and finger. Slowly, Sally's own hips began to move up and down, rubbing her vagina on Sam's neck and smearing her own leaking juice. Suddenly, a little tremor went through her. She felt her swollen lips throb and she began to climax.
Several minutes later, the two women were lying head to toe on the destroyed bed still gasping for breath.
Sam sat up and pulled Sally to her, taking her in her arms. "You're something else," she said with a smile. She leaned over and kissed her gently, leaning her breasts into Sally's larger ones. That turned into a more passionate kiss and then another. Soon they were squirming again.
Finally, Sam pulled away and fell back exhausted on the pillow. "Whew," she sighed and took a deep breath. "I guess we had better get up, huh?" she asked rhetorically.
Sally snuggled into her arm, moaning quietly in protest.
"If we stay in this bed, we may not survive," Sam laughed.
"But, what a way to go," Sally returned as she played gently with one of Sam's still hard nipples.
"What do you want to do today," Sam said, grabbing and holding Sally's hand.
"Let's go skiing again," Sally said, slowly sitting up. "And, I want to build a snowman."
"Okay. Are you hungry?"
Sally just moaned another protest.
"Women cannot live on love alone you know."
"But it would be fun to try," Sally returned with a giggle.
Sam gave the younger woman an indulgent smile. "I'll fix breakfast and you go take another shower."
Sally moaned and reached for Sam's breast again.
"Behave now," Sam gently admonished as she pulled away from Sally and got up.
They ate breakfast and then Sam went to take a shower while Sally cleaned up the dishes.
As Sam was washing herself, a naughty idea came to her. She got out of the shower and found a pair of scissors in the medicine cabinet. They were small but she figured they would do the trick. She stood over the toilet and clipped off as much of her pubic hair as she could. Then she got back into the shower and lathered the remaining hair and carefully removed it with a razor. When she was done, her pubic mound was as smooth as she could get it with a razor.
Sam got out of the shower and dried herself. Then, she looked into the mirror and giggled. Her lower half looked so strange without hair. She ran her finger up and down the crease and felt the now familiar excitement. "Mmmm!" she moaned and briefly thought of masturbating before admonishing herself.
A sigh escaped her lips before she pulled her hand from between her legs. She applied a little baby oil to her tingling lips before slipping on the snowsuit she had brought into the bathroom with her. She smiled as she zipped it up and thought of the sight of Sally's face when she saw that she was naked and shaved under the suit.
Chapter 9
It was a somewhat cloudy and windy day on the slopes. Sally gave Sam another ski lesson. She had already shown a great deal of improvement. Her experience at water skiing was paying off after all. Still, Sam moved slowly and fell often. Fortunately she didn't hurt anything, except her pride.
Several hours later the two of them made their way back to the cabin. Before they went inside, Sam indulged Sally's desire to build a "snowman". While Sam was creating the head, Sally was working on the body, forming large mounds of snow to represent breasts.
When Sam saw what she had done, she burst out laughing. "I thought we were making a 'snowman'?" she laughed.
"I prefer a 'snowwoman'," Sally returned with a smile and stuck out her tongue.
"She is certainly a 'woman'," Sam noted, looking at the large mounds of snow. "But I prefer the real thing."
Sally stopped her work and turned to Sam. "So do I," she whispered as she stepped close to her. Within a second, the 'snowwoman' was forgotten as they began to kiss passionately.
Sam pulled her lips from Sally and whispered, "Let's go inside where it's warmer. I have a surprise for you."
"Really," Sally giggled. "I can't wait."
Once inside, Sam quickly stripped off her snowsuit, keeping her back to Sally.
When Sally saw that she was naked her eyes opened wide and she laughed. "If I had known you were naked under your suit I would have raped you."
"I know," Sam laughed over her shoulder, keeping her front from Sally's eyes. Then, she quickly left Sally and went up to the loft. She looked around for something to put on that would hide her hairless sex until she was ready to let Sally see it. Inside the closet she found a long sleeved flannel shirt that belonged to Sally's father. She put the warm shirt on over her naked body. She looked into the mirror and saw that the tail of the shirt came down to her thighs. This will do perfectly, she thought and smiled at her image in the mirror. Then she unbuttoned several of the top buttons, leaving the top open enough to see the swells of her breasts.
When Sam came back downstairs, she saw Sally standing at the fireplace. She had on a pair of very tight cotton short shorts. On top she had on her cut off jersey again. A little pulse of pleasure went through Sam when she saw that Sally's tight shorts defined and outlined her buttocks. In fact, they were so tight that they couldn't be comfortable she realized. Still, they were incredibly sexy. Then she thought of the baby doll pajamas. At that moment, she knew that Sally had brought the clothes in order to tease her. Pretty brazen for a young girl she thought. However, the teasing had worked.
"Mmmm!" Sally said when she saw what Sam was wearing. "I've never seen that shirt look better. Very sexy."
"You look pretty sexy yourself," Sam said, glancing down at the tight shorts. She took a cup of hot chocolate that Sally held out to her. "Thanks."
The two women sat on the sofa. Sam curled up in one corner; her legs under her, making sure the tail of the shirt covered her bare crotch. She wasn't quite ready for Sally to see her surprise yet. Sally sat at the other end and leaned against the back, looking at her friend, her knees up and her legs spread.
"That was fun today. Thanks!" Sam said, her eyes drifting down to the crotch of the obscene shorts. The seam was buried between the fat lips.
"I had fun too," Sally said, staring at Sam's eyes and feeling them burning into her crotch. She felt a trickle of juice between her legs. However, this time she didn't care if Sam noticed her getting wet. In fact, it turned her on to think of the tight shorts turning dark before her lover's eyes.
Sam felt her face turning hot and her vagina pulsed. Abruptly, she got up and walked over to the fire because she didn't want Sally to take control of the seduction. She picked up a poker and stoked the fire. As she did, she bent over slightly and the back of the shirt inched up. A smile came to her lips when she heard Sally gasp.
"No panties huh?" Sally said, a little breathlessly.
Sam remained slightly bent over and looked back at Sally. "I'm out of clean panties. It's funny but I seemed to have misplaced a pair of my panties." A knowing smile came to Sam's face.
Sally's face turned bright red and she looked down in embarrassment. She thought of the panties still in her bag upstairs.
"No matter, they were dirty anyway."
Again, Sally blushed.
Sam walked back to the sofa and curled up in the corner again. She stared at Sally and they both knew where the panties had gone. "You're so pretty when you blush," she said honestly.
"You're pretty anytime," Sally returned as she stared back at the older woman. Then, she watched as her fingers came up to the front of the shirt and began to unbutton the remaining buttons. Sally's eyes grew wide and a smile came to her face.
Suddenly, Sam's cell phone rang, startling both women.
"Hello! Oh hi sweetie," Sam said and then put her hand over the mouth piece and mouthed "Larry."
"No, we're doing fine. Oh really, that's good. How did you arrange that?" As Sam listened to her husband, she reached down and began to unbutton her shirt again.
Sally's smile grew wide with amusement and her eyes flashed with excitement as she watched each button open.
"We've been skiing and snowmobiling. It's been great fun," Sam said, as she opened all but the last button of her shirt. Then she slowly pulled open the top of the shirt, baring her breasts.
Sally groaned when she saw Sam's soft breasts. She lifted the cup of hot chocolate to her lips as she watched in growing excitement. Her tongue came out to lick around the edge of the cup. The seam of her tight shorts suddenly seemed to be getting tighter as her sex lips swelled.
"So, have you been doing okay without me?" Sam asked. As she did, she reached under one breast and lifted it toward the younger woman.
Sally could feel her vagina begin to throb as she watched the wanton display. She squirmed in excitement, almost wishing she hadn't worn the tight shorts.
"Uh huh!" Sam said to Larry in answer to a question. However, her mind was no longer on the conversation. She could feel her own excitement growing as she began to squeeze a nipple. Then, she moved slightly, pulling her legs from under her. She made sure the tail of the shirt still covered her vagina. Slowly, she lifted a leg until her foot was on the sofa and her knee touched the back. The other foot slid to the floor. Then, she opened the last button and flipped the shirt away from her crotch.
Sally gasped and covered her mouth with her hand. Her eyes were as big as saucers as she stared into Sam's hairless crotch.
"Yes, we have plenty of food. In fact, Sally is just getting ready to eat now," Sam said staring at Sally.
"No, we can talk for a minute, I don't have to eat yet. I'll eat later. It won't get cold," she said as she spread her legs wider.
Suddenly, Sally knew what Sam wanted. A smile came to her face at her lover's naughtiness and she set her cup on the coffee table. Then she moved over, getting onto her hands and knees. Her hand went to Sam's knee and pushed her thighs further apart. She dropped her head and kissed the inside of her knee.
Now the phone conversation was becoming very difficult as Sam watched Sally begin to kiss down her thigh. Suddenly, she wanted the conversation to be over. However, she didn't want to just hang up. "Mmmm!" she moaned when she felt Sally's tongue move several inches down her thigh.
"Uh... oh... I was just responding to Sally," Sam said when Larry asked her what she had said. Sam began to tremble as she felt her lips drawing closer and closer to her vagina. She feared that if her mouth reached her throbbing sex before she hung up, she wouldn't be able to control her responses.
Sally was no longer listening to the conversation. The sexy smell coming from between Sam's legs was drawing her mouth closer and closer.
Suddenly, Sam was sorry that she had continued the conversation. However, now Larry was telling her about something that had happened today. She tried desperately to control her breathing as she watched Sally's tongue work toward her dripping hole.
Then, suddenly, Sally pushed the older woman's legs apart and dove forward.
Sam bit her lip to keep from screaming as her tongue began to lick up and down her swollen slit.
"Oh... uh... sweetie... I... have to run," Sam stuttered to her husband. "Yes... yes, I love you too sweetie. See you soon." Quickly, Sam pushed the end button and reached to put the phone on the end table. "Ohhhhh Goddddd," she groaned and dropped the phone as Sally's lips closed around her clit.
"God, I love your bare pussy," Sally whispered as her tongue came out to lick the smooth and fat outer lips.
"Oh God Sally!" Sam moaned as she felt Sally's tongue begin to move up and down her outer lips.
"Mmmm!!!" Sally moaned again, louder. She used her hands to push Sam's legs up, forcing her back in the corner of the sofa. Now, she practically had Sam doubled over. She buried her mouth in the older woman's wet and swollen flesh.
Sam reached down and grabbed Sally's head, her fingers running though her hair. "Oh yes, oh yes," she groaned as the younger woman's tongue began to slide in and out of her pulsing hole.
Suddenly, Sally was like a mad woman. She began to suck and lick Sam. Then she opened her mouth wide and sucked her entire pubic mound into her mouth.
"Oh Goddddd!!!" Sam screamed. She pulled the girl's hair almost painfully. Within seconds Sam felt a rush of pleasure rippling through her body. "Yes, yes, yessssss!!!" she moaned, as a strong climax overtook her.
Sally's mouth was suddenly filled with Sam's sweet sex juice. She could feel Sam's hole pulsing around her tongue, squeezing it, and almost sucking it inside. The crotch of her shorts was now sodden with her own juice.



"Ahhhheeee!!!" Sam screamed as the flesh between her legs throbbed over and over. Waves of pleasure washed over her.
Sally lost herself in her pleasurable task. The warmth of her lover's sex lips surrounded her face and she was transported into her own sea of delight. The tight seam of her shorts rubbed on her clit, bringing on little climaxes of her own.
Finally, Sam had to push Sally's head from her crotch. She saw the young girl smiling at her, her face covered in her juice. Sam pulled her up and brought their lips together. She moaned, as she tasted her own juice on Sally's tongue.
When the two women parted, Sally stood up and looked down at Sam. There was a 'cat that ate the canary' smile on her smug face. However, while she tried to give the impression that she had been in control, Sam could see that the crotch of her shorts was soaked with her juice.
Sally reached out her hand and pulled Sam to her feet, pulling her into her arms.
Sam stepped back for a second and stripped of her shirt. Then she pressed her naked body to the young girl. As they embraced, Sam's hands found the soft swells of Sally's cloth covered ass cheeks. They both moaned.
When Sam pulled her lips from Sally's they were breathing hard. "Come over here," Sam whispered and she led Sally to the end of the sofa. She pushed the end table out of the way and turned her until she was facing the arm of the sofa.
"What're you doing?" Sally asked as Sam stood behind her and wrapped her arms around her waist.
"I'm going to eat you," she whispered into her ear as she pressed her naked breasts to her back. "I want you to bend over the arm of the sofa," Sam said as her hands worked up under her top. A second later, both hands were filled with Sally's soft breast flesh. She bent her head and kissed her neck, using her tongue to trace little wet circles on her skin.
Sally was going mad with desire now. Her hips began to press back into Sam. "Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned as the older woman began to pinch her nipples.
"I love your nipples," Sam said as she gently pinched the puffy mounds. Then she squeezed and lifted the large orbs.
Sally leaned her head back until it was on Sam's shoulder. Her mouth opened as she gasped for breath and she moaned in excitement.
"Bend over," Sam whispered.
With a little groan, Sally leaned forward until her top half was over the arm of the sofa. The position pushed her rear back and made her go up on her toes slightly.
Sam pressed on Sally's back and looked down at her buttocks. It was one of the most exciting views Sam had ever seen. It amazed her that now the sight of a woman's ass was turning her on. How things had changed in just a few days.
Sally's face was lying on the seat of the sofa and her buttocks were pushed up. The tight shorts hugged her cheeks like a second skin.
Sam went to her knees and her hands began to slide up the backs of Sally's firm thighs. She could feel the strength of the young girl's legs. The position stretched her muscles, defining the thighs and showing the impact of years of skiing. Her legs were gorgeous.
The blood was pounding in Sally's temples as she felt Sam caressing her. Her position made her feel almost helpless, because only her toes touched the floor and she couldn't use her legs. Her weight was on her chest, effectively immobilizing her.
Sam pushed her hands under the back of her shorts, caressing her soft cheeks. Then she lifted her hands, letting the leg bands slip upward, forcing the tightly stretched material between the cheeks. "Mmmm!!!" Sam moaned and began to kiss the soft white and flawless flesh of Sally's gorgeous ass.
"Sammmmm!!!" Sally hissed as she felt the older woman's warm lips on her cheeks.
A smile crossed Sam's lips and she pulled away. She reached up and began to slowly pull the tight shorts over the cheeks. She took it very slow, revealing inch after inch of white flesh. Sam could feel Sally begin to tremble and her own vagina began to pulse. After having climaxed only a few minutes ago, she was surprised at how excited she was becoming. She could feel juice dripping down her legs.
She eased the shorts down her thighs and watched as the crotch was reluctantly released by her swollen lips. A little moan escaped her mouth when she saw the strings of clear juice hanging between the crotch of her shorts and her vagina. When the cheeks were totally revealed, the slip of material was quickly pulled down Sally's legs and discarded. Now, Sam sat back, her eyes clouding over with lust as she stared at the dripping sex between the young girl's legs. The sexy pink inner lips were swollen and protruded from between the smoother outer lips. Sam controlled a sudden urge to bury her face between her legs. Instead, she whispered in a strained voice, "Open yourself for me."
"Huh?" Sally said.
"Use your hands and open yourself," she ordered.
Suddenly, Sally's hands were trembling as she reached back and grasped her buttocks. A moan came from her lips when she pulled them apart. Now she felt incredibly exposed but also incredibly excited. She could feel the cool air of the room caressing her intimate parts. Her vagina pulsed and juice trickled from her hole. She trembled in excitement as she waited. It was almost embarrassing to have the older woman looking at her rear hole. She felt it pulse with excitement.
Sam stared and her body trembled. Almost as if she were hypnotized, her head moved slowly forward.
"Jesus, Sammmm!!!" Sally moaned when she felt her lips touch the burning cheeks of her ass. She struggled to hold the cheeks open as her hips began to squirm.
Slowly, the older woman kissed one cheek, licking it with her tongue and then moved to the other. She pulled back and looked at Sally's dripping vagina. Then her eyes slowly moved upward to stare at the tiny star of her anus. A chill ran down her spine and she began to breathe heavily. Can I do it? she thought and hesitated. Then she thought of the pleasure she felt when Sally had done it to her and her head moved forward and her tongue came out.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sally screamed as she felt Sam's tongue on her little hole. She couldn't believe that Sam was actually licking her ass. Now her hips were squirming all over the arm of the chair. Her fingers trembled as she tried desperately to hold her ass cheeks open.
Sam moaned deep in her throat as she circled the tiny brown hole with her tongue. Then, she stiffened her tongue and pushed. The muscles resisted at first but then she felt Sally relax and the secret little hole opened like a flower.
"Jesusssss!!!" Sally bellowed when she felt the tongue penetrate her in a place where no one but her had ever touched. It was a strange but amazingly exciting feeling. Suddenly, she felt Sam's hands on her cheeks replacing her own. That was fortunate because she could no longer hold herself open. She removed her hands, letting Sam's take their place. The gripped the sofa-cushion tightly with her hands.
Sam's tongue worked deep into Sally's little hole and her saliva ran down her chin. When she pulled back, she saw the hole remain open for a second before snapping shut. She pushed her tongue in again. This time it was easier. Then, her lips circled the hole and she sucked, pulling the puckered little star into her mouth.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," Sally gasped.
Chills were running up and down Sam's spine as she worked on Sally's ass. A shiver of pleasure ran through her at the thought of the conservative professor of English sucking a woman's asshole. What would my friends say if they saw me right now? she thought. But then all thoughts left her mind as she pulled away and looked at the spread ass of the trembling girl. Then, she took a trembling finger into her mouth and made it wet with her saliva. She then placed the tip on the little rose. With gradual pressure, she pushed forward.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Sally gasped, as she felt Sam's finger slipping into her.
Sam watched as Sally's hole took her finger inside. It felt like the hole was resisting and pulling at the same time. She continued to press forward until it could go no further. Then she pulled it back out, watching the tight hole resist again. She forced it back in again. She couldn't believe how warm and tight her anal walls felt on her finger. Slowly she began to move her finger in and out until she had established a steady rhythm.
Now Sally was grunting in excitement as she climbed rapidly toward a climax. Her head was spinning wildly and she gasped for breath.
As Sam continued to pump in and out, she moved her head down until her tongue could touch her swollen sex lips. She pressed her tongue gently through the opening and into her.
Sally couldn't take anymore. She screamed loudly as a climax rushed through her. Her toes left the floor and her face pressed into the sofa as she gasped for breath. She felt like she might pass out again as her body convulsed in pleasure. Each time she thought that her climax was going to end, Sam would lick her or twist her finger deep inside her ass and that would start the convulsions all over again. On and on it went, as a corresponding pulse of pleasure in her ass followed the pulsing in her vagina.
Sam felt her own vagina trembling. She reached between her legs with her free hand and pushed a finger inside. Instantly, she screamed into Sally's wet flesh as a climax rushed through her as well.
Chapter 10
Later that afternoon, as they ate a late lunch, Sam told Sally that when her husband called earlier he said that he had called a friend at the roads commission. He had arranged for a truck with a snow thrower to dig them out tomorrow.
It was obvious from Sally's reaction that she wasn't delighted with the news. In fact, Sam was not overly delighted by the news either. However, she also knew that she had to get back home. While the last several days had probably been the most exciting time Sam had ever had, it had brought a great deal of distress.
For the first time in her life, Sam was second-guessing her career goals and, more importantly, her life. What was happening between her and Sally made her wonder if she was a lesbian. She had feelings like she had never felt before. Yet, there was no question that she loved Larry. They had a warm and comfortable relationship--maybe too comfortable. Still, the thought of giving up Sally was almost more than she could take. When she thought of her, she could feel a fire burning in her heart and it would flutter like a high school girl on her first date. But it was more than that. The young woman had definitely gotten under her skin. It had hit her like a 'ton of bricks' that she was in love with her. Just a few short days ago, no one could have convinced her that she could ever have those kinds of feelings for another woman. However, the most distressing part was that she knew that their relationship couldn't continue.
The last few days were also momentous for Sally. She confirmed what she already knew deep inside--she loved women. More specifically she loved one woman--Sam. Every time she looked at Sam, her heart would flutter as well. However, she also knew that the relationship was very tenuous. After all, Sam was married and had a career. She was a respected professor at a prestigious college. It was impossible for Sally to see how she could fit into her life. Still, she prayed that somehow it would work out. The alternative was almost too painful to think about.
The two women sat silently at the table, deep in thought, long after they had eaten.
"Well, I guess we had better dig the car out," Sam finally said breaking the silence in the quiet room.
"Do we have to?" Sally asked with a sad smile. There were tears in her eyes.
When Sam saw it, she felt as if her heart was going to break. She slid her chair back and opened her arms to her.
Sally got up and sat on the older woman's lap, resting her face on her shoulder. Tears streamed down her cheeks.
Sam didn't speak because didn't know what to say. Instead she held her, letting her sob on her shoulder. She fought desperately to control her own tears.
Finally she spoke. "Sweetie, we had better get moving or it's going to get dark."
"I know," Sally said, as she wiped her cheeks, trying to smile through her tears.
Sam handed her a napkin to wipe her red nose.
They put on their snowsuits and reluctantly went outside. It took them almost two hours to dig the SUV out of the snowdrifts. Now all they needed was the snow truck. It was dark when they went back into the cabin.
"I guess we'll skip dinner tonight," Sam said.
"Yea, I'm not hungry. But, I would like to fix you a special dessert later."
Sam looked at Sally curiously. She knew that they didn't have anything in the house that even closely resembled a dessert. Still, she figured that maybe she had something in the pantry. "Okay, I need to get a shower."
"All right, I'll get one after you."
Sam took her shower, shaving her legs and pubic mound. When she was out of the shower drying herself, she looked at her bare crotch and smiled. She loved the way it looked and it amazed her how sensitive the entire pubic area was now. Just the slightest touch of a towel sent a chill through her. Now, she doubted that she would be able to wear panties again.
She put on the flannel shirt again. When she came out of the bathroom, Sally was waiting to take her shower.
"Don't go upstairs yet," she told Sam and smiled.
"All right," Sam said with a questioning look. "I thought we were having dessert?"
"We are," Sally said mysteriously and hurried into the bathroom and closed the door.
Sam shook her head and smiled.
A short while later, Sally came out of the bathroom. She was wearing a silk kimono that barely covered the tops of her thighs. Just below the kimono she had on a pair of thigh high, black nylons. The contrast of her bare white skin above the elastic and the dark nylons was very sexy.
Sam felt her heart flutter as she watched Sally walk toward her. Suddenly, she had a pretty good idea of what "dessert" meant.
"Don't go upstairs yet," Sally said, "I'll call you." Then, she walked away, swaying her sexy backside. She glanced over her shoulder at Sam and caught her watching her. Then she giggled and hurried up the stairs.
Sam waited nervously on the sofa. She felt like a teenager waiting for her first date. It seemed that she waited a long time. About ten minutes later Sally called down to Sam.
Trying to act calm, Sam took her time in walking over to the steps. However, her knees were almost shaking as she ascended the steps. When she was high enough, she could see that there were candles lit and sitting on the floor in a circle. She saw Sally standing near the bed waiting for her.
"Oh my," Sam exclaimed when she saw that Sally had placed a sheet on the floor and circled it with the fragrant candles. There was soft music playing on the radio.
Sally held her arms open to Sam and whispered shyly, "Dance with me."
A smile crossed Sam's face as she hurried over to the younger woman.
"Wait," Sally said and slowly unlashed the belt on her kimono and let it slide down her shoulders.
This time Sam gasped. Sally had on a black corset that hugged her waist and supported her large breasts. Most of her chest was bare. The corset lifted and presented her breasts to Sam's admiring eyes. It also left her crotch and ass bare.
Suddenly the two women were in each other's arms, moving slowly to the soft music. While their bodies moved slowly, Sam's heart was beating rapidly in her chest as she felt Sally's soft breasts pressing to her. Within a second, their lips were pressed together in a passionate kiss.
"Mmmm," Sally moaned as Sam's tongue pushed into her willing mouth. When she felt Sam's hands touch her bare ass cheeks, she reluctantly pulled away. "It's time for dessert," she whispered.
"What dessert?"
"You!" Sally said as she began to unbutton the flannel shirt. She slowly pushed it from her shoulders, watching her beautiful body come into view. Her eyes smoldered with lust as she gazed at her friends heaving chest. She could see Sam's body begin to tremble. She let the shirt drop to the floor and then she led Sam over to the center of the sheet on the floor and pressed on her shoulders.
Sam let Sally push her to the floor until she was lying on her back looking up at the sexily dressed girl. From her angle she could see her breasts swaying above her. They appeared even larger from that position. The sexy corset cinched in her waist, emphasizing her curves. The thigh high nylons shimmered in the light of the candles and the black material of the corset contrasted beautifully with her white skin. When she looked between her legs, she could see that Sally was already wet. Sam trembled in excitement and began to squirm on the sheet as she waited.
Hidden beside the bed was a bottle of Hershey Chocolate syrup in a pan of warm water.
Sally picked it up for Sam to see. "I've had a craving for chocolate the last couple of days," she said with a lustful smile. Then she knelt next to Sam and bent over her to kiss her lips gently. When she pulled away, she turned the bottle up and squirted a little bit of chocolate on her finger. She used her finger to rub the chocolate onto Sam's lips. "Don't lick it off," she whispered. Then she moved to her breasts, holding the bottle over her nipple and squirting a circle of the sticky brown syrup around the areola and then onto the tip. Next, she moved to the other breast and did the same thing.
"Ohhhh!!!" Sam moaned as she felt the warm syrup on her now hard and sensitive nipples.
Then, Sally placed the tip of the bottle between her breasts and slowly squirted a line of the brown sauce between the mounds and down her stomach until she reached her navel. A little extra squirt there and she moved lower.
Sam felt chills run up and down her spine as the warm syrup moved in a direct line toward her vagina. However, just when she thought she was going to squirt it on her lips, she changed direction and trickled a line to the side of one fat outer lip. Quickly she made another line on the other side, creating an upside down "Y" with her split in the middle, untouched as yet by the chocolate.
Sam continued to squirm on the floor as she felt the sticky syrup cover her body. The chocolate on her breasts and stomach was rapidly cooling. But it still felt incredibly exciting. She could barely wait for what she knew was going to happen next.
Sally smiled at her creation before she placed the tip of the bottle at the top of her lover's freshly shaved pubic mound.
"Oh God Salllllyyyy," Sam moaned as she squirted a line of syrup down the split of her vagina. Then she placed the tip of the bottle just inside her lips and squeezed. "Oh Jesus," Sam exclaimed as she felt the warm chocolate enter her. She opened her legs wider and lifted her hips.
"Now for my dessert," Sally said and she crawled over Sam until she was looking down at her on hands and knees. Then, she slowly leaned down until her lips were almost touching Sam's. Her tongue came out and she gently licked the chocolate from her lips before she pushed her tongue into the older woman's mouth and shared the sweet syrup.
"Mmmm," Sam moaned deep in her throat.
A second later, Sam lifted up as Sally bent to her breast. She sucked first one covered nipple and then the other.
"Ohhhh!!!" Sam cried as her mouth sucked the chocolate from the nipples.
When Sally's mouth left the second breast, both nipples were clean. Now her tongue began to trace the line of chocolate down her body.
Sam's body quivered as Sally tickled her chest and stomach with her tongue, stopping to suck the chocolate from her navel.
Next, Sally moved until she was kneeling between Sam's thighs. She continued licking, following one arm of the "Y" until she was sucking the syrup from the side of her chocolate covered sex lips.



Now, Sam going mad with need. "Jesus Sally, please," she pleaded, reaching up to try to grab her head.
Sally pushed her hands away gently and continued to lick. When both creases were cleaned of all the chocolate, she moved until her lips hovered over Sam's swollen sex. She stared at the chocolate covered lips. She could see that Sam's juice was mixing with the chocolate and it was beginning to run from the pulsing hole. Her mouth watered.
"Ahhhhheeee!!!" Sam screamed as Sally dropped her mouth to her sweet hole.
The combination taste of the thick syrup and Sam's juice excited her beyond belief. She pushed her legs wide and forced her tongue deep into the warm hole. Then, she opened her mouth, covered the hole and sucked.
Sam began to gasp for breath. Her hands found Sally's head and pulled her face into her throbbing hole. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, eat meeeeee!!!" she screamed as a strong climax began to take control. Her hips lifted up and her hands pulled the head tightly to her climaxing sex. The chills of excitement went on and on until she feared that she would expire. Her thighs lifted and she captured the young girls, pulling her even tighter to her climaxing vagina.
Finally, her hips fell back to the floor and Sally's mouth followed. However, when she tried to push her head away, she resisted and pushed her legs upward until her thighs touched her breasts. Sally's now trembling hand grabbed the bottle of syrup. She turned it up and poured chocolate all over her sex lips again, covering ever inch of her swollen pubic mount. Then her mouth went wild. A moan of pleasure left her lips as she sucked and licked with frenzy.
"Sally, no," Sam almost screamed in exhaustion. However, almost immediately excitement began to course through her again. She felt almost helpless to stop her as Sally's mouth brought her to a sexual peak time and again. She could no longer tell one climax from another. They blended into one long explosion in her brain.
It was a long time before Sam could think straight again. When she could, she realized that Sally was lying next to her, gently kissing her lips.
"I loved my dessert," Sally whispered. "Was it good for you?"
"Hmmm," Sam moaned. She could still feel her body tingling all over. "God, I didn't know that I could climax for that long," she whispered. Finally, when she found some strength, she turned to Sally and whispered, "Let me take care of you."
"Okay. But just lay there. I'll do the work."
Sam looked at her curiously. Then she watched as she stood up. A smile came to her face when she saw the younger woman straddle her head. She watched as she slowly squatted over her face and brought her swollen and dripping sex lips closer and closer.
A groan escaped both women as Sally's swollen sex reached Sam's lips. Slowly she increased the pressure until her lips separated and covered the prone woman's mouth, nose and chin.
"Oh yes," Sally moaned when she felt Sam push her tongue into her throbbing hole.
It only took a minute before Sally was shivering and bouncing her hips on the older woman's face. Suddenly, she shuddered and pressed down hard, practically smothering Sam. She almost lost her balance as her body convulsed in pleasure. Juice poured out of her vagina like a river, deluging the older woman's face and filling her mouth.
Sam sucked and swallowed as rapidly as she could. At one point she was afraid that she might drown. However, she managed to get most of the sticky juice down her throat.
When Sally's trembling stopped, she started to lift up. Then she felt Sam's hands on her thighs pulling her back. She moaned and sat her vagina heavily onto her face again. Immediately she felt Sam sucking her again.
Sam pulled on her thighs in order to keep her sex lips on her mouth. She wanted to bring her off again.
Sally groaned and allowed Sam to continue to suck her. It took a few minutes but eventually, she felt excitement coursing through her again. As her excitement grew, she removed Sam's hands from her thighs. She held them over her head and rubbed her swollen lips all over her face, smearing her juice from forehead to chin.
Sam moaned as Sally used her face like a sex object. She reveled in the feeling of her juice spreading across her face. Soon, she felt the teenager begin to tense as she neared a climax. Sam opened her mouth and sucked her sex lips inside and began to chew gently.
"Oh Jesus, Sammmmmmm," Sally screamed as the floodgates opened again. She bucked on Sam's face as her body trembled in pleasure. Eventually her strength left her and she collapsed by Sam's side.
A few minutes later, the two of them were asleep on the floor.
Sometime later that night, Sam got up and took a quick shower to get the remains of the stick syrup from her body. When she came back up, she gently awoke Sally and they crawled into bed together.
Chapter 11
A thumping sound awoke Sam with a start. When she opened her eyes, she saw that Sally wasn't in bed. Then she heard the sound again. She looked above her head and saw something hit the window. When she got up and looked outside, a smile came to her face. She saw Sally standing outside in the snow, throwing snowballs at the window.
Sally waved and pointed at the "snowwoman" that the two of them had started yesterday.
Another smile came to Sam's face when she saw that Sally had finished the "snowwoman." She had placed one of her hats on the head and a scarf around the neck. Also, she had cut an orange in half and used it for the nipples on the snow mounds. They looked surprisingly like Sally's breasts. In big letters, she had written in the snow "I LOVE YOU!"
Sam felt her heart swell. However, when Sam looked closer at the "snowwoman's" face, she saw that Sally had placed something on the face representing tears running down the cheeks. She felt a pain in her heart as tears came to her own eyes. Then, she moved closer to the windowpane and blew her breath on the cold glass, creating a fog. She used her finger to write something.
Sally watched as Sam spelled something on the window. She moved closer to the house and looked up. Suddenly, she felt her heart skip a beat. Sam had written, "I Love You Too!"
With a squeal of joy, Sally ran for the door. She threw off her clothes as she rushed toward the stairs.
Sam was almost bowled over as Sally pushed her toward the bed. A second later they were kissing. The passion in her kisses almost took Sam's breath away. Without a lot of foreplay, the two women slipped into a sixty-nine position.
Neither of them had ever done this before. However, it came naturally and was a comfortable extension of their relationship.
Sam matched Sally, suck for suck. Within a few minutes, they were both close to climaxing. Sam went over the top first and began to convulse in pleasure. That brought on Sally's climax. Both women worked hard to continue to pleasure the other as their climaxes took their concentration away. Somehow they accomplished the shared goal of pleasing each other before collapsing.
Suddenly, a loud noise from outside forced them to pull their faces from between each other's legs. They realized that the truck with the snow thrower was coming up their road.
"I guess we had better get dressed," Sam said.
Sally silently turned away.
Sam heard her crying quietly.
"Sally..." Sam said as she touched the younger woman's shoulder. She hesitated when she couldn't find words. "You... know that this... this can't continue. We agreed on that."
"You agreed on that!" Sally whispered through her quiet sobs.
"I just can't risk my reputation. It's not just me that I have to think about. It's about my husband and our families. What about your family and friends?" Sam pulled Sally until she was in her arms. She turned her tear-streaked face up and said, "I do love you but we have more than ourselves to think about." She gently kissed her lips.
Sally loved the "I do love you," part but wasn't consoled by the rest. However, she also knew that what Sam was saying was true and knew that life wasn't fair. Still, she had hoped that somehow it would work out. "You won't forget me will you?" she sobbed.
"Of course not! I could never forget you or the past few days," Sam said as tears began to stream from her eyes. "It was the most incredible time of my life." Their lips came together one final time. "We have to get going."
The three-hour ride home was silent. There were things that they wanted to say but both feared bringing on the emotions again. When they stopped outside Sally's house, it had begun to rain. The mood inside the car matched the dreary day outside.
They sat silently for a long time. Finally, Sally turned to Sam and whispered, "Can I have one more kiss?"
Sam sighed and looked around. She figured that the pouring rain would make it impossible to see anyone inside the car. "Yes," Sam answered.
Sally leaned over and touched Sam's lips with her own. Their mouths opened and they shared their tongues. Almost immediately, the car was filled with passionate moans.
With tremendous will power, Sam pushed Sally away. She looked into the younger woman's tear filled eyes.
"I love you," Sally whispered and then, before Sam could answer Sally jumped out of the car and ran up the steps.
Sam started the car and drove away with a pain in her heart. What a mess I've created, she thought.
When she arrived home, she kissed Larry hello and went to her room to unpack. The first thing that she noticed when she opened her small case was that there was a pair of yellow panties in with her clothes. She picked them up and realized that they were not hers. Suddenly, her hand began to tremble. She raised them to her nose and a moan escaped her lips. It was definitely Sally's smell. Like a teenager, she rushed to the bathroom and sat on the toilet. With the panties held to her face and her hand between her legs, she climaxed.
Incredibly, when Sam went to bed that night, she placed the panties secretly under her pillow where she could feel them.
However, it was a sleepless night for Sam. Every time she closed her eyes she could see Sally and feel her body. She must have looked at the clock a thousand times until she finally gave up and got out of bed. It was five a.m.
Sam busied herself preparing for her coming classes. However, it was exceedingly difficult to maintain her concentration. Sally was on her mind constantly.
When she left for school that morning, it was a typically cold and dreary day. But, after spending time skiing and snowmobiling, it was a lot easier for her to see how people tolerated the cold weather. However, she knew that being at the cabin with Sally substantially influenced her opinion.
As Sam walked into the classroom, the first thing she noticed was that Sally's chair was empty. She looked at the clock and saw that there was still a few minutes left before class started. Still, Sally was always early to class. As the clock ticked by and class started, she became increasingly concerned. By the final bell, she was a nervous wreck.
As soon as the room was clear, she grabbed her phone and dialed Sally's number. The phone rang four times before Sally's voice came on the line saying she was unavailable and to leave a message.
"Sally, it's Sam. If you're there, please pick up." Sam waited for a minute and then said, "Please call me on my cell phone." When she hung up, she dialed Sally's cell phone but got the same message. Again, she asked Sally to call her. Finally, she reluctantly called her parents' number.
Sam was somewhat relieved when Sally's Mom said that she had gone to the administration office for some reason that morning. She said that she would give Sally the message to call her.
Sally sat on the chair in the administration office staring at the "Drop Class" form. It was all filled out and only needed her signature. She had pressed the pen to the paper over and over but couldn't bring herself to sign. Still, the alternative was to sit in Sam's class day after day knowing that she could never be with her again. That was almost too much to bear. Finally, she stood up and put the form in her book bag. I'll drop it off tomorrow, she told herself.
As she walked across campus, she dialed in to get her messages. When she heard Sam's voice, her knees suddenly became weak. With shaking fingers she tried to dial Sam's number. It took three attempts before she got it right.
"Hello," Sam said. She was rushing to a meeting and hadn't looked at who was calling.
"Sam, it's Sally."
"Oh God Sally, I was so worried about you. Are you okay?"
"I'm fine," she answered in a non-committal tone.
"Listen, I have a meeting this afternoon. Can you meet me at PJ's Pub at six?"
Suddenly Sally's heart was thumping in her chest. She controlled her voice and said, "Well, I had another appointment but I guess I could change it." Inside her mind was screaming "Yes!"
"Good, I'll see you there at six."
The rest of the afternoon seemed like it was never going to end for both women. Sam even arrived at the pub a half-hour early and by the time she saw Sally walking in the door, she had consumed two mixed drinks and was working on a third. However, even after struggling all afternoon, she still didn't know what she was going to say.
"Hi!" Sally said quietly as she slid into the booth across from Sam.
"Hi!" Sam answered. Her heart fluttered when she saw the pretty girl's face. She had on a pretty blue skirt and white blouse and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. It had only been one day but it seemed like it was so long ago when she had last seen her. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she had it bad for the young girl.
"Would you like something to eat?" Sam asked.
"No thank you."
"I couldn't eat either," Sam said with a knowing smile. "Here," she said and pushed her mixed drink over to the underage girl. "It's okay this once," she said when she saw Sally hesitate.
Sally smiled as she took a drink.
"Sally, I've been going crazy the last twenty four hours. I've been missing you, worried about you and angry with you all at the same time. The truth is that I still don't know what to say to you. I don't want to leave it the way... well, the way we separated yesterday. And, when I didn't see you in class, I panicked."
"I went in to drop your class," Sally said.
"Oh no Sally! Please don't! I'm so sorry. I've created a mess," Sam said as tears began to fall again. She reached over and grabbed Sally's hand. "Please don't drop the class because of me."
"I... I just can't bear to be in your class and not be able to... to," Sally's voice dropped off as she looked down at her drink.
" I can't bear to be teaching the class without you in it," Sam said and hesitated. Then she added, "I meant what I wrote on the window yesterday."
Sally's head came up and she looked at the older woman. Suddenly, her heart was beating fast again. "You did?"
"Yes. I hardly slept last night. I don't know where this is going but I know that I can't leave it like this," Sam said and squeezed Sally's hand.
Sally suddenly wanted to jump across the table and kiss Sam. However, she just smiled and squeezed her hand back.
"Would you like another drink?" the waitress said.
Sam quickly pulled her hand away from the younger woman. "Uh... no, just our check please." Then, when the waitress was out of hearing range, Sam looked around the room as if someone could overhear her and whispered, "Is there... there someplace we can go that's more private?"
A broad smile crossed Sally's face. "There's the old Benson farm overlook," Sally said referring to a lover's lane outside of town. "There won't be anybody up there this time of year."
"All right," Sam said as the waitress came back with her bill. Sam couldn't stop her hands from shaking as she counted out the money and left it on the table. Then she followed Sally to her car. "Leave your car here. We can come back for it later," Sam said.
A few minutes later, Sam turned off the main road and drove the car down a deserted and unpaved road. A mile further they reached an open area on the edge of an overlook to a man-made lake. As Sally had predicted, theirs was the only car there.
Sam stopped the car but left the engine running for heat. Suddenly, the car was silent, with only the two beating hearts. Their eyes met and as if there were two strong magnets pulling them, the two women lips moved together. The windows of the car began to steam up. Incredibly, it felt like it had been months to Sam since she tasted and felt Sally's sweet lips. Like some horny teenager, Sam's hand reached up and cupped Sally's covered breast.
As the kiss continued, Sam's fingers stumbled to open the front of the young girl's blouse. A moan escaped her lips when she felt Sally's naked breast in her hand. Her fingers squeezed the soft nipple, sending shock waves directly between her legs. Then, she moved her hand down to Sally's warm thigh.
"Let's get into the back seat," Sally said breathlessly.
Sam looked around at the deserted woods, biting her lip in indecision. Finally, she began to strip her coat off.
Sally smiled and did the same. They both hurried out of the front seat and climbed into the back. When Sam tried to pull Sally into an embrace, Sally stopped her and pushed her back into the corner. Then she slowly finished unbuttoning her own blouse and pulled it off, leaving her naked from the waist up.
As always, Sally's breasts mesmerized Sam. She watched them swing back and forth, almost as if in slow motion. Although it was slightly chilly in the car, the nipples maintained their puffiness.
Sally pushed her chest out with pride. She was no longer embarrassed by their size or that they were different. The lust in Sam's eyes was all she needed. Slowly, she moved over and got onto her knees straddling the older woman. With a smile, she lifted one heavy breast and brought it to Sam's lips.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it," she whispered as she fed her puffy nipple into her mouth.
"Uh huhhhh!" Sam moaned around the soft flesh.
"Oh yes, suck my tit," Sally moaned as she grabbed her head and pulled her mouth tighter. Suddenly, she could feel her juice running down her legs.
Sam's hands reached out and grasped Sally's buttocks. Then they slid down and under her skirt. A moan escaped her lips when she felt her warm thighs. Slowly she moved her hands up. "Oh God," she whispered when she realized that Sally didn't have panties on. She felt juice on her fingers as they tickled the already swollen lips.
Sally pulled her breast reluctantly from Sam's mouth. She leaned down and whispered, "I want to eat your pussy."
"Ohhhh!!!" Sam moaned.
Sally pushed her back and slid to her knees on the floor. "Lift up," she said as she pushed her dress up her thighs. A second later, it was around her waist. "Oh my! I guess I'm not the only one that forgot her panties," Sally said and a little gasp escaped her lips when she saw her shaved pubic mound. The inner lips were already swollen and protruding. Even in the dim light of the car, she could see the sparkle of her juice. An animal moan escaped her throat as her mouth covered Sam's vagina.
"Oh Jesus Sally," Sam screamed as the younger woman began to suck her. In that instant, Sam realized that she could never give Sally up. Her legs wrapped around the young girl's head and her hips bucked into her face.
Sally was an expert at oral sex now and quickly found all the right places. She licked and sucked the older woman until her body collapsed in satisfied exhaustion.
As soon as Sam caught her breath, she pushed the young girl back.
"You don't have to do me," she said. "I came while I was eating you."



"Too bad," Sam smiled. A second later her fingers were playing with Sally's swollen sex lips. "I guess you expected this," she said with a smile at the fact that she had left her panties off.
"You know that I never wear panties around you. Besides, I seemed to have lost a pair of my panties."
Sam's face turned red when she remembered what she had done with the young girl's panties. However Sally never saw her embarrassment as her head dropped quickly between her thighs.
"Ohhhhh Sammmmm!!!" Sally screamed. It took only a few seconds for Sally to begin to tremble in climax. She locked her thighs around Sam's head, almost drowning her with her juice as a tremendous climax overtook her.
Sam stopped her car on the dark parking lot of the pub. She turned the engine off and turned to her lover. Then, she reached her hand out and brushed a lock of hair from her pretty face. She touched her warm cheek with her hand. "This is so crazy, but I love you," she stated.
Sally took Sam's hand and kissed the palm. "Oh God, I love you too. So much it hurts." Tears began to stream down her cheeks. "Is this it then?" she asked dreading the answer.
Sam didn't answer right away. She stared at Sally with a serious look. "Larry and I have a time-share down in the Florida Keys. I was thinking of going down there sometime during Christmas break to go sailing. Do you think you think you could sneak away and join me?" A smile came to her lips.
Sally looked at Sam like she didn't comprehend what she had said. Then her eyes grew wide. "Oh my God! Are you serious?" she screamed.
"Yes!"
"What about your husband, your family, your reputation?"
"We'll just have to be very careful."
"Thank you!" Sally said and almost fell into the older woman's arms.
"Uh... Sally, not out here," Sam said looking around the dark parking lot.
"Oh sorry," she said and pulled away. "But how can I possibly wait that long to be with you?" Sally asked with concern.
"Well, we do have to work on our essay, 'Lesbianism in Modern Literature,'" Sam answered with a wide smile. "And, if we are going to write about something like that, we will have to do a lot of research. Won't we?"
Sally wanted to squeal with joy. Instead she said, "Of course. What kind of a piece of work would it be without in-depth research? At least that's what a great English professor once told me."
"I'll see you tomorrow in class," Sam said.
Sally got out of the car and turned back and looked inside. "I love you," she mouthed before she turned and ran to her car.
Sam sighed and started the car. She knew that she should feel guilty about what she was doing but somehow she just didn't. And, although she knew this was incredibly dangerous, for the first time in her life she felt free and madly in love.
The End
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Chapter 1
Mary Ellen Jakowski sat in her kitchen with her good friend Dana Carter having their usual morning coffee. The two women had been friends since the Carters moved into the neighborhood five years ago. Their husbands, Richard and Drew, had become buddies as well. They were "backyard" friends, as their privacy fences were connected. In fact, they rarely went to one another's house through the front door. It was a one-block walk around the neighborhood to get to the front door.
The two women normally shared a lively morning conversation but today for some reason, Mary Ellen seemed quiet. She had just had her 35th birthday and was feeling a little down. However, it wasn't only the age thing that was bothering her. It seemed that her relationship with Richard was losing its spark. She knew that that wasn't unusual for a twelve-year marriage and after two kids, but it was difficult to accept nonetheless.
Suddenly, as the women sat at the kitchen table, the door from the dining room flew open and the two Jakowski children came running through. "Leslie and Brett, slow down," Mary Ellen yelled as they chased each other out the back door. "Summer vacation is getting near and they will be home all day soon," Mary Ellen lamented, adding, "There goes my peace and quiet."
"Why aren't they in school today?"
"Some teachers conference or something like that."
They're getting big," Dana said with a smile, remembering how fast her daughter had grown.
"Brett had his tenth birthday two days ago and suddenly he thinks he is grown up," Mary Ellen laughed.
"Leslie is eight now?" Dana asked.
"Yes, going on fifteen. She is quite a handful already so I don't know what I'm going to do when she becomes a teenager."
"I know all about it. We had a tough time with Jill at that age," Dana said, speaking of her 19-year-old daughter who was now away at college. Dana had gotten pregnant with Jill when she was eighteen and just barely out of high school. Sometimes she regretted having a child that early. However, the advantage was that now Jill was out of the house and she and Drew were still young.
Drew was in his twenties when they met and married and he had wanted children right away. Dana had refused at first but she was young and eventually gave in to his pressure. It had all worked out for them anyway. They were financially well off now and life was good.
Mary Ellen sighed and gazed out the window at the children playing in the back yard. At least the kids were happy and well adjusted, she thought.
Rockmont was a great upper-middle class community with good public schools and plenty of public parks for kids to play. It had been a strain when they had bought the house eight years ago but it had been worth the struggle. Richard was making great money now with his PC support business and they had even joined the local country club. She knew that she should have been very happy but, unfortunately, there was a price to pay at home for Richard's success. He was rarely home since he started the business. He had promised in the beginning that the long hours and hard work was only temporary, until he got the business going. However, that was five years ago and he still worked eighty hours a week.
While Richard's work was a big part of Mary Ellen's problem it was not the entire issue. Sometimes she thought he worked just so he didn't have to be around her. It seemed they rarely even touched anymore. Then there were the issues in the bedroom. It had been a long time since they had been intimate. For a while she thought that maybe Richard was having an affair and even considered hiring a private detective. However, deep down she knew that there was a major gap between their desires for sex. Unfortunately, the gap was about as wide as it could get now. Besides that, Richard had always been hung up about sex and refused anything but the basic missionary position. She had tried to talk to him about it but he refused to even discuss the subject.

On the other hand, it appeared to Mary Ellen that Dana had the perfect life. Drew seemed to be around her all the time. The fact that he worked out of the house had something to do with it, however it was more than that. She could see how loving the two of them acted around each other. They were like newlyweds, always touching and whispering little secrets to one another. They just seemed compatible. Besides that, Drew was incredibly handsome and sexy. He was in his forties but looked younger, even with his slightly graying hair around the temples. He was tall and well built as well-the rugged outdoors type. He owned some kind of marketing company and appeared to make it work by the sheer power of his personality. Mary Ellen was envious. Not because he was so handsome, but because he was so attentive to Dana.
Dana knew that something was bothering Mary Ellen. They had been friends too long. She knew it had something to do with Mary Ellen and Richard's relationship because there had been several strong hints. While she didn't want to pry, she was her best friend. "What's the matter?" Dana finally asked.
"Oh nothing." Mary Ellen sighed and looked into her coffee cup.
"Sure something's the matter," Dana responded. "I've known you too long not to see it. We have always been able to share our problems. Come on."
Mary Ellen took a deep breath. She was dying to tell Dana but didn't want to burden her with personal problems. It was now or never she thought. "It's... it's just that... oh I don't know, something's missing in our... in Richard and my relationship lately. He doesn't seem to pay any attention to me anymore." She knew that she was dramatically understating the issue.
"Have you tried sexy underwear?" Dana laughed.
"I'm serious," Mary Ellen said and a little tear came to her eye.
Dana saw her eyes start to tear up and realized that she was indeed serious. "I'm sorry Mary Ellen. However, I wasn't entirely joking when I said to try new underwear."
"It's more than that," Mary Ellen said and paused.
"What then? Don't tell me you're old. I'm older than you are. Besides, you have the body of a teenager." The older woman looked at Mary Ellen's slim form and sighed. "I would love to have your shape. Nice sized boobs and a dynamite ass," she said with a wide grin.
"Nice sized boobs? They're too small, especially compared to your 36C's. And, my ass is much too big."
"Well, 36C aren't all they are made out to be. Gravity has a way of taking care of that. You will never have that problem. As for your ass, Drew drools over it. And, when you wear those little pink short shorts in the yard... well, I practically get raped." The older woman laughed loudly. "I should buy all your clothes for you," she added with a coy smile.
"He does? Drew drools over my ass?" Mary Ellen asked and then realized that she was acting a little too interested in what her friend's husband thought of her. Her face turned red with embarrassment.
"Yeah. Last week you were out back planting flowers and he saw you from his office window. I don't know how long he was watching you but when I came in to ask him if he wanted lunch... well, I thought you would have heard me scream. Boom, right over the desk." Now Dana's face flushed as she remembered what had happened that day. She knew that Drew was an "ass" man from the time that they met. In fact, they had started to have anal sex the first year they were married. Sometimes she thought that that was all they did. Not that anal sex was bad... no she loved it... sometimes it just seemed that she couldn't satisfy his lust. She worried about that.
"I never knew," Mary Ellen said thoughtfully. "Sure, I see his eyes on me but every guy does that." Again, Mary Ellen realized what she was saying about noticing her friend's husband's admiring glances and added, "I'm sorry."
"I'm sure every very guy 'does' look at that ass of yours," Dana laughed. "Even I'm amazed by how trim and shapely your hips are after two kids. If I was a man..." Dana paused and then said, "Now I'm embarrassing myself," and she suddenly looked away from the younger woman and blushed. If she told her the truth, sometimes she had a difficult time keeping her eyes off of the younger woman. Dana had never had a thing for women but if she did, Mary Ellen would be on the list.
Mary Ellen blushed again as well. "Well, thanks for making me feel better."
After a long and somewhat uncomfortable pause, Dana took a deep breath and said, "I still think you should consider the underwear angle. I hate to tell you this lady, but you need to spice up your wardrobe."
"What's wrong with my wardrobe?" Mary Ellen said defensively.
Dana looked at Mary Ellen and bit her lip, trying to decide if she should go any further. This was a touchy subject, especially because she was already obviously feeling depressed. Dana didn't want to make the problem worse but she thought that if your own friends won't tell you the truth then who will. Finally she sighed and said, "It has been getting a little shabby lately. I think some new things would do wonders for your sex life."
At first Mary Ellen looked shocked and hurt, but then her face showed resignation. "I guess you're right. I have been neglecting myself lately and I'm probably in just as much of a rut as Richard. The truth is that I'm willing to try anything." She fell silent for a minute and then said, "Maybe you could go shopping with me sometime and help me pick out some sexy clothes?"
"I'd love to."
The back door suddenly opened and Drew came in. "Hi sweetie," he said as he walked over to his wife and kissed her on the lips. Then he leaned over and kissed Mary Ellen on the cheek. "How's my second favorite lady?" he said and wrapped his arm around her shoulder.
Mary Ellen got a pretty pout on her lips and said, "Second favorite?"
"Well, only when my wife is in hearing distance," he whispered and then winked at her as he stood by her side and pulled her warmly to his hip.
Mary Ellen felt a little chill run through her when her shoulder touched Drew's hip. He was wearing a pair of shorts with sandals and a muscle shirt on top. His body showed the hours he spent at the gym and his bicycle riding. He was everything that Richard wasn't she thought. Mary Ellen sighed quietly. She knew that Richard wasn't a bad guy. He had provided them with a pretty good life and was never abusive to her or the children. Then, a little flash of guilt went through her. She loved Richard very much, but he was stuck in his ways. He came from a traditional Polish family and still held onto many of the old ways. Plus, he had begun to let himself go physically. Unfortunately, with his work, he didn't have time to work out and had let himself gain a good bit of weight. However, she tried not to nag him about it but she worried about his health.
"Hey, earth to Mary," Drew said with a laugh.
Mary Ellen shook her head and smiled up at Drew, admiring his handsome face and shining smile. Mary Ellen liked Drew. He was personable and funny. They had always shared good-natured kidding, often involving sexual innuendoes. Suddenly, after what Dana had said, the innuendoes took on a new dimension. That thing about him being an "ass" man struck a chord deep inside her. She felt a sudden pulsing in that secret place. That "place" that she could never mention to anyone.
Drew looked at Dana and asked, "I'm going up to Home Depot to get some things. Do you want to come along?"
"Yes, I need a couple of things at the linen store next door," Dana answered and got up.
"I'll see you at the car," Drew said to Dana and then kissed Mary Ellen on the cheek again.
When he pulled away, she felt his lips still on her cheek. Stop it! she scolded herself.
Both women watched the sexy older man walk out of the kitchen door. When Mary Ellen looked up, she saw Dana looking at her in a funny manner. Her face turned red again.
"Nice butt there huh?" Dana laughed.
Mary Ellen didn't answer. She couldn't without embarrassing herself even more.
"Tomorrow okay to go shopping?" Dana asked.
"That works as long as we do it before the kids softball practice at three."
"Let's do it at ten. I'll arrange everything and drive. See you tomorrow sweetie," Dana said and bent over and kissed the same spot that Drew had.
Mary Ellen thought she was losing her mind as her face burned with the touch of her girlfriend's lips. "Uh... yes... yes fine," she stuttered and then watched the older woman leave.
Chapter 2
Mary Ellen cleaned up the dishes and looked out in the back yard to see where the kids were. They were playing with a wiffle ball and bat. Do I have time? she thought as the pulsing down below continued. Making her decision, she hurried up to her bedroom, quickly closing the door and turning the lock. Suddenly, she felt so naughty. It was the middle of the morning.
As she passed the mirror on the back of the closet door she stopped. She was wearing a pair of baggy shorts and old shirt. A frown crossed her pretty face as she saw herself in a different light. She reached down and pulled her baggy shorts tight and turned so that her buttocks were facing the mirror. The shorts outlined her shapely rear, her panty line showing through. Maybe some new clothes would help! she thought as stared at the contours of her backside. Then she turned this way and that, bending slightly forward. She could feel her vagina continue to pulse with excitement. So Drew drools at this? she thought and a chill ran down her spine. On impulse, she pulled the seat of her shorts upward until the seam buried between her cheeks. "Ohhh!" she moaned when she felt the material touch her "there".
She bit her lip and she felt embarrassed as she looked at the drawer where she hid her pleasure devices. Making her decision, she rushed over and searched in the back, behind her underwear and various other "toys," to find the vibrator she had bought from a mail order catalog. It was long and tapered toward the end with a battery control device. There were rounded ridges up and down the shaft. The commercial said it was ideal for anal pleasure. It was!
Mary Ellen found some lubricant and rushed over to the bed. Her hands were trembling as she stripped off her clothes. She climbed onto the bed and got onto her hands and knees. When she looked back at the closet mirror she gasped. Her buttocks were pointed straight at the mirror and her tiny anal hole was almost pulsing between her cheeks. It was so obscene... but so exciting. Quickly she lubed up the shaft of the clear blue vibrator. Without touching her vagina, she placed the tip on her anus. A moan escaped her lips as she began to press the shaft into her tight hole. She pushed her hips backward and the long shaft began to slip into her.
"Oh Jesus," she moaned as the ridges bumped past her tight sphincter. Suddenly, she began to tremble all over and a vision of her handsome neighbor came into her mind. He was kneeling on the bed behind her and he had his long penis in his hand. It was huge with a large red head that was shining with his sex juice. "Do you want me to lube it?" he asked breathlessly in her fantasy.
"No, just fuck my ass! Please!"
Another groan escaped her lips as she pressed the vibrator deep into her anal canal. She pressed the button that made it squirm. Suddenly, she could feel it vibrating and twisting deep inside her. Her eyes closed tightly as she imagined Drew sliding his large penis into her virgin ass. "Ohhhhh God," she moaned as chills ran up and down her spine. She began to pump the long vibrator in and out between her spread ass cheeks as she spread her legs even wider. The tips of her naked breasts rubbed on the cover making her nipples swell with pleasure and sent ripples though her body. Suddenly every muscle in her body went stiff as waves of pleasure began to consume her. It felt like she might pass out as the long tip of the vibrator brought on spasms deep inside her bowels. It started with little shock waves in her stomach like it always did. Then they began to grow in strength until her entire groin was electrified and her anus pulsed, squeezing the invading tool. Her vagina pulsed as well and juice dripped to the bed. She squeezed her anal muscles on the squirming vibrator and her mouth opened as if to scream. Instead of screaming though, she bit her lip hard-the kids could be in the house now. She gasped and shook as a strong climax consumed her.

Finally, the satisfied woman fell exhaustedly to the bed. The long vibrator was still humming deep inside of her. As she lay gasping for breath, the twisting device began to slip out of her rear hole. Then, she heard the kids playing in the back yard and sighed contentedly. It was always the same when she had something up her rear. The climaxes were strong, almost earth shattering. However, in the after glow, like now, she always began to feel embarrassed and guilty. It was so against everything she had been taught. After all, she was a grown woman and for her to sneak into her room and do something like this... well, mothers didn't do that. Yet, she knew that she would do it again.
Mary Ellen had been very young when she first realized that she got a special thrill from her anus. It had happened almost by accident. She was masturbating with her fingers one time when she touched the tiny rear hole. It brought such a shock that she had to do it again. She felt nasty but still she pushed a finger inside. The feeling was so intense that she pulled it back out right away. She did it again, leaving it inside longer. Deep inside her, the muscles of her canal reacted, squeezing down onto the invading finger. At the same time, chills of pleasure like she had never known began to ripple through her. She began to move her finger in and out slowly, building speed until her hand was a blur. Within minutes her body began to tremble with an incredible climax. It went on for a long, long time until she collapsed onto the bed.
Over time Mary Ellen experimented with various means of pleasuring herself vaginally, but none equaled the times when she used her finger... or something else on her anus. She often thought that she was sick and that maybe she should see someone. However, she knew that she would be far too embarrassed to ever admit to a stranger that she loved paying with her anus. She would have to admit all of her little secrets. Like the times that she would go to the mall with Dana and walk around with those little vibrating balls up her butt. (Dana would certainly be shocked if she knew.) Or, how she fantasized about her ass being violated by a room full of men in a wild bacchanalia of anal pleasure.
The guilt that started long ago was still with her today as she lay on her bed in the afterglow of a very satisfying orgasm.
Chapter 3
"I told Mary Ellen how you drool over her ass," Dana said out of the blue as the two of them drove to the store.
"You told her what?" Drew asked incredulously.
Dana laughed. "We were talking about how depressed she was and I was trying to cheer her up. Besides, it's the truth."
"Yeah, but you don't have to tell my best friend's wife that I ogle her ass," Drew said. However, there wasn't any anger in his voice and he had a smile on his face.
"She needed some cheering up. It seems that Richard isn't taking care of her."
"The man must be crazy," Drew said as the smile grew on his handsome face.
"I guess it's not unusual for sex to get stale." She reached over and took Drew's hand. "I'm glad we're not like that anymore."
"Me too sweetie. I love you."
She squeezed his hand and said, "I love you too."
"So what else did you tell her... maybe that I like anal sex?"
"No, but she did seem to get pretty excited when I told her about you looking."



"Really?"
"Don't get any ideas lover boy."
"Damn," Drew said in false disappointment. Then he looked down at his lap and said, "Look what you've done to me now."
Dana looked down and saw a tent in her husband's slacks. She took a quick look out the window at the traffic and then reached over and caressed his penis through his pants. "Want to go back home?"
Drew practically wrecked the car as he made a "U" turn in the middle of the street.
The door of their house was barely closed before the two were in an embrace. Their lips pressed together as they squirmed into one another. Seconds later both of them had their shirts off and were fumbling with their shorts.
Drew couldn't wait and pulled his topless wife into his bare chest and kissed her again.
Dana moaned as her large breasts pressed into her husband's strong chest. She could feel his penis pushing against her groin. She pushed him away and slowly slid down his body until she was on her knees. She looked up at him as she unzipped his shorts. Then she reached inside and grasped his throbbing penis.
"Oh God sweetie," he moaned as he watched her struggle to pull it from the small hole.
When she had it out in the open, a little moan escaped her lips. She loved his large penis. While she didn't have a lot to compare it to, she was sure it was much longer and wider than average. She had heard friends talk about their husband or lovers and she had seen plenty of porno movies. Not to mention her own affair, however she didn't want to think about that right now. Drew's penis was bigger than his was anyway.
The pretty woman stared at the pulsing tool in her hand. The slit in the head began to bubble with his pre-cum juice. She moaned and opened her mouth to take the dripping crown inside.
"Oh Jesus," Drew gasped as he watched his wife suck him. He never grew tired of the sight. His hips began to move back and forth as his excitement grew. He watched her cheeks suck inward when he pulled back and then bulge outward as his penis pressed toward her throat. His balls began to churn and his hips began to move faster with his growing excitement. However, he didn't want to cum in her mouth. He wanted something else, so he pulled her reluctantly to her feet. Then he led her over to the sofa, pushing her over the arm.
Dana moaned as she was bent over with her ass in the air. She knew what was coming and her heart began to pound in her chest.
Quickly Drew pulled Dana's shorts down and off her feet. Then he slowly knelt behind her. A gasp escaped his lips as he stared at her panty-covered ass. The silky material barely covered her cheeks. There was a beautiful contrast of her pink panties, white cheeks and brown tan lines. He pulled the panties until they were tucked between the cheeks. He grasped the material at the top and bottom and sawed it back and forth.
"Mmmmm," Dana groaned as the silky material separated her cheeks and rubbed against her now tender holes.
Drew teased himself and Dana as he took his time, continually moving the material up and down, staring at her now squirming cheeks. Slowly he began to pull the panties down, revealing the divide between her soft white buttocks inch by inch. He left the panties at her thighs and leaned forward and kissed first one soft cheek and then the other.
Dana groaned as his lips left a trail of wetness, moving slowly across her soft cheeks. She knew where this was heading and she trembled in anticipation. She also knew that he would take his time and draw out his and her pleasure.
Drew chuckled as he watched his beautiful wife squirm in front of he. He loved to tease her. He would sometimes take an hour or more to build up to the final act. He had become a master at slow, sensual seduction.
"Oh God, sweetie," Dana moaned. "Please!"
Drew gently bit the soft flesh, leaving teeth marks on the white skin. Then he sat back slightly and paused to take in the view. Her firm buttocks were perfect. His hands trembled as he reached out and caressed the soft skin. He saw goose bumps rise on her cheeks and then run down the back of her thighs. Slowly, he opened her cheeks.
Both of them moaned as Dana's tiny rose was exposed. He stared in amazement. He loved looking at her puckered little hole. It was wrinkled and pink with a tiny mole just to the side. He often joked that the mole was earth and her little rose was "Uranus".
Dana couldn't stop her hips from squirming as she felt her husband's adoring eyes centered on her private place. Suddenly, she could feel his breath on her pulsing hole. It was getting very warm in the room.
Drew's lips were so close that he could almost taste her. His tongue came out and he touched the little mole. He felt his excited wife tremble. Then he circled his tongue around the hole in a teasing fashion. When Dana pushed back, he pulled away and chuckled teasingly again. Then he moved his tongue to the top of her buttocks before sliding it down one cheek and then the other, leaving a trail of his saliva.
Dana was growing impatient. "Oh please!" she moaned as she felt Drew begin to lick her again.
This time, his tongue started at the top of her crack and moved slowly downward, edging closer and closer.
The excitement in the room grew rapidly as Drew's tongue moved between the cheeks. Finally his tongue touched the tiny hole.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Dana moaned and pushed her ass back toward his tongue again.
Drew stiffened his tongue and pressed forward.
"Oh Goddddddd!!!" Dana screamed and her body began to shake. Drew had done this to her countless times but every time seemed like the first. She felt his wide tongue separating her sphincter and slipping into her body. Years ago, she had thought that this act was too dirty for words. Now, it was a necessary part of their lovemaking; it was a prelude to something much bigger and much longer. "Yes, yes, yes!" she moaned as she felt his tongue begin to move in and out of her slowly stretching hole.
Saliva began to drip down Drew's chin as his tongue plunged in and out of the tight hole. Suddenly his face was buried between her cheeks, the soft silky flesh caressing his rougher skin. He could lick his wonderful wife's ass for hours, but not today because he was too excited. When he pulled his tongue from the grasping hole, it made a little pop and snapped shut.
Suddenly, Dana felt empty. Her hole pulsed, as if it had a mind of its own, like it needed something to stretch it to the limit.
Drew stood up and looked down at his wife's gorgeous squirming ass. His hands were still trembling as he separated the cheeks again. He brought his now throbbing erection to the divide between her cheeks and rested at the top of her crack. Slowly, he let it slip downward and through the saliva he had left behind. That provided the necessary lubricant and it would be all that he would use.
When the head touched the puckered rose, they both groaned.
Dana was going mad with desire now. She had to have it inside her. She pushed her hips up and back in desperation.
Drew pulled teasingly away. Then, he let the head touch the hole again as he pulled the cheeks even further apart. He centered the large head on her anus and pushed forward, gradually increasing the pressure. The tight sphincter resisted mightily for a second before it began to relax.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Dana moaned as the impossibly large head opened her hole. She concentrated, trying to relax. However, it seemed more difficult then usual in her current state of excitement. She knew that the head was always the toughest part. She held her breath and bit her lip. With a final push from her hips and Drew's, the crown slipped inside and air rushed from her lungs. The stretched muscles of her sphincter gripped the head below the crown, trapping it in a warm vise.
"Oh God baby!" Drew moaned as he felt her anal canal opening to welcome him. Slowly he slid in, inch by inch, pausing occasionally to let her adjust until finally, his swollen testicles touched her dripping vagina. He stopped moving, waiting for Dana to get used to the length and width of his large tool.
The room was silent but for their heavy breathing. Drew's leg muscles trembled as he waited. It seemed like an eternity for both of them before he started to move.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck myyyyy assss!!!" Dana screamed.
Drew smiled at her outburst and began to move his hips faster. It always worked like this. Once she adjusted, he knew that he didn't have to be gentle any longer. He pulled his hips back and then pushed forward with a grunt, sliding all the way into her with one thrust.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" Dana screamed. It wasn't a scream of pain but rather incredible pleasure. She could feel every inch of his hot shaft as it slid past the sensitive nerve endings deep in her canal.
Then Drew gradually began to move more rapidly until he was pounding into his wife's tight ass without reservation. The sofa beneath the two squeaked under the strain and the room filled with the slapping sound of skin against skin.
"Oh God baby, I'm going to cum," Drew moaned in warning.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum... cum in my asssss!!!" Dana screamed as a strong climax overtook her. She could feel her anal canal pulsing and squeezing Drew's long shaft. Each of her pulses brought a return throb from his hot shaft.
Suddenly, Drew bellowed in pleasure and began to pump his thick sperm deep into Dana's waiting hole. It felt like his balls were going to explode from the release of the building pressure.
Dana could feel it... she could actually feel the hot cum pouring into her canal. She knew that most women would say that that was not possible. However, she knew what she felt and the feeling always intensified her climax. It was almost as if a soothing balm was being pumped into her clenching hole. She gasped for breath until her climax began to wane.
Finally, Drew fell across his still climaxing wife. Each convulsion made her ass muscles squeeze a little more of his dwindling cum into her hole. He sighed as the last drop was pulled into her already overflowing hole. Then he kissed her neck tenderly and whispered, "I love you."
She could only groan in response.
Slowly, Drew's penis lost its stiffness and slipped out of his wife. He stood up and smiled down at her still trembling form. A trickle of his sperm dribbled from her hole and ran down her leg. Then he bent over and pulled her panties back up and smacked her buttocks lovingly. "Get up lazy bones. We have to get to the store."
Dana moaned and stood up on shaking legs. She slowly put her clothes back on. As the two of them walked out of the house, she could feel her little hole still pulsing and Drew's sperm trickling out. She smiled and felt a little shiver run through her. What would all those people at Home Depot think if they knew that I had cum running out of my ass? she thought. Then she giggled at the thought of the times she had been to the mall with Mary Ellen with Drew's sperm slowly filling her panties. She loved that feeling.
Chapter 4
The following morning, Dana was in the car waiting outside when Mary Ellen stepped out of the house. It was a beautiful day and the sun was shinning in a cloudless sky.
"Good morning," Dana said brightly. "Are you ready for your big adventure?"
"Big adventure? I thought we were going shopping?"
"We are. However, I have a couple of surprises planned." Dana had a strange smile on her face.
"What are you up to?" Mary Ellen said in a mock worried tone. "You're not going to get me into any trouble are you?"
"You'll have to just wait and see."
Dana took them to an upscale shopping mall a few miles away. It was an outside shopping center that was reminiscent of malls before the multi-floor giants became popular. She led Mary Ellen to a fancy dress store where she talked her into buying several "Victoria Secrets" style dresses. They were tight and short, hugging her hips and buttocks like a second skin. Mary Ellen was very reluctant to buy the clothes. However, no matter how much she protested, Dana insisted that she purchase them. Then they went to another store to get some tight slacks, shorts and jeans. All of the clothes seemed to have a common thread; they emphasized Mary Ellen's sexy rear. Finally Dana took her to a lingerie shop.
The number and variety of underwear and sexy nightclothes astounded Mary Ellen. After buying her underwear in Wal-Mart for years, this was like a new world to her. Dana helped her pick out an arm full of various types of underwear and led her to the changing rooms in the back. She waited outside as Mary Ellen went inside to try some on.
The changing rooms had half doors where the person was covered from neck to knees.
Dana waited as Mary Ellen took off her clothes and put on a pair of sexy underwear. Then, she walked over and looked over the door just as Mary Ellen bent over to try another pair on. She almost gasped as she stared at the younger woman's buttocks. She had on a pair of almost see through panties that were cut high on her hips and hugged her cheeks like a glove.
"Those look great, turn around," Dana said to the suddenly startled woman.
Mary Ellen stood up quickly and gasped. She spun around, holding a flimsy pair of underwear to her naked chest. "Dana!" she cried as her face turned red with embarrassment at the older woman seeing her almost naked.
"My, my, you'd think you were a high school girl," Dana laughed at her friend's embarrassment. Then her eyes glanced down at the panties. "That will never do," she said.
"What?"
"Your pubic hair! God woman, don't you ever trim it." Mary Ellen's pubic hair pushed the panties out with curly hair escaping from the elastic leg band.
Mary Ellen's face turned redder. "No," she whispered, suddenly even more self-conscious.
"Well, I'm glad I got you the appointment this afternoon."
"What appointment?"
"You'll see. Now pick out a bunch of underwear just like those you have on. I'll get a couple of pair of thongs for you."
Mary Ellen was still embarrassed as Dana turned away and went to find the sales woman. She slipped the panties off and looked down at her hair growth. It had never occurred to her to cut her pubic hair. Surely in the summer she trimmed it back but only very sparingly.
Some time later the two women packed the trunk of Dana's car with all the new clothes-including several pair of very high-heeled shoes.
"Where are we going now?"
"To your appointment," Dana said and smiled mysteriously as she drove them to her regular beauty salon. She had called yesterday and was fortunate to get an appointment due to a cancellation. She scheduled the "full" treatment, including a hair styling, makeup and bikini waxing. It was going to be tricky to get Mary Ellen to go along with the waxing though.
The owner of the shop greeted Dana with a warm hug. She was a slightly heavy but pretty older woman with large breasts and a beautiful smile. The two women had known each other for years. In fact, Drew had helped her raise financing to open the shop.
"Is this the victim?" the woman asked, turning to Mary Ellen.
"Yes," said Dana. "Nancy, this is Mary Ellen. Be gentle with her, she is new at this."
As Nancy began to lead Mary Ellen away, Dana said, "I have an errand to run sweetie, I'll be back in a little while."
The older woman led a suddenly nervous Mary Ellen over to a chair where several other women were waiting. "She gets the full treatment ladies; hair, nails, makeup, etc."
An hour and a half later, Mary Ellen looked in the mirror and barely recognized the woman looking back at her. The hair stylist had cut and layered her hair and added a little frosting. It fit her pretty face perfectly. They had applied makeup, and done her fingernails and toenails as well with bright and sparkling polish.
The girls were still fussing over Mary Ellen when Dana came back. "Wow," Dana said sincerely when she saw the results. "You look gorgeous."
Mary Ellen blushed and said, "Thank you." She had to agree. For the first time in years, she felt pretty and special.
"Are you ready Mrs. Jakowski?" a lovely young girl in a white robe asked.
"For what?"
"Your waxing."
"What?" Mary Ellen asked and looked at Dana in surprise.
"Mary Ellen, this is Jennifer. Now go with her sweetie. You definitely need it."
"But... but..." she stuttered and her face turned red. She knew about waxing but had never even considered it.
The young girl took Mary Ellen's hand and Dana pushed her to follow.
"The changing room is over there. Take off your shorts and underwear and put on this robe," the pretty girl said, handing Mary Ellen a white robe.
Mary Ellen had never been so embarrassed in her life. It was even worse than going to the gynecologist, she thought as she reluctantly took off her clothes and put on the robe. She came out of the room with a red face. Jennifer led her over to a chair that looked a lot like a dentist chair. However, it had stirrups like a gynecologist's examining chair.
Jennifer sat on a stool between her legs, placing her feet in the stirrups. "Don't be nervous. I've done this a million times." The young girl adjusted the stirrups to spread Mary Ellen's closed thighs. "Oh my, you do need a trim," she said when she saw the bush of hair between her legs.
Mary Ellen's face flushed redder.
"I'm sorry," Jennifer apologized, "I didn't mean to embarrass you."
Mary Ellen wasn't listening. She was afraid to look down. However, all she would have seen would have been the top of Jennifer's head. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to relax as the young girl started to work. Still, her body was as stiff as a board. There was no way she could relax with this girl looking at her between her legs.
The young girl worked with a pair of scissors until she had Mary Ellen's pubic hair trimmed as short as possible. Then she got the wax ready. "Relax for a minute. I'll be right back."
A few minutes later Mary Ellen saw Jennifer come back with something in her hand. Then she felt something warm being placed on her pubic mound. It actually felt quite good. Within a few minutes, she could feel turning cool.
"Now this will hurt a bit," the woman said when the wax had dried.
"Yeowwww!!!" Mary Ellen screamed at the pain in her groin. She almost jumped off the table.
Jennifer quickly placed a warm towel on Mary Ellen's now smooth pubic mound and applied pressure for several minutes. "The worst is over," Jennifer said as she removed the towel. She had left a small V shaped patch of hair above her vagina as Dana had instructed.
Mary Ellen could feel her entire pubic area throbbing. However, the warm towel had soothed the burning somewhat.
"Very nice," Jennifer said as she held a large mirror between Mary Ellen's legs in order for her to see.
"Oh my God," Mary Ellen gasped when she saw that her pubic hair was gone. Suddenly, it didn't look like her body. She had never seen her vagina so exposed. Her fat outer lips were baby smooth and the pink inner lips were squeezed between them and protruding. There was just a tuft of brown hair several inches above the beginning of her slit. Suddenly, she flushed again when she realized the obscene view the young girl between her legs now had of her most private parts.
"Here, Dana wanted you to wear these," the young girl said to the startled woman.
Mary Ellen was in a trance as she allowed the girl to begin to slide a pair of thong underwear up her thighs. She closed her eyes in mortification. However, when the girl's hands stopped before the panties were past her thighs, she looked down. Her eyes opened wide as she saw the young girl staring at her vagina again. Mary Ellen trembled as the girl's tongue came out and she licked her dry lips. It almost looked as if she wanted to kiss her between... no she couldn't even think that. However, there was definitely lust in the girl's eyes.



Suddenly, Jennifer looked up and it was her turn to flush red. "You have a beautiful..." she started to say vagina but she stopped. "Sorry," she added shyly and then pulled the panties up until they were snug on Mary Ellen's now sensitive pubic mound. Then she helped her out of the chair and onto shaky legs so that she could get dressed.
Dana could see that Mary Ellen was totally flustered as she came out of the room. Her face looked red and her eyes seemed to be dazed. "Are you okay?" she asked.
"No! Let's get out of here," Mary Ellen said angrily. Then she hurried out of the shop with Dana following close behind.
"Wait for me." Dana walked faster.
"I've never been so embarrassed in my life," Mary Ellen whispered in an agitated tone as Dana caught up to her.
"Come on, loosen up," Dana said in frustration.
"Dana, I thought that girl was going... going to... kiss me."
"Kiss you?"
"Kiss... me... you know... down there," Mary Ellen said as she walked rapidly ahead of her friend again.
"Oh! I've heard that Jennifer has a thing for women. I guess one couldn't do that job day in and day out if you didn't like it," she laughed hoping to lighten up Mary Ellen. "See, you even turn women on."
Dana didn't bother to tell Mary Ellen that she knew very well that Jennifer had a thing for women. It was the main reason that she needed to have her own wax job done so often. She hadn't even shared that bit of information with Drew yet.
Mary Ellen gave Dana a dirty look. "You should see what she did to me down there. I don't have any hair!" she almost hissed.
"I know sweetie. I told her to do that." Dana paused and got a pout on her face. "Please, don't be mad. You'll love it, I know it."
Mary Ellen glared at Dana and fumed. Then she shook her head and sighed as she looked at the older woman's worried face. Suddenly, her demeanor softened. She knew that Dana was only trying to help her. She shook her head at her friend.
Dana felt a little relief when she saw Mary Ellen's look. It was almost a smile. "Let's go get a drink," Dana said. "You'll feel better." Dana worried that she had gone too far with the rather prudish woman. Still, she believed that she needed some strong medicine or her marriage might be in jeopardy. She didn't want to see her and Richard break up.
When they reached the bar and were settled into a booth, Dana ordered them both strong drinks. She reached over and touched Mary Ellen's hand. "I'm truly sorry sweetheart. I don't want you to be mad at me."
"Dana, Richard is going to go crazy when he sees... sees what I look like down there."
"At least he'll look and from what you've said that's progress. Listen, take it from me, most men love women with bare crotches. Mine has been like that for ten years. When Drew first saw it, I thought he was going to rape me. Actually, he did now that I think about," she laughed.
"You don't know Richard," Mary Ellen said, ignoring her attempt at humor. "He had some very prudish ways."
"And you don't?"
Mary Ellen looked sharply at Dana.
"I'm sorry. That was rude. But you know that you have to do something or your marriage is in trouble. You told me that yourself. I don't want to see you two guys divorce."
"This might be the reason it ends."
"No it won't," Dana stated flatly. "Besides, it will grow back if you let it." The waitress brought their drinks and they fell silent.
A couple of minutes later Mary Ellen was calling the waitress over for another round of drinks.
"Slow down. You have to take the kids to practice," Dana cautioned gently.
By the time the second drink was finished, Mary Ellen had settled down. The liquor was making her relax in spite of her harrowing experience. Suddenly out of the blue she giggled.
"What?" Dana asked with a smile of relief.
"Nothing. I was just thinking of Richard's face when he sees that my pussy is hairless," she said and broke into laughter again.
Dana was shocked at her use of the word "pussy" but joined her and soon they were laughing hysterically.
When Mary Ellen caught her breath she looked at Dana and said, "It does feel different." She squirmed her hips in her chair. Suddenly she could feel the tight thong panties running between her outer lips and pressing to her sensitive inner ones. A chill ran down her back.
"You don't have to tell me that!" Dana stated. "I think I masturbated ten times in the first two days after I got mine done. The feeling of silk on my sensitive lips was almost too much." Dana blushed at her revelation.
Mary Ellen giggled and squirmed again. "I'm starting to see what you mean. However, I'm very sensitive in another area."
Dana thought she was talking about her breasts. "My breasts are pretty sensitive too."
"I don't mean my breasts," Mary Ellen said nervously. She was unaccustomed to drinking very much and the liquor was starting to really loosen her tongue.
Dana looked at her funny.
"You know... back there."
Suddenly Dana's face showed surprise and she said, "Oh!"
Mary Ellen blushed. "We shouldn't be talking about this. I'm sorry."
"No, don't stop, please tell me more," Dana said excitedly.
Mary Ellen looked around to see if anyone could overhear her. She dropped her voice to a whisper. "My... my... rear... you know... my anus has always been very sensitive."
"Oh my God!" Dana exclaimed.
Suddenly Mary Ellen thought she had said too much and dropped her head down as her face turned a deeper red. "I know, it's sick." It was a whisper, barely audible.
"No... no... no..." Dana exclaimed and reached over and grasped her hand. "If it's sick, Drew and I must need major therapy."
"Huh!"
"God, Mary Ellen, Drew and I have been into anal sex for years."
"Really?"
"Really. But I'm surprised that Richard would do anything like that."
"I didn't say Richard was into it."
"Well whom do you have anal sex with?" Dana said and paused. "Oh! A do it yourselfer," Dana laughed nervously, realizing that she was stepping on risky grounds. However, there was excitement in her voice now. She couldn't believe that she and Mary Ellen had known each other for so many years and didn't know this. Finally she said, "I told you that Drew is an "ass" man. I meant that literally. We must do it three or four times a week."
Mary Ellen gasped at the revelation and suddenly she could feel her vagina begin to throb. That brought on a tingling sensation in her special place. She shifted in her seat to try to relieve the tension. It only served to cause the tiny string on her thong to rub against her now sensitive anus. Mary Ellen had to know more. "So you two do... do that... a lot?"
"Well, if three or four 'ass fucks' a week is a lot, then we do it a lot," Dana said, using language she would normally reserve for the bedroom. She could see the excitement that her words brought to Mary Ellen's face. "And, Drew's cock is so big that I have to be careful. It takes a while for him to get it all into my ass."
Mary Ellen sucked in her breath and closed her eyes. She squeezed her legs together and felt her suddenly swollen sex lips pulse. "Did... did it hurt much the first time."
"Boy, that was a long time ago. We were really young and I think Drew had brought some marijuana home. I had never had 'pot' before. It was incredible though-I remember that. I think he was trying to get his cock into my pussy and it slipped," Dana laughed. "Then, it just kind of popped in. I don't even know if Drew knew it at first. When he realized where his cock was... well, I think I was sore for a week from all the pounding. But it was a good sore."
"Oh God. I have to tell you that I am really excited right now," Mary Ellen admitted. "I'm going to have to go home and find my special vibrator."
Dana smiled and felt her sex lips swell. Mary Ellen wasn't the only one getting excited. A sudden vision of the younger woman on her hands and knees with a man with a large penis forcing it into her ass rushed through her mind. She could feel her panties becoming soaked.
The two women fell silent, deep in thought. Then Mary Ellen spoke. "Dana, you and Drew seemed to have such a good relationship. How do you do it?"
"Truthfully, it wasn't always like that." Dana paused and thought about what she was about to say. "I have a secret. But please, you can't tell anyone I told you this."
"I promise," Mary Ellen said quickly, suddenly anxious to find out what Dana's secret was.
"Well, about five years ago, I did something really stupid. Our marriage was pretty good but I got a little restless." The older woman paused again and she stared pensively across the room. She took a quick drink, swallowed hard and blurted, "I had an affair!"
Mary Ellen gasped and her eyes opened wide in shock.
"It didn't last long-only several months. But Drew found out."
"Oh my God. What happened... uh what did Drew do?"
"You're not going to believe this but Drew was great about it. Yes, he was angry and disappointed in me. It hurt him a great deal. However, he knew that we weren't communicating like we used to and that sex was getting boring. Once he settled down, we had several very long and frank conversations. He was on the road a lot then and I got lonely. When he confronted me, I didn't lie because it was useless... he found photos."
Mary Ellen gasped.
"I immediately confessed to everything. The most amazing thing was that Drew seemed to feel as guilty as I did. Can you believe it? He blamed himself for not being there for me. We cried a lot and then made mad and passionate love." Dana smiled and then added, "Basically, he fucked my brains out." Dana broke into laughter. "Then we talked some more. Fortunately, we worked it out and 'the rest is history' as they say. But you know what? He said he threw the pictures away, but I know that he still has them."
"Wow, I can't imagine most guys being that reasonable. Certainly not Richard."
"The truth is, that's what made it so hard for me. He was almost too understanding and reasonable. At first I thought that it was because he didn't really love me. Then I realized that that was self-centered and frankly stupid. A woman couldn't hope for a man that was more understanding. I resolved to keep him no matter what it took. However, it's been surprisingly easy." Dana paused and her face flushed. "The secret is that I give him my ass any time he wants. Truthfully, I've grown to love it as much as he does. He would disagree, but I feel like I owe him. I try to make it up to him every day." Tears began to fill Dana's eyes.
Mary Ellen had a tear in her eye as well. She reached over and grabbed the older woman's hand. It felt soft and warm and strangely comforting to Mary Ellen. She resolved that if Dana and Drew could do it, she was going to try to get the spark back into her own marriage as well.
"I guess we had better get going if you are going to get your kids to practice," Dana said as she stood up.
Mary Ellen stood up and then she swayed. "Wow, I think I had a little too much to drink."
Dana was a little better. "You can't take the kids to practice now."
"I have to."
"Wait, I'll call Drew. If he doesn't have an appointment, he can take them."
"I couldn't let him do that."
"Nonsense. He'll love it," Dana said as she dialed his number.
"Hi Hon," Dana said with a smile in her voice. "No, I'm still with Mary Ellen. Listen, we have had a little... uh too much to drink." She giggled. "Do you think you could take Leslie and Brett to practice? It's at 3 o'clock over at the school." Dana paused and listened to Drew then smiled at Mary Ellen. "You're a doll. I owe you one tonight. I love you." Dana hung up and said, "Drew will take them to practice."
"He is a doll," Mary Ellen said and smiled as she thought of the handsome man.
Chapter 5
"Can I get you something to drink?" Mary Ellen said as she and Dana carried her packages into the house.
"Why not, I can just stagger through the back yard," Dana laughed, still feeling the effects of the drinks she had consumed at the bar.
They piled the packages in the living room and sat down at the bar. Mary Ellen stirred up a picture of Daiquiri's and poured them both a large drink.
Dana raised her glass to Mary Ellen and said, "Here's to a new beginning for you and Richard."
Mary Ellen raised her glass and tapped it to Dana's. "I hope so. The truth is though, I don't really even know where to start."
"Here's an idea. Since it's Memorial Day weekend, you can send the kids to your mom's and the four of us will go out to a nice dinner on Saturday night. We will get Richard relaxed, ply him with a little liquor and then when you get home you can seduce him. Simple!"
"I like the dinner part but I don't think I know how to seduce anyone anymore... if I ever did," Mary Ellen said sadly.
"Well, if the shaved pussy and sexy underwear doesn't do it, he's probably dead anyway," Dana laughed and tapped her glass on Mary Ellen's again. "Why don't you try some of the stuff on again and we can pick out a dress for Saturday night. I like the red one but let's look."
Mary Ellen was feeling pretty good after downing her second Daiquiri. She swayed just a bit as she got off the barstool. "Let me carry these," Dana laughed as she picked up their drinks and carried them into the living room.
After shuffling through several boxes, Mary Ellen found the dresses that she had purchased. She picked up the red one and started to leave the room.
"Come on Mary Ellen, change here. We're both girls and I'm pretty sure you don't have anything I haven't seen," she laughed.
Mary Ellen looked at Dana and thought for a second. "Ah, what the hell," she said and began to unbutton her blouse. Underneath she had on a modest but lacy bra that was somewhat thin and showed the nipples of her firm breasts. She turned her back to Dana and unsnapped her shorts, wiggling a little as she slid them down her legs. She had forgotten that she had on a pair of thong panties and that her buttocks were totally bare. When she dropped the shorts, she felt the cool air on her cheeks. It was an immediate shock to her. She turned and looked over her shoulder at a smiling Dana and her face turned red.
"Very nice," Dana giggled as she took a sip of her drink, looking over the rim of the glass at the sexy woman with a naughty smile.
Again Mary Ellen blushed. She quickly picked up the red dress and slipped it over her head. Then she turned around to Dana.
"That's never going to do," Dana said when she saw her bra was showing through. "Lose the bra."
"I can't go around without a bra! I'm 35 years old for heaven's sake."
"Come on Mary Ellen, you have great breasts. Live on the wild side a little."
Mary Ellen reluctantly slipped the dress back over her head. She turned away from Dana and unclasped the bra and threw it on the sofa. Quickly she put the dress back on and turned around.
"Oh my!" Dana exclaimed as she stared at the pretty woman. The dress hugged every curve of her body. On top her breasts looked firm and smooth with her suddenly hard nipples poking through.
"Turn around," Dana said.
Mary Ellen turned until her back was toward Dana. Suddenly, she could feel the older woman's eyes on her backside. Her face began to flush hot.
"If Richard doesn't rape you when he sees that dress... you can give Drew a call," she laughed. "Put on your high heels."
Mary Ellen slipped on a pair of black high heels. The heels emphasized her legs, shaping the curves all the way to her firm thighs. She stood tall, almost proudly, letting the older woman look at her.
"Excellent," Dana said. "Now try on the others."
All of the dresses were a good six inches above her knees. She slipped on a bright yellow shift type dress. It hugged her in all the right places. Suddenly, she felt good about herself, almost sexy. It had been a long time since she had paid attention to her appearance. Now with her new hairstyle and professional make-up, there was a glow about her. She used her hands to smooth the dress across her waist as she walked to the dinning room mirror. "Oh," she said when she saw that her nipples were poking through the top of the dress. She backed up until she could see her lower half. A sudden chill ran through her when she saw how good her legs looked. She turned around and looked over her shoulder at the mirror. I do have a pretty sexy ass! she thought and smiled.
She tried on all of the dresses, modeling them for Dana. Each one seemed to look better on her.
When Mary Ellen finished trying on the dresses, Dana said, "Now the underwear."
Before Mary Ellen could protest, Dana turned and hurried to the bar saying she would fix them another drink.
The now nervous woman bit her lip with indecision, as she stood in the living room with her mouth open. However, there was a constant chill of excitement running through her. She turned and picked up a lace "teddy" and then hesitated. When she glanced over her shoulder, she could see Dana at the bar fixing the drinks. Quickly she stripped off her dress and then slipped her panties off. When she pulled the teddy up, she realized that it only covered half of her breasts. The top half of her breasts and nipples were exposed.
"Let me see," Dana said as she walked back into the living room carrying two large drinks.
Again, Mary Ellen's face flushed as she slowly turned around.
It was Dana's turn to feel a chill rush through her as she gazed at the almost naked woman. The areolas of her breasts were almost totally exposed and the tips were as hard as pencil erasers. Without thinking, her eyes drifted down to her crotch. A little gasp involuntarily escaped her lips when she saw that the lacy crotch hid nothing. She could plainly see the tuft of hair at the top of her vagina and the fat lips of her vagina below. Suddenly, Dana's hands were trembling and in danger of spilling the drinks. She mumbled something and turned and set the drinks on a table. Her legs were getting weak so she sat down. Dana had never been attracted to women... well, except the several little episodes with Jennifer at the shop but that was just a lark. However, now she found herself getting very excited just looking at her nearly naked friend. "That's... uh... that's very... sexy," she stuttered.
Mary Ellen felt like the room was suddenly charged with electricity. She hurried over and picked up her drink and swallowed about half of it. Then she went back to her packages and pulled out a lacy bra and panties. Suddenly, she felt very bold. She turned and stripped off the teddy in front of her friend.
Dana picked up her drink again and took a big gulp as she stared at the now totally naked woman. Incredibly, she could feel her vagina throbbing as her eyes ran up and down the sexy woman's body. She squeezed her legs together and tried to control her breathing as she watched her turn away from her and bend over. The older woman sucked in her breath when she saw the pouch of Mary Ellen's sex staring back at her. She could swear that it was wet.
Amazingly, Mary Ellen felt her own thrill of excitement at exposing herself to the older woman. She could feel her eyes on her ass and exposed vagina as she bent over. It took her a lot longer than necessary to find the panties she wanted. She picked up a pair of thongs and pulled them up her legs. Next she wrapped a spandex corset around her waist. It had about ten stays that hooked in the back. She held it in the back and turned to her friend. The front of the corset left her breast totally bare but the under-wire bra pushed them up and out. "Could you hook these please." Then she turned away again, suddenly feeling shy.
Dana stood up on trembling legs and walked unsteadily over to the waiting woman. She took the material in her fingers and slowly hooked each stay. When the last one was done she stopped, standing close behind the younger woman. Then she dropped her hands to Mary Ellen's waist. Almost without her control, her hands suddenly moved lower to cup the younger woman's soft buttocks. She caught her breath when she felt the warm cheeks in the palms of her hands. She had never done anything like this in her life.



Mary Ellen moaned and began to tremble. Her chest heaved up and down with her rapid breathing. Suddenly, she was leaning backward.
Now Dana was shaking as her hands continued to caress the soft flesh of Mary Ellen's ass. Somehow Mary Ellen turned in Dana's arms and suddenly they were staring into each other's eyes, her bare breasts touching Dana's blouse. Their lips began to move together... "Rinnnnggggg!!!"
The ringing telephone startled the two women and they almost jumped apart. Both of their faces were flushed with excitement and embarrassment.
"Hel... hello!" Mary Ellen gasped into the phone. "Uh... yes... I guess it's okay," she said. She hung up and turned to Dana. "That was the termite company. Their truck is down the street and they wanted to stop by for an inspection."
"Uh... well, I have... uh get back home anyway," Dana said, clearly flustered.
"Yes... and I need to get supper on the stove," Mary Ellen stammered.
Dana turned to leave.
"Dana," Mary Ellen said as she stood bare breasted staring at the older woman. "Thanks for all your help."
"My pleasure," Dana answered, glancing at her heaving breasts. "I'm glad you're not mad at me."
"I could never stay mad at you," she said and opened her arms.
As Dana stepped into her embrace and they hugged warmly, she could feel Mary Ellen's soft, nearly naked breasts pressing to her own chest again. A shiver went through her. Suddenly, she had to get out of there. "We'll talk about Saturday night later okay," she said hurriedly.
"That sounds good," Mary Ellen said and kissed the older woman's cheek.
The two women parted almost reluctantly. However, there was no doubt that the events of the day had had a major impact on them. While they were embarrassed about what had almost happened, they were nonetheless excited. It was the beginning of a new direction in their friendship.
Chapter 6
"So you got to see her almost naked?" Drew asked excitedly. He had just dropped Brett and Leslie off and stepped into the house.
"Completely naked! And, she is almost totally bare down below now. No hair," Dana answered teasingly.
"God, I would give anything to have seen that."
"I'll bet you would. Her butt is even nicer without clothes on... and so soft," Dana said almost dreamily. Suddenly, she realized what she had said and her face turned red. The alcohol she had consumed was still coursing though her veins.
"What? How do you know how soft her butt is?" Drew asked incredulously.
"Uh... oh damn," Dana said and her face flushed.
Drew stood staring at his wife, his eyebrows raised, waiting for an answer. "Come on Dana, out with it!" However, there was an excited smile on his face.
Dana sighed. "Let's go sit down. I have a couple of things to tell you." She figured it was as good a time as any to come clean about the young girl at the beauty shop.
Drew followed his wife into the living room and sat next to her on the sofa. He could feel excitement building. "So come on, tell me."
"All right, all right," she answered nervously. "I guess I should start with something that happened several months ago."
"Months ago?" he asked. Drew's heart suddenly began beating very hard.
"Well, you know that new young girl at my beauty shop? You know the one with the pretty blue eyes."
"Yeah... Jennifer," Drew said as a vision of the pretty teenager flashed into his mind. "What does she have to do with this?"
"I said there were a couple of things I needed to tell you. I've wanted to tell you this for a while now, but... but I was... worried about... you know, your reaction because of what happened before." They both knew that she was talking about the affair.
"Come on... come on," Drew said quickly, ignoring the last comment, getting more interested by the minute.
"Well, I had an appointment with Jennifer. It was right after Sara retired. I needed to get a waxing really bad. Sara was really good, but not the quickest person in the world. It took her forever to get anything done. Still, I was sorry to see her go."
Drew wanted to say, "Just get to the good parts." Instead, he bit his tongue and kept quiet. He could feel his penis begin to twitch and wasn't even sure why.
"Anyway, I was in the chair, laying back with my legs spread. Jennifer was working on me but she really seemed to be taking a very long time. I started to think that she wasn't any quicker than Sara was. Not only that, but it seemed like she was touching me much more than Sara ever did." Dana paused and looked at Drew for his reaction. When she saw excitement on his face, she continued, "I'm embarrassed to say this... but I started to get excited. Jennifer is such a pretty girl with those beautiful blue eyes and very sexy lips. She's just a kid really."
Drew was on the edge of his seat. His breathing had increased and he could feel excitement coursing through him now. He wanted to scream, "What happened?" but still he waited as patiently as he could. His penis was throbbing in his shorts.
"For some reason, I looked down at Jennifer. She... she was staring at my... my pussy. For a second, I wondered if something was wrong. Suddenly, she looked up at me and I saw the look in her eyes. I know that look. I can see it in your eyes right now." Dana laughed a little nervously as she stared at her husband.
Drew's could feel his pulse pounding in his temples. "What happened?" he said impatiently.
"Well, I know that I should have gotten out of the chair right then but I couldn't move. It was almost as if I was frozen in place. Instead, I watched as she began to rub her hands along the insides of my thighs. Her hands were so soft and her fingertips brought goose bumps to my skin. Suddenly, my legs started to tremble and I could feel myself getting wet. I couldn't believe how excited I had become."
"Oh Jesus!" Drew gasped. His penis was now throbbing.
"I just watched her when she got up from her stool and walked over to the door. I heard the lock click. I must have been in shock because I didn't even try to get up as she came back over and sat between my legs again. By this time, I could feel that my juice was dripping and I know my lips were swollen. I was very embarrassed knowing that she could probably even smell me."
Without thinking, Dana closed her eyes and her hand came up and began to caress one of her large breasts.
Drew watched in amazement.
There was fire in Dana's eyes when she opened them again. She stared at her husband and saw the same fire burning. Now, she knew that she no longer had to be concerned about his reaction. "Drew," Dana almost sighed, "she began to kiss my thigh. I started to moan as her tongue began to work toward my pussy. You know that I've never done anything with a woman before and I honestly don't know what got into me. She is just so young and cute... almost innocent. However, I found out pretty quickly that she isn't as innocent as she looks."
Drew moaned and leaned back into the corner of the sofa. He couldn't hold back any longer. He stared at his wife as he slowly unzipped his pants.
Dana gasped as he pulled his long shaft from the hole in his shorts. It looked even larger than normal. The head was swollen and purple and there was a stream of clear juice running from the tip. She thought briefly of suspending her story and attacking him, but then she changed her mind. Instead, she quickly stood up and stripped off her shorts and panties. She sat back in the other corner of the sofa and spread her legs, placing one bare foot on the cushion. Incredible excitement rushed through her now. She knew that Drew loved to be teased with stories. Often she would make them up to turn him on. However, this one was true. Once, when she was very drunk, she described an episode with her lover. Drew's reaction was immediate and intense... he threw her to the floor and fucked her senseless.
Drew began to stroke his penis as he watched his wife begin to move her hands down to her already wet sex lips. "Come on, tell me," he gasped.
"I could feel her hair brushing against the insides of my thigh as she kissed the sensitive skin. You know the spot, right here," Dana said as she gently traced her finger across the inside top of her thigh. Her fingers drew closer to her swollen lips. "My hips began to move without my control when she turned her face toward my pussy. I could feel her warm breath. Oh God Drew the girl was driving me crazy. Then, I felt her fingers touch my smooth lips." Dana closed her eyes as she touched her lips and moaned.
Drew's fist was moving rapidly up and down the shaft of his penis as he hung on every word.
"Suddenly, she was opening me... opening my pus... pussy. God, I felt so exposed." Dana used her fingers to open herself like Jennifer had done that day. "I could feel my juice literally running from my hole... like now." A stream of juice began to run from her vagina. She used her finger to smear it across her outer lips. "I almost jumped out of the chair when Jennifer dipped her fingers into my juice and rubbed it all over my sex. I almost climaxed right there. Then, she opened me even wider and blew warm air on my pulsing clit." Dana gently rubbed the little nub at the top of her sex. "You know how I like that."
"Oh God," Drew moaned. He had to slow down his hand movement for fear that he would climax.
"I felt something touch my lips and realized that it was her tongue."
Both of them moaned.
"Suddenly, I was being eaten by a woman for the first time in my life. God, she was good. Not that you aren't great at eating my pussy sweetie but she knew all of the right places. I couldn't keep my hips from moving any more. She grabbed my thighs and her mouth went wild. It was like her mouth was a vacuum, sucking my lips and my juice into her mouth. I was getting really close to a climax when the strangest thing happened-and you are going to love this-she lifted me up slightly and spread my cheeks. When her tongue touched my anus I went crazy. I couldn't help it but I screamed and I started to climax like a firecracker." Dana was trembling all over now and was getting close to climax.
Drew stood up from the sofa on unsteady legs. He stared down at his excited wife and then knelt at her feet. Then he lifted her legs and laid them on his shoulders.
"Oh God, fuck me," Dana moaned and grabbed Drew's hips.
Drew held back. He used his hand to direct his penis to her now throbbing sex. However, he didn't push in right away. Instead, he rubbed the head of his shaft around her swollen lips, smearing his juice and hers over her vagina. Then he moved it between the lips. A moan escaped both of their lips as he pushed his pulsing shaft slowly into her very wet vagina. A second later he could feel the contractions deep inside her vagina. They grew stronger until she was screaming in pleasure and climaxing around his slowly moving penis. However, Drew held back his own climax. He wanted something else and waited.
Finally, Dana stopped trembling and looked at her patiently waiting husband. She smiled and lifted her hips and then reached down under their joined crotches to spread her ass cheeks. She knew what he wanted.
A big smile grew on Drew's face. He slowly pulled his wet penis from her still clinching hole and centered it on the tiny star of her anus. He pushed firmly and felt her sphincter resist and then relax. The large head popped inside and then inch-by-inch he slid the shaft into her willing ass. When he was as deep as he could go, he paused, enjoying the tight confines of his wife's familiar anal canal. He could feel her rapid heartbeat through the thin walls. Then, he started to move.
Dana loved the feeling of her ass being stretched. It was familiar and comfortable, almost like his penis was meant to be there. The two body parts fit like a hand in a glove. She thought briefly about climaxing again but decided to let Drew have his pleasure. She squeezed her ass muscles around his penis. "Yes, yes, fuck my ass hard now," she gasped, using words she knew he loved to hear.
Drew didn't have to be told twice. He began to pound in and out of his wife's ass. Every inch of his penis was caressed by her clinching hole. It felt like two fists were squeezing his shaft, working hard to milk his sperm from his balls.
"That's it baby, fuck me. God could that little girl eat my pussy and ass," she continued with her story. "Between her saliva and my pussy juice, the entire cushion of the chair got wet. When she stuck her tongue up my ass I went mad." She heard Drew moaning and knew what would take him over the top. "I know you love my ass but I bet you'd love to be fucking Mary Ellen's ass right now," Dana said excitedly.
Drew tensed and felt his balls tighten. She knew all of his buttons.
"I'll bet her ass is really tight. She's never had a penis in it you know. Yours would stretch her good. She loves to have things up her ass. She told me how she loves to use this special vibrator on her little asshole. But I bet she has never had a vibrator as big as your cock."
"Oh Goddddd!!!" Drew bellowed and he pushed in as deeply as possible. His balls tightened and he began to pour his hot sperm deep into Dana's ass.
Dana moaned as she felt the hot juice splatter against the walls of her canal. It was exciting and hot, yet soothing. Somehow, she always felt so close to him when he finally released his load into her ass. And the feeling lasted longer than just the coupling, because it would drip out for hours. That was a strange but wonderful affirmation of his love.
Drew's climax went on for a long time until finally there was nothing left. He grunted one last time before collapsed onto his smiling wife.
The room grew quiet as Dana wrapped her arms around him and they stayed like that until their breathing returned to normal.
Finally, Drew felt his penis shrink and slip wetly out of his wife's still pulsing hole. He sat back and looked down at her ravaged pubic mound. There was a little shadow growth of hair. "It looks to me like you need to see Jennifer to have your pussy waxed again."
A broad smile crossed Dana's face. She would tell him about the other visits later. "I love you," she said and pulled him down for a sweet kiss.
Chapter 7
Saturday evening was pleasant enough but Mary Ellen was very nervous. The four of them went to their favorite restaurant downtown.
Mary Ellen could hardly eat. She was excited and worried. Excited about initiating sex with Richard and worried that he would reject her. In all their years of marriage she had never been the aggressive one. Her eyes constantly met Dana's, looking for support.
In the ladies room, Dana said, "It seems to be going okay huh?"
"I don't know. I'm so nervous, I feel like I'm on my first date."
"Good. Maybe you'll get lucky later," Dana laughed.
Mary Ellen smiled nervously.
As they parted for the evening, Dana whispered, "Have fun!"
The following morning, Dana came over early for coffee. She knew that the kids were at Mary Ellen's mother's house and that Richard got up late on Sundays, so that would afford them a little private time to discuss how the evening had gone. Dana had her fingers crossed that things had gone well. She had hardly slept at all night.
When she walked into the kitchen, she could immediately see that something was wrong. Mary Ellen was sitting at the table in a house robe and eyes were red and wet with tears. Dana's heart sank. As she hurried over to hug the distraught woman, Mary Ellen started to sob.
Dana knelt on the floor with her arms around Mary Ellen and let her cry for a long time. Finally, she got up and got both of them a fresh cup of coffee and sat down at the table. "It didn't go well, did it?"
"That's an understatement," Mary Ellen said and wiped her eyes, looking down into her coffee cup, afraid to look up in fear that she would start crying again.
"I'm sorry sweetie. I shouldn't have put you up to this."
"It wasn't your fault," Mary Ellen said quickly, looking up at her worried friend.
"So, what happened?"
"Nothing!" Mary Ellen said with anger in her voice.
Dana took a sip of her coffee and waited.
"I did everything just like we planned. You saw how affectionate I was all night. However, there wasn't any affection returned. After we got home, Richard went to the bedroom and I went in and put on my lace teddy. Then, when I came out, he was in bed snoring." Mary Ellen broke into sobs again.
"Did you wake him up?"
"Yes, but he just mumbled "Some other time," or something like that and turned over. I cried half the night."
Dana reached over and grasped Mary Ellen's hand. "I hate to say it but I think you two might need counseling. Have you thought about that?"
"Yes, I suggested it to Richard some time ago. I even thought about the pastor of our church but I'd be too embarrassed to lay my problems out to him. Richard wouldn't even consider it though. He said that if we had any problems we could work them out ourselves."
Dana stood up and walked around the table and held her arms open to her friend.
Mary Ellen stood up and almost fell into the older woman's arms, breaking down again. She laid her head on her friend's shoulder and sobbed.
In spite of Dana's maternal instincts, the closeness of the sexy woman was having an effect on her. She could feel her soft breasts under her robe pressing to her chest. Mary Ellen's nipples were centered on her own nipples and she could feel them almost burning into her. Incredibly, she felt her vagina quiver and her panties getting wet.
The warmth and comfort of her friend made Mary Ellen feel better. She had her face buried in Dana's neck and the sweet smell of the older woman's hair surrounded her. Slowly, her sobs ceased and her breathing grew more rapid. Now, she too could feel her friend's breasts against her own and her hands gently caressing her back through her thin robe.
Dana's hands began to slide slowly down Mary Ellen's back. They paused at her waist in indecision. She held her breath as she moved her hands lower until they reached her thinly covered buttocks. Her heart was pounding in her chest. She had never been so bold in all her life; at least not with another woman. With Jennifer, she had been the passive one. It was easy because she had just let the young girl do things to her. This was different. She was being the aggressor. She knew it was very dangerous and could end their friendship. Still she persisted and began to squeeze her hands on the soft flesh.
Mary Ellen's eyes opened in shock. Yet, she didn't pull from the woman's embrace. A little, almost imperceptible, moan escaped her lips.
Dana heard it. Her heart felt like it was going to jump out of her chest as her fingers began to bunch up the back of the short robe. She pulled the material gradually higher with just her fingertips until she felt bare skin under her now very warm hands. A louder moan escaped her lips when she felt the soft bare flesh of her friend's naked buttocks. Boldly now, she cupped the cheeks of her ass and pulled her close.
Mary Ellen pulled her head back and looked into Dana's lust filled eyes. "What are you doi..." she started to whisper but suddenly Dana's lips cut it off.
Both women's heads were spinning as they stood in the kitchen kissing. The kiss was filled with heated passion but yet it was tender. Not at all like kissing a man. Neither woman had ever kissed another woman before in their lives. It was a unique experience.
As their passion grew, the two women kissed like horny teenagers on the first date. Their tongues dueled as their lips pressed together.
Mary Ellen felt Dana's tongue entered her mouth and she sucked, tasting her sweet saliva. When Dana's tongue pulled back, Mary Ellen's followed.



One of Dana's hands slid down until it reached the back of Mary Ellen's thighs. Mary Ellen moaned, almost in protest, but yet, she spread her legs slightly apart.
Dana's hand was trembling as it slipped between her legs and her fingertips found her rapidly swelling lips. A gasp escaped her lips when she felt how wet her friend's vagina was. Her fingers were immediately covered in her juice.
"Oh Jesus," Mary Ellen moaned when Dana's finger began to play with her swollen inner lips. They were gentle as they moved over her sex, so unlike Richard's, she thought. Her breath caught in her throat when she felt the tip of one of her fingers touch her hole. Without a conscious thought, her legs opened a little wider, giving Dana's hand better access. "Oh Dana!" she moaned when she felt the finger began to worm its way into her pulsing hole.
It was a completely new experience for both women. Dana had felt the insides of her own vagina a million times but this felt very different. The tunnel of Mary Ellen's vagina was warmer and wetter then anything she had ever felt before. Her tight hole was almost sucking her finger inside. It was apparent to Dana that it had been a long time since she had felt a penis inside her hole. When she felt the younger woman tremble and heard another moan, she added a second finger. Within seconds, the room was filled with the squishing sounds of her finger moving in and out of the now sloppy hole.
Mary Ellen pulled away from Dana's mouth and buried her face in her shoulder. She was trembling all over. "What are you doing to me," she whispered, almost to herself. Still, she gave no resistance. The events of the last several days and the frustration of last night had made her mad with excitement. She was no longer able to control her actions.
Suddenly, Dana boldly removed one wet finger from her vagina and slid it back across the small sheath of skin between her vagina and anus. She hesitated for only a second before she touched the tiny puckered hole.
Mary Ellen tensed. "Oh my God," she gasped as she felt Dana's finger on her anus. She went up on her toes as if to avoid the contact. The finger followed, pressing upward until the tip slipped into the tight hole.
Dana couldn't believe what she was doing. Her own body began to tremble with excitement. She pushed her finger upward; keeping the other buried in her vagina.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Mary Ellen moaned as the finger penetrated her rectum. "Oh Jesus, oh God," she gasped as she felt the digit worm its way deeply into her body. She pressed downward and took the probing finger into her as far as it would go. Her body began to shake all over and her head was spinning out of control. She gasped for breath. Suddenly she let out a long moan and began to climax.
Dana held on tight as Mary Ellen convulsed in her arms. She moved both fingers in and out rapidly now. It was incredibly exciting to feel the younger woman's vagina and anus clamp down on both fingers.
Mary Ellen's legs almost gave out as her climax reached a peak. Her arms squeezed the older woman and she muffled her cries against her shoulder.
Dana felt her own vagina quiver and, incredibly, a little climax went through her. Her legs trembled and her knees almost buckled but she remained standing by holding onto Mary Ellen.
When their trembling stopped the two women moved apart. Both of their faces were red with embarrassment.
"Uh... uh... Richard... uh... will be up soon," Mary Ellen stuttered.
"Yes... uh, I have some... errands to run," Dana said. "I'll talk to you later."
Mary Ellen rushed out of the kitchen and Dana hurried through the back door.
Chapter 8
Several times during the day Mary Ellen thought of calling Dana. However, she didn't because she was too embarrassed. Richard had gone into work after church and she knew that he wouldn't be home until late. It was a pretty day so she decided to lie out by the pool and enjoy the fact that she was alone for a change.
She found an old single piece swimsuit and went into the bathroom to put it on. When she was naked, she thought about masturbating. Since the incident in the kitchen this morning with Dana there was a constant throbbing in her vagina. Still, she restrained herself. However, as she passed her special drawer, she stopped. She bit her lip in indecision. With a sigh, she opened the drawer and searched through her toys. There was one she had bought from a mail order catalog but had never used. It was a small butt plug that had a vibrator and a wireless remote control. It had been very expensive.
She picked up the package and felt a naughty thrill go through her. Her hands were trembling as she opened it. The plug was tapered to a round point at one end and grew gradually larger. At the fattest point it was about six around. It was flesh colored and six inches long with a flange at the end.
Mary Ellen's hands were shaking so bad that she dropped the batteries several times before she had them inside the remote. When she turned it on, the little plug jumped to life in her hand. A gasp escaped her lips as she pushed the speed control until it was literally buzzing.
The excited woman hurried into the bathroom and applied some lubricant to the plug. Quickly, before she changed her mind, she pulled the crotch of her bathing suit aside and touched the tip to her tiny anal hole. A groan escaped her lips as she began to slide it into her ass. It took a substantial push to get the largest section past her sphincter. It felt as though her sphincter snapped shut like a rubber band. She whimpered in excitement as she pulled her suit back into place, hiding the flange of the plug.
She looked at the control in her trembling hand. She hesitated for a second and then she pushed the button to turn it on. "Ohhhhh God!" she groaned and her knees almost buckled as the hidden plug came to life. It wasn't the first time she had had a vibrating plug up her ass but it seemed so much more naughty this time. She was going outside and lay at the pool with her ass stuffed with a vibrating plug. God, if her neighbors knew! she thought and her face flushed.
Mary Ellen turned the still humming device off quickly and hurried to get a towel and some tanning oil.
Drew was in his office "cave", as Dana called it, when she came in to talk later that day. He turned away from his computer and smiled at her. "Hi sweetie." He could immediately see that she was distraught. "What's wrong?"
Dana had agonized all morning over what she was going to tell Drew about her conversation with Mary Ellen, or if she were even going to tell him. Finally, she sighed and said, "Mary Ellen didn't have a good night. Richard ignored her."
"Oh, that's too bad." Drew was genuinely concerned. He liked Richard and Mary Ellen and hated to see them have problems.
Dana came over, sat on his lap and kissed him. "I'm so glad I have you," she said sincerely.
"The feeling is mutual," Drew replied as he hugged her. "So what is Mary Ellen going to do now?"
"I don't know."
"Has she thought about counseling?"
"Richard won't do it."
"That man's a lot crazier than I thought. She's such a sexy woman... and with a great ass I might add," he said and smiled. "I'd be fucking it every day if I were him."
"Would you?"
Drew looked at her and said, "Would I fuck her ass? Of course." He smiled broadly.
"No, I mean would you really do something with her?" Dana said seriously.
"Uh... well, no. I would never do anything behind your back."
Dana looked sad for a moment as she thought about his comment. She had done "something" behind his back. Her guilt was just below the surface at all times. She had been so stupid. And, the guy she had the affair with wasn't near as good as Drew! It was only exciting because it was different-something new-that she had done it in the first place. She had realized that doing "new" things were the only way to keep a marriage fresh.
Dana paused for a minute, thinking. Suddenly, a wild thought occurred to her. "What if I said it was okay?"
"What was okay?"
"For you to do something with Mary Ellen."
Drew looked at his wife as if he didn't understand. Then his face showed shock. "What? You're kidding?"
"I'm serious. Don't you see, it's perfect," she said with a big smile.
"Now I know you've gone crazy."
"No I haven't... well, maybe," she laughed. "Think about it. Mary Ellen is ripe for an affair. If she goes out and finds someone it could be very dangerous-you know with all the nuts and diseases out there. You like anal sex, she likes anal sex-although she has never had it for real-and it would be relatively safe. The only danger would be if Richard found out and he is basically clueless."
"I can't believe that you're saying this," Drew said, unable to believe that she could be serious. However, he began to feel excitement. Maybe it was because she was squirming her sexy ass on his crotch now.
"Are you saying that you aren't interested?"
"No! Uh... I mean... uh... wouldn't you be jealous?" Suddenly, the idea was becoming very appealing to him.
"Yes, probably. But it would be very exciting too."
Drew was silent for a long time. He gazed out the window. While he was looking calm, excitement was now coursing though him. He fought to keep his voice controlled and said, "So if I said yes, how do you suppose I would go about it?"
"Well, I don't think she would be a pushover but I'm sure with your charm you could manage," Dana smiled. She could feel Drew becoming hard under her ass. "Besides, I could drop a few hints that I wouldn't mind." Dana had a wide grin on her face as she continued to move on his lap. Now Drew penis was totally stiff under her. "If she sat on your lap like I'm doing right now, well..."
"This is crazy."
"But, you want to do it," Dana said and pushed her ass down on his now throbbing penis. "I can tell. Now, let me tell you what happened this morning after Mary Ellen and I talked..."
A few minutes later Drew sat with his mouth opened in shock. "So you actually had your finger up... up her ass?" he said in a trembling voice.
"Yep! And she almost fell to the floor as she climaxed."
"All right, all right, I'm convinced. So when do I start the big seduction?" Drew said, suddenly very impatient.
"Well, I saw her go out to the pool a little while ago, so why don't you go over and talk with her."
Drew almost threw Dana off his lap in his haste. He rushed over and looked out the window of his office. His "cave" overlooked Mary Ellen's backyard. Drew often watched her at the pool or gardening. He saw her lying on her stomach on a lounge chair.
Dana walked up behind him and peeked over his shoulder out the window. She wrapped her arms around his waist and her hands slipped to the bulge in his shorts. "She does have a nice ass. Can you imagine that my finger was between those sweet cheeks a little while ago," she said as she slowly unzipped his shorts.
"Dana," Drew gasped as she fished inside his shorts for his throbbing tool.
"Oh my," she gasped as she pulled his penis out as saw the long shaft pulsing in her hand. "God, this will split those cheeks so wide."
Drew's hips began to move in time with Dana's stroking hand. She could feel his juice coating her fingers as she moved her hand slowly up and down the shaft. A chill ran down her spine at the thought of her husband's fat penis sliding into her friend's ass. She knew how that felt. "Well, you had better get out there before she goes inside," Dana said.
A moan of frustration escaped Drew's lips but he knew that if she kept stroking him he would waste his seed on the windowsill. He quickly put on a pair of swim trunks and headed outside.
Chapter 9
Drew stepped inside the gate to the privacy fence that circled the pool. He smiled brightly as he walked over to the pretty woman. "Wow, who's my new neighbor?" he said when he saw her new hairstyle.
Mary Ellen jerked her head around and saw the good-looking man standing over her. "Uh... thanks... uh... well... uh... no... I was..." she stuttered. Normally she would have welcomed the company of the sexy man. However, with the plug still inside of her, it was the worst possible time. Quickly, she lifted up and quickly shut off the remote discretely. She had been very close to a climax. However, in her haste, she dropped the little device on the cement.
"I love your new look. The hair style fits you perfectly," Drew said sincerely as he reached down and picked up the remote. He sat down in a chair. "What's this?"
"Uh... uh... it's a remote to one of... of Brett's toy cars. It's... uh... around here somewhere."
"I love those things. Maybe if I turn it on we can find it," he said and pressed the on/off button excitedly as he glanced around the yard.
Mary Ellen's eyes grew wide as the plug started to vibrate. She sucked in her breath, hoping that Drew wouldn't notice the shocked look on her face.
"Hmm, don't see anything yet." Then he placed his thumb on the speed adjustment and turned it up.
Mary Ellen almost gasped and bit her lip as the vibrations increased. She swallowed hard and fought to keep her hips from moving.
Drew turned it higher. "Are you okay," he asked when he saw her face.
"Uh... yes... uh... it's just a little hot out here." Now she was trying desperately not to cry out. She could feel the vibrations radiating through her body. Her nipples were suddenly very hard and her clit felt like it was swollen to twice its normal size.
"So, is Richard working today?" Drew asked casually as he toyed with the control, moving the speed control up and down.
Mary Ellen was about to go mad. She knew that if he kept it up she would climax right there. Sweat began to bead on her forehead. "Uh... yes, he... uh has some big presentation Tuesday so he has to get it ready." Mary Ellen started to tremble. "Jesus, I'm hot. Drew... uh... would you be a doll and get me a glass of lemonade from the refrigerator."
"Sure," Drew said. He tossed the remote onto the table and walked toward the house.
The second he was inside, Mary Ellen jumped up and rushed over to grab the remote. However, before she could turn it off, she began to climax. Suddenly, she lost strength in her legs and she grabbed the table for support. Waves of pleasure rolled over her. She felt the familiar spasms in her anal canal. Her anal climaxes were normally very strong however her attempt to prevent a climax made this one much stronger than usual. A groan escaped her lips and she squeezed her ass cheeks together. Her vagina quivered and throbbed as well. Her fingers gripped the table as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her.
"Are you sure you're alright?" Drew asked as he walked back out with two glasses of lemonade and saw Mary Ellen almost weaving.
"I'm... I'm just hot," she gasped and grabbed the glass and drank half of it. Finally, when her climax slowed, she walked unsteadily back to her lounge. A big sigh of relief came from her lips as she sat back down. However, she almost jumped back up as her weight forced the plug deep into her rectum.
Drew looked at Mary Ellen with a questioning look. There was something more going on here, he thought.
Mary Ellen's breathing eventually returned to normal as the spasms slowed. "That's what I needed," she sighed as she finished the glass. She sat back and looked at her handsome neighbor. He was staring out over the fence so she stole a closer look him. His bare chest and arms showed that he spent a good bit of time in the gym. She had seen him at the pool often so she was pretty familiar with his physique. However, her recent sexual frustration and the fact that Dana told her that he liked her ass made her look at him differently today.
"It's beautiful out here today huh?" Drew said, staring at a flock of birds swooping in the crystal blue sky.
"Yes it is," Mary Ellen said as her eyes traveled across his strong chest and rippled stomach. She wasn't referring to the weather though. Her eyebrows rose when she saw the bulge in his trunks.
Drew liked to wear tight swim trunks. It was a joke between he and Dana. He would always say that he was in the advertising business so he knew that it paid to advertise.
Mary Ellen had to agree. She could feel herself becoming excited again as she stared at the substantial bulge in his shorts. She could see that Dana wasn't lying when she said that Drew had large equipment.
"You have a great tan," Drew said.
Mary Ellen jumped and looked up. She saw Drew staring at her. Her face turned scarlet and she said, "Thank you!" Hoping that he hadn't noticed where her eyes had been.
He had. He slipped down lower in his chair, opening his thighs and presenting his crotch to her wide eyes.
"Could you get me another," Mary Ellen said as she held out her empty glass. "Oh and maybe you can add a little Southern Comfort in there this time," she added with a smile.
"Sure," Drew responded and took her glass and walked toward the kitchen.
Mary Ellen watched his butt as he walked. I'm not the only one with a sexy ass! she thought.
From the upstairs window, Dana watched her friend stare at her husband's ass as he walked out of sight. In spite of all of the dangers, or maybe because of them, she found the thought of Drew and Mary Ellen together incredibly exciting. She knew it wasn't normal but she couldn't help it. And, yes, there was a little jealously. However, somehow that felt okay. After all, she had screwed someone behind his back. She had even let her lover have her in their very own bed, not to mention the car, the kitchen and even on the back deck.
As Dana continued to stare out of the window, her hand stole down and inside her shorts. A little gasp escaped her lips when she felt her swollen sex lips under her finger. Although she had a little climax this morning with Mary Ellen, she felt excitement building again. In her mind she could see Mary Ellen on her hands and knees with Drew behind her. The swollen head of his penis poised at her tiny hole. Dana's own little hole pulsed as her finger began to move in and out of her dripping vagina. Suddenly, she stopped and looked around the room. She needed something.
A naughty thrill ran thought her when she saw an object on Drew's desk. It was a trophy he had won for first place in an advertising campaign. It had a heavy wooden base and a nine-inch high brass object in the center. Dana had said that it looked like a "dildo" or a "butt plug". Drew didn't think it was funny. He was very proud of the award.
Dana snatched up the trophy and walked back to the window on shaking legs. She quickly unsnapped her shorts and let them fall to her ankles. Then she pushed her panties to her thighs. She knew that this was crazy, but she couldn't help herself. She placed the brass knob at the entrance to her wet vagina and slowly slipped it inside. A moan escaped her lips and she began to move it in and out. When it was dripping with her juices, she pulled it out and moved it toward her rear hole. She stared out the window at Drew and Mary Ellen as she slowly slipped it into her ass. "Oh Jesus," she moaned as it went halfway in. She lifted her leg from her shorts and let the panties drop to the floor so that she could spread her legs wider. She pushed again and groaned as the long tube went all the way inside her ass.
Mary Ellen's eye caught movement in their upstairs window as she and Drew talked. She looked up and saw Dana looking directly at them. As their eyes met, Mary Ellen felt her face flush at the remembrance of what had transpired between the two of this morning. Then, suddenly she jumped when she felt the vibrator come to life again.
"Do you hear that?" Drew asked as he turned up the speed on the remote control.



"Hear... what?" Mary Ellen answered, knowing perfectly well what he was talking about.
"I thought I heard a buzzing sound."
Mary Ellen clinched her ass cheeks together and pressed down into the cushion of the lounge chair to hide the noise.
"Oh well, I thought I'd found Brett's toy. By the way, Dana wanted me to ask you and Richard over for some steaks on the grill tonight." He hadn't cleared it with Dana but he knew that it would be fine. He also figured that Richard wouldn't be home.
"Unfortunately, Richard won't be home until very late and since it's Memorial Day tomorrow, I'm letting the kids stay with their grandmother until tomorrow night."
"Well, it's no sense in you eating alone. Come on over about six okay?"
"Uh... uh... sure," Mary Ellen said. Then she almost sighed as Drew put the remote down and said he would see her later. As soon as he was gone, she grabbed the remote to turn it off again and hurried into the house.
Upstairs, Dana was frantically working the fake dildo in and out of her ass. Her breath was coming in great gasps. Suddenly, her knees began to buckle as throbs of pleasure began to radiate from her stretched hole. "Ahhhh!!!" she gasped as a strong anal climax washed through her. Within seconds, her hands were trembling so much that she couldn't hold the heavy trophy and it fell to the floor with a thud, leaving her stretched hole empty and pulsing.
Dana quickly composed herself, picked up the trophy, hastily cleaned it and put it back on Drew's desk. She would never look at that award the same way again.
Drew was smiling when he came back to the house. Dana was coming down the stairs. "I invited Mary Ellen over for a cook-out tonight," he said with a broad smile.
"Wonderful. How did your conversation go?" Dana asked, neglecting to tell him she had watched them from the window.
"I'm not sure. She seemed to be preoccupied for some reason."
Dana wanted to say, "I noticed," but caught herself. "What time is she coming over?"
"Six."
"Well, I need you to run to the store and pick up a few things."
"Sure," Drew said and kissed her. Then he looked into her eyes and asked, "Are you sure about this?"
"Yes. Now let me get you a list."
Chapter 10
Mary Ellen was having a difficult time finding something to wear from her new clothes. She finally decided on a white tube top and matching pair of stretch short shorts. When she pulled the shorts up her thighs, she quickly realized that she wouldn't be able to wear panties. They were far too short and much too tight. She found that she had the same problem with the top because it wasn't meant to be worn with anything under it either.
When she was finally dressed, she took one last look in the mirror and almost gasped. The top and bottom were almost obscene. She could plainly see her nipples through the thin material and when she turned around, the cheeks of her ass practically hung out of the shorts. The seam of the shorts cut between the lips of her vagina and separated the cheeks of her buttocks. She could feel it rubbing on her sensitive places with each step she took. For a second she considered changing but then a little thrill of daring ran through her and she pursed her lips in determination.
Mary Ellen went through the back way to her neighbor's house. She found Drew on the patio by the pool, preparing the grill. "Hi," she said as she approached him.
Drew's eyes opened in shock when he turned and saw Mary Ellen's outfit.
Mary Ellen felt her face turn red and second-guessed her selection of clothes again.
"Wow," Drew said, almost drooling. "You... wow... you look great."
"Thank you!" she answered but her face remained hot. "Where's Dana?" she asked quickly.
"In the kitchen."
She felt Drew's eyes almost devouring her. As she turned and walked toward the kitchen she could feel Drew's eyes follow her. A smile came to her lips and she suddenly felt good about herself. It had been a long time since a man paid that much attention to her. She couldn't help swaying her hips a little more than normal as she headed for the kitchen and she felt a tremor of excitement run through her.
Drew stood with his mouth open as he watched the sexy woman walk away. He couldn't believe the change in her. Sure, he had seen her wear those tiny pink shorts to work in the garden but he had never seen her out in public wearing something so tight. Drew felt his penis twitch as he watched her swing her ass. He shook his head and turned back to the grill. He could feel his penis pulsing in his shorts now.
Dana was standing at the sink when Mary Ellen entered. She also had on a pair of tight shorts and a halter-top. She always looks so classy, Mary Ellen thought. "Hi!" she said somewhat self-consciously.
Dana had the same look of surprise on her face as Drew had when she turned around to face the younger woman. Then her face broke into a wide smile. "My, my," she said as her eyes scanned up and down the pretty woman's body. "It looks like you want to get raped tonight," she laughed.
"Is it too much?" Mary Ellen asked with concern in her voice.
"Absolutely not. I'm surprised that Drew let you off the patio though." She paused as she continued to scan the shapely woman's body. "You have an amazing shape lady," she said sincerely.
"Thank you!" Mary Ellen said and blushed at the older woman's appraising stare.
"Turn around."
Mary Ellen hesitated but then turned around. She felt Dana's eyes on her ass and her face grew warmer when she remembered what had happened earlier. Then the same little chill of excitement she had felt when Drew looked at her ran down her spine. Suddenly, she felt Dana step close behind her. Her heart started pounding in her chest. Then, she closed her eyes and gasped as she felt the warm hands of her friend caressing her buttocks just like this morning. Without debating whether it was right or wrong, she pushed back into the roaming hands and moaned.
"Oh God," Dana gasped as her hands slid down to touch the soft skin below the elastic of the legs of her shorts. Her fingers slipped under the leg band and lifted up until she held both cheeks in the palm of her hands. She felt Mary Ellen push her buttock back slightly and heard her moan. "We had better get outside or I'll rape you," she whispered in warning and quickly kissed the younger woman's bare shoulder and gave her buttocks one last squeeze.
Mary Ellen felt goose bumps form on her shoulders and she sighed and reached down to adjust her shorts. She attempted to pull them from between her now swelling lips but it was useless. She had never had that problem when she had pubic hair.
"Fix yourself a drink and then help me take things out to the patio."
Mary Ellen composed herself and walked over to the bar. She got herself a drink and stood watching Dana. The older woman seemed so sophisticated and sexy-everything that she wanted to be. She glanced down at Dana's hands as she molded the raw hamburger. Then her face flushed hot and she could almost feel the woman's manicured finger sliding up her ass again. Suddenly she felt a little remorse at how far she had let things go and a frown came to her face.
Dana looked up and saw her frown. "What's wrong?" she asked.
"Dana... uh... about... uh this morning..." Mary Ellen hesitated, not sure what she was going to say.
"Don't worry sweetie, that will be our little secret. Just between us girls," she said with a bright smile as she tried to ease the younger woman's concern. In truth, she was just as embarrassed as Mary Ellen. "Come on and help me carry the food outside."
The three of them sat on the patio and ate a quiet dinner. They made small talk about the weather and kids as they finished off a pitcher of Drew's "special" punch. It was pretty much half fruit juice and half alcohol, so it didn't talk long for all of them to feel the affects.
"Excuse me for a second." Dana said and then went inside and put on some soft music. The stereo system piped the music outside through speakers around the patio. When she came back out, she reached her hand out to Drew. He got up and stepped into her arms and they danced around the patio as the sun began to set over the trees. A warm breeze made the wind chimes hanging from the patio roof jingle.
When the song ended, Dana looked at Mary Ellen and saw a sad look on her face. Her heart went out to her friend. She knew that she was feeling like a third wheel. "Drew, dance with Mary Ellen," she whispered.
"Gladly," Drew said and stepped over to pull the reluctant lady into his arms.
"I'll get some more of Drew's special brew," Dana said as she picked up the empty pitcher and went into the house.
Drew held Mary Ellen tightly in his arms as he moved effortlessly around the patio. He and Dana had taken ballroom dancing lessons for years and he was quite adept.
As the two danced the sun disappeared over the horizon and the patio lights came on, giving the entire area a romantic glow.
The alcohol, the music and the warm breeze made Mary Ellen relax and she almost melted into Drew's strong arms. She barely realized that Drew's hands had slipped down to the curves of her buttocks. Suddenly, she sucked in her breath as his hands pushed her shorts up and cupped her soft cheeks just like Dana had done earlier. "Drew," she whispered but didn't try to pull from his warm embrace. Instead, she let her head fall to his shoulder.
"God, you have a sexy ass," he whispered.
Mary Ellen could only moan at his surprising words, as she felt his strong hands squeezing her cheeks. Suddenly she could feel his rapidly swelling penis against her leg. "Drew please," she almost whined, realizing that Dana could come out any second.

Dana smiled as she watched the two from the kitchen window. She could feel her excitement begin to grow. Instead of rushing back outside, she waited, giving Drew time to loosen her up. An excited sigh came to her lips when Drew turned the woman so that her back was facing the window. She could see her husband's hands kneading her soft ass cheeks. When she looked at his face, she saw him smile and wink. A chill of excitement ran down her spine and she picked up the pitcher of drinks and carried it back out onto the patio.
The two barely noticed her as she sat back down at the table. When the next song began, Dana stood up. "Mind if I cut in?"
Mary Ellen jumped in shock when she realized that Dana was standing behind her. She pulled quickly from Drew's arms.
However, instead of stepping into Drew's arms, Dana pulled Mary Ellen to her.
Mary Ellen's mouth opened as if to protest.
Dana smiled and said, "I can dance with him anytime." Then she pulled the surprised woman close to her.
Suddenly, Mary Ellen breasts were pressed to the older woman's and she could feel her warm and soft body touching hers from breasts to thighs. A little moan escaped her lips and she again melted into her arms. Her head was light as a multitude of sensations rushed over her. She could feel excitement building as the seam of her tight shorts rubbed her between the cheeks of her buttocks as they moved slowly around the patio. She let Dana lead and her head drifted to her shoulder.
When the song ended, Dana and Mary Ellen continued to move without the music until another song came on. Dana smiled over Mary Ellen's shoulder at Drew as he sat at the table and watched. She could see the tent in his shorts. Then, like he had done, she slipped her hands down Mary Ellen's back until they were resting on her buttocks again. Dana could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she slipped them lower and grasped the younger woman's soft ass cheeks.
Drew's penis was pulsing in his shorts as he watched his wife caress Mary Ellen's ass. He was finding it hard to believe that he was actually watching his wife caress another woman.
Mary Ellen was very much aware of where Dana's hands were. She was embarrassed by the display, but nonetheless excited. Her conservative side was telling her to stop this but the alcohol and her newly discovered wild side was egging her on. "Dana," she whispered as she felt the older woman's fingers slip under the tight shorts until they were between her cheeks. "Oh God!" she moaned when she realized that the tips of her fingers were just a fraction of an inch from her pulsing rear hole.
Dana moved her fingers that fraction of an inch and touched her little rose.
Mary Ellen pulled her head from Dana's shoulder and looked at her with her eyes wide. Then she realized that Dana had worked the two of them over to a dark section of the patio. Still, she knew that Drew could see them. She watched, as if hypnotized, as Dana's lips moved toward her.
Drew was beside himself with excitement now. He reached down and rubbed his erection, wanting to pull it out but deciding to wait.
Electric shocks ran through both women as their lips touched. As Dana's fingers teased the pulsing little hole, her tongue worked inside Mary Ellen's willing mouth. A jolt of electricity went though her when the younger woman began to suck on her tongue. Their bodies began to squirm against one another as everyone's excitement grew rapidly.
Finally, Dana pulled away, gasping for breath. "Let's get into the hot tub," she suggested.
At first Mary Ellen looked at her like she didn't understand. Her head was spinning wildly now. "Uh... uh... I'll have to... uh... get my bathing suit."
"That's okay, we'll just take our tops off." With that, Dana reached down and pulled Mary Ellen's tube top up and over her head.
The younger woman gasped as her breasts were suddenly bared. Then she watched as her friend quickly did the same thing, revealing her firm breasts. Almost hypnotized, Mary Ellen let Dana lead her over to the bubbling water of the hot tub.
The two women stepped into the tub and sunk down until their breasts were under the foaming water.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Mary Ellen moaned in pleasure as the warmth of the water surrounded her body. The steam and heat of the tub made her head spin even more.
"Come on Drew, join us," Dana called.
As Drew got up, he felt the alcohol going to his head and he swayed just a bit. He stood, his shorts tented from his throbbing erection, and looked at the two women. Then, he walked over to the edge of the hot tub and stopped at the edge in indecision. Does she want me to get in with my shorts on? he thought.
Dana anticipated his question and said teasingly, "Come on Drew, take your shorts off. You're not embarrassed are you?"
It was intended as a challenge and it worked. Drew reached down and unsnapped his shorts. Then he pulled the zipper down and paused. He smiled at the two women and let them drop to the ground.
Mary Ellen sucked in her breath. Drew had on a pair of white boxer briefs that hugged his lower half like a second skin. She could plainly see his throbbing erection straining down one leg.
"Come on," Dana encouraged.
Drew hooked his fingers in the waistband and slowly pulled his underwear down. His hard penis sprung up and slapped his stomach bringing nervous giggles from the girls. Now his shaft was pointing directly at the two women and there was a drop of clear juice hanging from the slit in the head. Drew intentionally made his penis throb, causing the juice to drip from his penis to the water below.
Mary Ellen gasped and placed her hand over her mouth. She had never seen a penis so large or so beautiful. Even his testicles were huge. She felt her little rear hole quiver at the thought of something so big going in there.
Dana moved to give Drew room between them and waved him over.
Drew slipped in between the two and placed his arms around their shoulders. He could feel Mary Ellen become tense under his arm.
When the younger woman looked over, she saw Dana snuggled into Drew, so she relaxed and did the same.
The three of them sat quietly for a while, enjoying the warmth of the tub and the closeness of their bodies.
Mary Ellen closed her eyes and leaned her head onto Drew's shoulder. She barely noticed the hand that was draped over her shoulder move until it was at the side of her breast. Her eyes flew open and she looked to the side. Drew and Dana were kissing. She held her breath as the hand moved slowly over her breast until it was squeezing the soft flesh. Her body began to tremble and she closed her eyes again. She suppressed a moan of excitement.
Dana slid her hand under the water until she wrapped it around Drew's pulsing penis. When their lips pulled apart, she watched Drew turn to Mary Ellen and present his lips to her.
Mary Ellen looked at Dana and saw her nod her head up and down. "Oh God," she whispered as Drew's lips met hers. Her mind was racing as they kissed passionately. It had been so long since Richard had kissed her like this and she had missed it... but this was so wrong. Yet, she couldn't bring herself to push him away. Instead her mouth opened and let his tongue enter.
The kiss went on for a long time until Dana pulled Drew's lips back to hers. Now, he had one hand on Dana's breast and the other on Mary Ellen's. Dana's hand continued to pump his penis under the bubbling water. Suddenly, he felt like he might climax. "Wait," he almost screamed and pulled from between the two women. He stood up quickly and turned to sit on the edge of the tub, gasping for breath.
Dana smiled as she watched his penis throb with excitement. "Two women are almost too much for you huh?" she joked.
Mary Ellen's eyes were opened wide as she stared in the flickering light at Drew's throbbing penis. She squirmed her hips under the water.
"Almost," Drew gasped as he fought to gain control of himself.
Dana slid over next to Mary Ellen and put her arm around her.
With little resistance, Mary Ellen let the older woman pull her into an embrace and bring their lips together again. There was a moan from the man sitting on the side of the tub as he watched the women kiss. He had never seen anything so beautiful.
When Dana pulled away, she giggled as she saw that her husband had his hand wrapped around his penis. She whispered something to Mary Ellen. Then she pulled away from her and waded her way over until she was standing next to Drew. She pushed his hand away and took his penis into her fist. As she held his penis up, she looked at Mary Ellen and smiled. Then she dropped her head. Her tongue came out and she began to lick Drew's pulsing shaft.
Mary Ellen squeezed her legs together as she watched her neighbor licking her husband's penis right in front of her. The entire night had become surreal. She watched her friend's jaws bulge with her husband's thick cock and her own mouth watered. Her hand stole under the water and drifted between her spread legs. A moan escaped her lips when her fingers found her swollen sex. Her body trembled and she felt like she could climax right there.
Drew gasped when his wife sucked the large head of his penis deep inside. He could see that Mary Ellen was watching intently. He leaned back on his hands and lifted his hips, forcing his penis deeper into his wife's mouth. A moan escaped his lips as she used her tongue in a butterfly motion to tease the dripping slit at the head. Then she closed her lips around the head and used her teeth to gently nip the sensitive skin beneath the crown.
From years of experience, Dana knew what Drew loved. Sometimes she would tease him unmercifully like this, never giving him enough pressure to get off. A smile was on her face as her hand moved up and down the shaft and her tongue laved the swollen head trapped in her sucking mouth. Eventually, Dana pulled her lips from Drew's penis with a loud pop. She smiled at Mary Ellen and motioned her over before dropping her head back to his penis.



Mary Ellen shook her head no but her body was saying yes. She felt like some unknown force was pulling her toward them. Her eyes stared at Dana's bobbing head as she sucked loudly. She had always wanted to suck Richard but he had refused. He said it was dirty and perverted.
Dana pulled her mouth from Drew and looked at the still seated woman. "Come here!" Dana said. The words sounded so harsh, almost like a command.
Slowly, Mary Ellen began to wade toward the couple. If she had not been in water, she feared that her legs wouldn't carry her. A second later, she was standing inches from the two. Her naked chest was heaving up and down in excitement. Water shimmered on her breasts, reflecting in the hanging lights. Her nipples were hard pebbles.
Drew could feel the blood pounding in his temples as he stared at the beautiful bare breasts of his neighbor. He looked down at this wife and then at Mary Ellen. He held his breath when he saw Dana hold his penis out to Mary Ellen and then heard her say, "Come closer and suck it!"
Mary Ellen hesitantly took one more step and reached out with a trembling hand and touched Drew's saliva wet penis. It almost felt hot enough to burn her hand. She wrapped her fingers around it, marveling at how large it looked and felt in her tiny hand. She could feel it pulsing as the blood rushed through it. She trembled. Her brain was screaming "No!" but her body was saying, "Yes!"
"Suck it Mary Ellen," Dana said again and reached up to push the woman's head down toward her husband's penis.
A groan caught in Mary Ellen's throat as her mouth opened and she took Drew's penis into her mouth. She felt her swollen vagina pulse as the smooth and swollen head slid past her lips and into her mouth. It brought back memories of her high school days. Specifically, the night she had given her one and only blowjob to Billy Taylor. It was an exciting experience but one she had never repeated. Then, her thoughts returned to the present and about all the times that Drew's penis had been inside Dana's body. However instead of being repulsed, she felt electric shocks rush through her. She sucked even harder. A steady stream of his pre-cum juice coated her tongue and she swallowed. Another moan escaped her throat.
"That's it, suck it, suck his big cock!" Dana whispered as she leaned close to her friend. "You're making him so hot."
Mary Ellen moaned at Dana's nasty words. Her hand began to move faster up and down the long shaft and her lips made a sucking sound as she lost herself in the pleasurable task. She never thought oral sex could be so exciting.
Drew was going mad with desire. His hips began to lift from the side of the tub and he felt his balls churning. "Oh God," he moaned.
Dana could tell the signs and she knew that Drew was close to climaxing. She decided to warn her friend. "Mary Ellen, Drew is going to cum," she whispered into her ear.
Mary Ellen felt a chill go down her spine at the words and she moaned deep in her throat. However, she didn't stop her movements.
"Do you want to drink his cum?" Dana asked excitedly when she didn't pull away.
Another moan came from deep in Mary Ellen's throat. Her hand now became a blur as she began to desperately seek her reward.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Drew moaned loudly and he lifted his hips. Suddenly, his balls pulled tight to his groin and his penis erupted.
A second later, Mary Ellen's mouth was being filled with Drew's thick sperm. It shot out of the head like a cannon, splattering the back of her throat. She swallowed and moaned as his thick juice slid down her throat. Her mouth filled again and again. Each time she swallowed and then sucked for more.
Dana watched in amazement as Mary Ellen drank her husband's sperm like she had been doing it all her life. She knew that there was a wild women buried inside her friend. A smile came to her lips as she watched her continue to milk his softening penis until it fell wetly from her mouth.
Mary Ellen had lost track of where she was and what she was doing. When she looked up, she saw Dana and Drew smiling at her. Suddenly, she felt very self-conscious. With a trembling hand she wiped a drop of sperm from the corner of her mouth and her face turned red with embarrassment.
"Uh... let me get us a couple more drinks," Drew said, suddenly uncomfortable himself. He hurried off toward the house.
Dana watched his naked ass and smiled. She turned to Mary Ellen and said, "So how did you like giving your first blow job?"
That brought a smile to Mary Ellen's lips. "It wasn't really my first-high school dance. But this one was much better. It was amazing."
Chapter 11
When Drew was out of sight, Dana moved next to her still very excited friend. She smiled when she didn't resist as she pulled her into her arms. Their lips pressed together. It was Dana's turn to moan when she tasted Drew's sperm in her mouth. When she pulled away she said, "Your mouth tastes sweet. Giving a blow job is fun isn't it?" Her hand slipped under the water and between the younger woman's legs.
"Yes," Mary Ellen answered. Suddenly, her eyes opened wide and she gasped. However, she moved her legs apart for the woman's searching hand.
Dana worked her fingers under the crotch of her friend's wet shorts and into her willing vagina. Never in her life had she done something like this. It was hard for her to believe that she was being so aggressive.
"Oh God Dana," Mary Ellen moaned in excitement.
"Hmmm... hmmmmmm!!!" Drew said, clearing his throat, as he stood over the women.
Both women jumped in surprise and they looked like kids caught with their hands in the cookie jar.
"Drinks are served," he said, standing unashamedly above them totally naked, holding a tray of drinks. His still long penis hung limply between his legs and there was a tiny drop of sperm at the slit.
Both Dana and Mary Ellen's eyes were drawn to his groin. A smile came to Dana's lips as she reached up and grasped his penis and said, "I think Mary Ellen has already had her drink." She looked at Mary Ellen and then laughed. Then she let go of Drew's stiffening penis and took Mary Ellen's hand to lead her out of the hot tub.
Drew gasped when he saw that Mary Ellen's white shorts had become totally transparent in the hot tub. They were plastered to her lower half like a second skin. He could plainly see her swollen sex lips and the tiny tuft of hair at the top.
Mary Ellen saw Drew's eyes and looked down. A sudden chill of naughty excitement rushed through her when she realized that she was practically naked.
"Oh my," Dana exclaimed and then laughed when she saw what the two were looking at. With a push of her hand she turned the younger woman around so that they could see the rear view. Like the front, Mary Ellen appeared practically naked. The white cloth clung to her buttocks showing her pale ass cheeks. The tan lines from her bathing suit were visible as well.
Drew felt his penis twitch and begin to growth again.
Dana turned the woman back around and gave Drew another smile. Then she led Mary Ellen over to the table to sit down.
The three of them sat at the table and had another drink. Had Drew not been naked and the two women topless, it would have appeared to be three friends having a casual drink.
However, the situation was anything but casual.
Drew's eyes feasted on the two sexy women sitting across from him. It almost appeared as if they were thrusting their breasts out to him. He smiled as he first caught Dana and then Mary Ellen's eyes.
Dana smiled and Mary Ellen flushed.
Still, Mary Ellen didn't try to cover her bare breasts. She could feel water running from her breasts and dripping onto her thighs, sending shivers of excitement through her. Her hard nipples suddenly felt burning hot.
After a while, Dana saw that Mary Ellen was trembling and stood up, holding her hand out to her. "The air is getting chilly out here. Let's go inside where we can be more comfortable."
The younger woman hesitated, suddenly looking frightened. She looked from Dana to Drew with indecision on her face.
Dana knew what she was thinking. "It's okay," she whispered, as she pulled her to her feet, "you don't have to do anything you don't want to do."
Mary Ellen stood uneasily and let Dana hold her hand as she was led toward the patio door with Drew following close behind. However, before they went inside Dana stopped and turned to Mary Ellen. "Let's take off these wet shorts." Before Mary Ellen could stop her, she unsnapped her shorts and let them drop to the patio floor. Then Dana looked at Mary Ellen with lust in her eyes and let her own shorts fall.
Mary Ellen gasped, as she stood naked with Dana in front of her and Drew behind. She could feel Drew's eyes on her bare buttocks and Dana staring at her breasts. She almost felt like running. She suddenly thought of the story of the spider and the fly. However, before she could react, Dana was pulling her into the house and through the kitchen to the family room. She sat her down on the sofa and quickly sat close to her.
"Dana, I... I should... get home... uh Richard will be home soon."
"Shhhh!" Dana whispered as she pushed the nervous woman back and brought her lips to hers. She heard Mary Ellen moan as her tongue entered her mouth. Her hand slowly came up and found one of her firm breasts. She squeezed the heavy orb and used her finger to run across the hard nipple. She felt the woman tremble in her arms and a moan escaped her lips.
"Dana... please," Mary Ellen said as she broke the kiss. Then she looked over and saw Drew sitting on a chair across from them. She gasped. He had his hand wrapped around his now very hard penis and was moving it up and down slowly. The large head was swollen again and looked almost purple. There was a steady stream of juice running from the split and across his fingers. While she felt scared, she found the sight nonetheless exciting. It amazed her that he was getting so excited from just looking at her body.
Dana leaned close to Mary Ellen and whispered, "Would you like Drew to fuck you?"
"Oh God... uh... I can't," she protested with excitement and fear in her voice.
"Why not? It's okay with me."
"Richard... I can't... uh... it's not... not right," she stuttered, suddenly very flustered.
"All right. I told you we wouldn't do anything that you didn't want us to do." Dana knew that she was on very tenuous ground now. None of them had ever been here before and she didn't want to ruin her friendship with Mary Ellen. She thought for a second and then whispered, "How about you letting him eat you?" Her hand continued to knead the younger woman's now heaving breast. "I know you would like it because he's very good."
Mary Ellen gasped and opened her mouth to protest. However, no words came out. She could feel her vagina pulsing with excitement at Dana's words. She had never been eaten but she had dreamed about it a thousand times. Suddenly in her alcohol fogged brain, it didn't seem like such a bad idea. And, after all it wasn't really cheating was it? she thought.
When she didn't respond, Dana turned to Drew and said, "Come on Drew, show Mary Ellen what a talented tongue you have."
Drew was up from his chair before Dana's words were out of her mouth. A second later he was kneeling in front of the trembling woman.
Mary Ellen's eyes were wide with fright as she looked at the man kneeling at her feet. Her conviction started to falter. She knew that this was so wrong and that she should leave. Yet, her heart was pounding in her chest and blood was rushing to her head. Again, she opened her mouth to protest but before she could get any words out, Dana placed her lips over hers and her fingers began to play with her breast again.
Now Drew's hands were trembling as he touched the younger woman's knees and pressed her legs outward. At the same time, Dana's kissed down her neck and over the soft skin until she took a stiff nipple into her mouth.
"Oh Jesus," Mary Ellen gasped. As if she had no control over what was happening to her, she allowed her legs to be opened wide, letting her arms fall to her sides. She thought she was going to pass out when she felt Drew's lips on the inside of her thigh.
Dana glanced down and smiled at her husband before quickly going back to sucking Mary Ellen's hard nipple.
"Oh God... please... please," Mary Ellen moaned and her head began to move from side to side. However, she wasn't sure whether she was begging for them to stop or continue.
It didn't matter to the excited couple as they worked Mary Ellen to a fervor pitch.
The soft skin of Mary Ellen's upper thighs became wet with Drew's saliva as he gently licked his way higher, kissing and sucking the tender skin as he went. He could smell her excitement as he neared her swollen vagina. Almost forcefully he pressed her thighs wider apart. Suddenly his head dropped and he moved his mouth to her swollen sex lips.
"Ohhhhh myyyyyy Goddddd!!" Mary Ellen screamed as she felt a mouth on her vagina for the first time in her life. Her hips lifted up and one hand reached for Drew's head to grasp his hair.
Dana let the wet nipple slip from her lips and looked down at her husband. She could see his tongue as it slipped inside the now squirming woman. She reached down and lifted one of Mary Ellen's thighs in order to give Drew better access. Her own vagina was pulsing with excitement as she watched the love of her life eat another woman. Strangely, instead of being jealous, she felt only excitement. She turned and kissed the woman's now gasping mouth.
Mary Ellen was going mad with desire now. At one end, Drew was pressing his tongue into her vagina and at the other Dana was doing the same thing to her mouth. Waves of pleasure rippled up and down her body. It felt as though every nerve ending was charged with electricity.
Drew moaned when he tasted the copious juice flowing from the excited woman. Her response motivated him to work even harder and he used every technique he knew to bring her pleasure. The crazily excited woman's hands in his hair egged him on. He pulled back momentarily, his chin dripping with her juices, and there was a smile on his face. He used his fingers to open her swollen sex lips. With an animal like moan he dove back in, letting his tongue have access to the most sensitive places. First he pressed in as deep as he could go and then he pulled back, letting his tongue worry the little clit at the top before slipping his mouth back to the slick inner lips and sucking them inside.
Mary Ellen was moaning continuously and incoherently now. She gasped for breath and her hips lifted from the sofa as her excitement grew.
Drew licked and sucked the sweet vagina until he felt that Mary Ellen was close to a climax. When he pulled back, a loud moan of frustration escaped from the frantic woman. He felt her fingers tighten in his hair and she tried to pull his head back. Drew quickly lifted her other leg and placed it over his shoulder and then pulled her down slightly. His mouth returned to her vagina and he began to suck her again.
Mary Ellen screamed in pleasure.
Suddenly a naughty thought came to Drew and he pulled his mouth back again. Then, his hands opened the cheeks of her ass, exposing the tiny rose of her anus. He saw the little hole pulsing, almost beckoning him. His head bent down and he began to circle it with his tongue.
Mary Ellen's eyes flew open as she felt Drew's tongue on her little rear hole. "Oh Jesus... oh God... Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped and pushed her hips toward the tickling tongue.
That was what Drew was waiting for and he pressed his tongue into the tight hole.
Mary Ellen's entire body suddenly shook and her mouth opened as if to scream. However, nothing came out. Never in her life had she experienced anything quite like this. It felt as if the nerve endings in her ass were on fire as Drew's tongue forced its way into her rectum. Suddenly, fireworks started to go off in her head.
Dana could feel Mary Ellen tense and knew that she was close to climax. She pinched her nipple and pushed her tongue back into her mouth. Then, she pulled back and whispered, "Is Drew tonguing your ass?" It was a rhetorical question designed to excite. "I love it when he does that to me. He's so talented."
"Oh lordddddd!!!" Mary Ellen screamed.
Dana held on tight as the younger woman began to convulse in her arms. She pressed her lips to hers again.
Mary Ellen screamed into the older woman's searching mouth and her body stiffened. Waves of pleasure rushed up and down her body and her heart pounded in her chest as a tremendous climax overtook her. The pleasure went on and on. When one climax ended, another started until she couldn't tell when one ended and another started.
Drew's sucking mouth was deluged with Mary Ellen's copious juices. He would have smiled but his mouth was filled over and over with her squirting liquid.
Finally, Mary Ellen relaxed into Dana's comforting arms and her body fell suddenly limp. There were little whimpers coming from her lips but her eyes were closed.
Drew pulled away and looked up at his wife.
She smiled at his juice soaked face and nodded to him that he should leave them alone.
He returned the smile and got up quietly and left the room.
After some time, Dana quietly asked, "Was it good?"
"Oh Jesus," Mary Ellen whispered. "I never knew that it could be like that."
Just then, the lights of a car pulling up Mary Ellen's driveway startled the two women.
"That's Richard!" Mary Ellen gasped in panic. "I have to get home." She jumped up and looked around the room as if disoriented.
"Wait, I'll get you some dry clothes," Dana said calmly. "You can tell him that you were just visiting with me. That's not a lie."
A few minutes later, Mary Ellen was gone and Dana was rushing upstairs to Drew.
Chapter 12
The following morning Dana was sitting in her kitchen, wondering if she should call Mary Ellen, when there was a light tap at her door. She looked up and saw Mary Ellen open the door and come in. She couldn't read the expression on her friend's face and felt a sudden rush of dread. "Good morning," she whispered.
"Good morning," Mary Ellen answered in a non-committal tone as she walked over and got herself a cup of coffee.
Dana couldn't tell her mood from her voice or her expression. She saw that she was wearing a short bathrobe and slippers. It was almost 9 am and she was generally an early riser.
Mary Ellen sat at the table across from Dana. Then she glanced into the older woman's eyes before she blushed and looked down into her coffee.
Dana remained silent, not knowing what to say. While she tried to look relaxed, she could feel her heart beating heavily in her chest and her palms were beginning to sweat.
"Dana... uh... what we did, what happened yesterday... oh God," Mary Ellen started to say and stopped. Tears began to flow from her eyes.
Dana felt the blood run from her face. Here it comes! she thought. She hates us now.
"I... I can't believe that I... that we..." Mary Ellen stopped again and took a deep breath. Then she said, "It was... the most amazing thing... that has ever happened to me!"
At first Dana didn't think she heard her correctly. Then her face was suddenly beaming. She reached over and grasped her friend's hand, her face full of relief. She suppressed a sudden urge to jump up and hug her. "You're not mad at us then?" she asked tentatively, her voice almost quivering.
"Oh God no. I... I felt guilty last night... but... but then this morning... well... I had these dreams about... about us... you know sex dreams. I realized this morning what I've been missing," she said with a slightly sad look on her face, and then added, "I'm thirty-five years old and never had really had good sex." Again Mary Ellen paused as if deep in thought. Then she said, "No, I'm not mad at anyone. I owe you and Drew so much. I feel like... like a new world has opened to me. I don't think I can go back, but... but I don't know what to do now."



Dana squeezed her hand as tears came to her own eyes. "I'm so relieved. I worried all night that we had gone too far. That... that... you would hate us."
"Actually, I feel closer to you than my own family," Mary Ellen said as tears streamed down her cheeks.
Dana got up and quickly came around the table to her friend. She pulled her up until they were standing face to face. Suddenly she pulled the younger woman to her and their lips met.
Both women moaned as their lips pressed together and their tongues dueled. Then, when they parted, they were both breathing heavily.
"I think we can help," Dana said with a lustful smile. As she said this, she wrapped her arms around the younger woman and boldly grabbed her buttocks and pulled her to her body. Her hands slipped down and under the short bathrobe and found that her cheeks were bare. "Your ass cheeks are so soft," she whispered. Her excitement grew when she realized that Mary Ellen was back to play. "Where's Richard?"
"He went into work as usual," Mary Ellen answered with a playful smile. "Where's Drew?" she countered.
"Upstairs in his 'cave'," Dana laughed and then said, "Why? Do you want to play again?"
"Well, maybe... I..." she said and paused before adding with a little stutter of embarrassment, "Uh... uh... I would like to... to... oh damn."
"To what?"
"This... this is going to sound... crazy... you're going to think I'm crazy but I... I want to... to watch."
"Watch what?"
"You and Drew... you know... uh... do it."
"You want to watch us fuck?" Dana said too loudly.
Mary Ellen's face turned another shade of red and her chin dropped. "Yes," she whispered. "You know... uh... anal sex." There she had said it. She had dreamed about it all night long... all of her life long. She had never even seen a porno movie but she had read stories about anal sex and seen it in her mind a thousand times.
"Oh my God, Drew is going to go crazy! Wait here." With that Dana turned and left the woman standing in the kitchen as she practically ran upstairs.
Mary Ellen began to tremble as she waited for Dana's return. "This is crazy!" she kept telling herself. She had a sudden urge to run out of the house but she had come this far and she was pretty sure she would never get another chance like this. She steeled herself with determination and forced herself to stay put. A few minutes later Dana came back down the stairs with a wide grin on her face.
"Come on, Drew's waiting for us." Dana took Mary Ellen's hand but she felt her resist. When she turned to her she could see excitement but also fear on her face. "What's the matter?"
"Uh... I'm not ready to... to go... to go all the way. I just want to... to watch."
Another smile came to Dana's face. "That's okay. Come on," she said and like last night added, "we won't force you to do anything that you don't want to do." She pulled the pretty woman up the stairs behind her.
When Dana brought Mary Ellen into their bedroom, they saw Drew lying in bed shirtless with the sheet pulled to his waist. He had a big smile on his face and there was a major tent in the sheet. "Hi," Drew said almost sheepishly.
"Uh... hi," Mary Ellen answered self-consciously.
Dana led Mary Ellen to a comfortable chair at the end of the bed. "You can watch from here," she whispered.
Mary Ellen pulled her robe closed around her and sat down, suddenly more nervous than she could ever remember being. A little moan escaped her lips as her buttocks pressed to the seat. What no one but her knew was that she had slipped the remote controlled vibrator up her ass before coming over. She placed her hand in her robe pocket and grasped the control tightly.
In the mean time, Dana hurried to the side of the bed and unceremoniously stripped off her clothes. A second later, she was in Drew's arms and they were kissing passionately. They could both feel Mary Ellen's excited eyes watching them.
As Dana kissed Drew, her hand slipped under the sheet and grasped his pulsing erection. She moved her hand up and down and heard him moan. Finally, she broke the kiss and looked at her friend at the end of the bed. With a devilish smile, she slowly pulled the sheet down to reveal the throbbing organ.
Mary Ellen gasped when she saw the large penis that Dana held in her fist. It had been fairly dark last night when she had sucked him off so she hadn't gotten a really good look. Even later in the living room, she had been too excited to study his equipment. But now, it looked much larger in the bright sun-lit bedroom. She squeezed her legs together and felt her vagina pulse at the thought of that large tool going into Dana's ass. A little spasm of pleasure went through her anus and her sphincter squeezed around the flesh like vibrator deep inside her.
Dana smiled at Mary Ellen and held his dripping penis up proudly for her to see, almost waving it at her friend. "I don't think he needs to be sucked to get him ready but it's such fun," she said and opened her mouth to take his throbbing tool inside. She began to suck noisily as her hand moved slowly up and down the shaft. She pulled it out and smiled at the fascinated woman at the end of the bed, then quickly took it back inside her mouth again.
Drew tried to remain still as he watched Mary Ellen through half-closed eyes. He could see her staring at them as Dana sucked him. A thrill of exhibitionist pleasure rushed through his body and he lifted his hips and spread his legs. His fingers twined in Dana's hair and he helped her move her mouth up and down on his penis. However, when his balls began to churn, he knew that he needed to stop her or risk climaxing in her mouth. With great willpower, he pulled her mouth from him, causing a loud pop. "I've got to fuck you!" he groaned, loud enough for Mary Ellen to hear.
Mary Ellen gasped at his words. She squirmed on the chair and then secretly turned on the vibrator in her ass. Suddenly little waves of vibration began to ripple through her anal canal, making her swollen sex lips drip.
Drew pulled Dana to the end of the bed and had her get onto her hands and knees with her ass facing Mary Ellen. He knelt beside her and reached over to grasp her smooth ass cheeks. He watched Mary Ellen's eyes as he slowly opened her cheeks, revealing her swollen sex and the tiny rose of her anus.
Mary Ellen gasped when she saw her friend so brazenly exposed in the bright room. She had looked at herself in the mirror many times but it was always difficult to get a good view. Now she could see Dana's tiny anus just a few feet in front of her face. Her breathing grew more rapid as she stared at the tiny pulsing hole. It was pink and wrinkled and she noted that there wasn't a hair anywhere to be found. The only word that came to her mind at the moment was "beautiful."
Drew wet a finger and brought it to Dana's hole. He heard two moans, one from Dana and one from Mary Ellen, as he slowly slipped it inside. He watched the mesmerized woman's face as he pressed his finger inward until it was entirely buried.
Mary Ellen was having a difficult time catching her breath. Her head was spinning with excitement and her anus was pulsing with the vibrations of the dildo. She had never seen anything so exciting or obscene. She had to slow down the speed of the vibrator in fear that she would climax too soon.
Within seconds Drew had Dana gasping in excitement as he moved his finger in and out. When he added a second finger he got a loud moan from her and she pushed her hips back as her little hole sucked both of them inside. He looked over at Mary Ellen as he pulled the fingers out. Then he used the index finger of both hands to open her hole. A smile came to his lips when he saw Mary Ellen's eyes open wide. He could see her chest heaving up and down under the robe that had carelessly opened to reveal the soft cleavage of her breasts.
The sight of her best friend squirming on the bed as her husband held her anus open was almost more than the excited woman could take. She closed her eyes and moaned as her mouth opened to try to catch her breath. When she opened her eyes again, she was startled... Drew was standing next to her. His dripping penis was throbbing just inches from her face. She quickly looked at the bed and saw Dana staring back at her, still on her hands and knees. Her eyes were glazed over with lust.
"Get him wet for me!" Dana gasped.
With a trembling hand, Mary Ellen reached out and wrapped her fingers around the long shaft. She almost pulled her hand away when she felt the hot flesh. However, instead, she squeezed her fingers tightly and watched as a bubble of clear juice formed at the tip. It grew larger until the bubble turned to a drip and began to fall toward the floor like a silky strand of spider's silk. Quickly her tongue came out and caught the drip and she sucked it into her mouth. Another moan escaped her lips when she tasted his sweet juice. Without hesitation she opened her mouth and sucked the head inside, bringing a moan from Drew. Her hand began to work up and down the shaft, milking more of the sweet liquid into her hungry mouth. Suddenly, she was lost in her sensual task, sucking and pumping the hot shaft in her hand.
Drew reached forward and reluctantly pushed Mary Ellen back. He feared that he would squirt in her mouth if she kept it up. His penis popped from her lips and she looked up at him like she didn't understand.
Then Mary Ellen's face colored when she saw her two friends looking at her. She let go of the wet shaft reluctantly and then watched as Drew climbed back onto the bed. He straddled Dana's squirming buttocks with his back facing Mary Ellen. Now she had a perfect view of both of their asses. Drew's squirming testicles hung low, almost touching Dana's buttocks. She watched as he pushed his wet penis downward until the head was almost touching the tiny rose of her anus. Mary Ellen gasped, wondering how the large head would ever fit into the tiny hole. She held her breath as the head touched the hole. The muscles in Drew's thighs bulged as he squatted lower, pressing the head into the resisting sphincter. It took several seconds before the little hole opened and swallowed the crown of the invading penis.
Everyone in the room moaned and the two on the bed froze. It was like a ritual for Drew and Dana. Drew knew that Dana needed a moment to adjust, so he waited, feeling her little hole pulse around the head of his penis.
Finally, Drew shifted his weight forward, pressing his penis, inch by inch, into Dana's resisting hole. Inside his wife's ass was a familiar and comfortable place for Drew, almost natural, yet tight and exciting. It was also extremely exciting to know that Mary Ellen was watching the incredibly intimate act. He fought not to spend himself prematurely as the combined pressure of her tight rectum and the exhibitionistic thrill consumed him. He bit his lip and pressed downward, his face showing a grimace of pleasure and concentration.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Dana moaned. She had never been so excited. She squirmed her buttocks from side to side and relaxed her sphincter, desperately wanting all of him inside. Gradually her tight hole relaxed, allowing the long shaft to slide deep into her. She could almost feel Mary Ellen's eyes on her and she spread her legs wider to make sure that she had a good view.
The room was charged with electricity as Drew's penis slowly disappeared into his wife. Then a loud moan escaped his lips when he felt his balls touch her swollen sex lips. He knew that he was in as far as he could go.
Mary Ellen's heart was pounding in her chest as she turned the remote control higher. She watched as Drew slowly pulled his penis from the tight hole. She could see the little hole resist, almost turning inside out. When only the head was inside, he pushed forward again, bringing a groan of pleasure from both him and Dana. He did it again and again until, soon, he was moving slowly in and out at a steady tempo.
Dana's fingers gripped the sheet as her husband began to move faster. The expression of pleasure on her face matched his now. She pressed her ass back at him to take him deeper with each thrust. Within seconds she was no longer concerned with Mary Ellen... she only wanted the large shaft to ravage her ass.
The bedsprings began to creek as the two thrashed on the bed like dogs in heat.
Mary Ellen was mesmerized as she watched the point where Dana's sphincter stretched to accommodate her husband. The round hole seemed impossibly stretched and the little wrinkles had turned into smooth flesh. Suddenly, a loud moan brought her back to reality.
"Oh God, I'm going to cum," Drew hissed. The pleasure of her tight hole was just too much for him.
"Yes, yes, yes! Cum in me! Cum in my assssss!!!" Dana screamed as she neared her own climax.
Mary Ellen was nearing her peak as well. She watched in fascination as Drew's balls began to tighten. Then she heard him groan and saw the muscles between his balls and anus began to spasm and throb. Suddenly, she knew that he was cumming. Her own ass pulsed as a strong climax overtook her. She pressed her ass down in the chair, forcing the dildo as deeply as it would go, and turned the remote to the highest level. "Oh Jesus!!!" she groaned.
As soon as Dana felt Drew's penis hit bottom and begin to pulse, her own climax began. Her anal walls collapsed around the squirting shaft, literally sucking his cum into her willing hole. It was almost as if she could feel his juice scalding the walls of her tunnel as it hurled from the swollen head.
Mary Ellen fought to keep her eyes open as pleasure consumed her. Deep inside her mind she felt a moment of regret; she desperately wanted to feel what Dana was feeling right now; she wanted to feel a throbbing penis filling her with cream, instead of the cold rubber dildo.
Dana's hole was still throbbing on Drew's shaft when his balls were empty. It felt to him like she had sucked every ounce of his juice from his body. He held his position over her until, finally, his penis began to wilt and slowly slipped from the clinching hole. He collapsed onto the bed with a loud moan.
The woman in the chair was approaching another climax as she watched Drew's penis slip from Dana's ass. The sight of the older woman's stretched anus with cum dripping out took her over the top again. Her eyes hooded over as she watched a dribble of cream run out and down her swollen sex lips before falling to the bed. Soon, Mary Ellen's groans of pleasure turned into little whimpers and her body continued to jerk as if she were having a seizure.
Finally, the room was silent but for the still heavy breathing of all three of them.
Drew was gasping for breath as Dana lay on her stomach next to him squirming on the destroyed bed sheets. Mary Ellen was slumped on the chair with her legs spread carelessly and her robe half off her body baring her breasts. Her eyes were closed as she sucked air into her lungs through her mouth. A little moan escaped her lips as she found the remote control and turned off the vibrator.
Chapter 13
It was some time later when Drew quietly got off the bed and went into the bathroom for a shower. He took one last look at the two exhausted women and sighed before he closed the door.
When Dana could finally open her eyes, she saw Mary Ellen at the foot of the bed looking lonely. She smiled at her and opened her arms.
Mary Ellen hesitated for just a second before she crawled onto the bed with her friend.
"Here, let's take this off," Dana said as she helped the younger woman take off her bathrobe. When she was naked, she pulled the slightly tense women into her arms. A comfortable sigh escaped her lips as their bare bodies touched.
After the initial shock of the feel of her naked body pressing to another woman for the first time, Mary Ellen relaxed and snuggled into her friend's arms.
"So was it what you expected?" Dana whispered.
"It was... it was so much more." Mary Ellen's face flushed at the memory of watching the large penis slip into Dana's little hole.
"Was yours as good as mine?"
"I don't know, but after the third one I thought I was going to die," Mary Ellen giggled, her face buried shyly in Dana's shoulder.
Dana turned her friend's face toward her and looked into her still lust filled eyes. "I'm glad." Slowly her lips descended until she touched Mary Ellen's. She felt her tense and resist for a second until a moan escaped her lips and she relaxed, opening her mouth to let her tongue inside.
The kiss went on for a long time before they parted breathlessly.
Dana slowly brought her hand up and cupped one of Mary Ellen's soft breasts. She began to knead the flesh idly as she asked, "So do you want to go any further?"
The room grew silent as Dana ran a fingernail around one of Mary Ellen's suddenly hard nipples. She saw goose bumps appear on her white skin.
"I... uh... I... don't know. Uh... did it hurt?"
"No, not at all. He stretches me so good."
"Drew's penis looks so big next to... to your little hole."
"Don't worry, it's very flexible," Dana laughed.
Over the years Mary Ellen had used a variety of instruments to pleasure herself anally. However, she had always been in control of how fast and how deep they went. She saw how violently Drew had thrust into Dana's ass as his excitement grew and worried that it might hurt. Still, the desire to have anal sex was overpowering. "I want to... to know what it feels like to have... have a cock cum in my ass," Mary Ellen blurted.
"I can tell you that it's a wonderful feeling and that's there's nothing quite like it. And..." Dana started and paused with a blush, "And I love to feel Drew's cum dripping out for hours." She felt Mary Ellen tremble in her arms.
"Do... do you think... uh... that Drew could get it up... you know... get it hard again?"
Dana felt a thrill of excitement at the woman's words. "Yes, I'm positive, especially if we gave him a little encouragement."
Mary Ellen started to ask what she meant by "a little encouragement" but stopped when Dana began to kiss down her neck. She was suddenly tense as the woman gently kissed across her neck and to the swell of her breast. "Dana... what are... are you doing?" She knew perfectly well what Dana was doing. She held her breath as Dana's lips moved slowly across the soft white flesh toward her nipple. "Oh Jesus," she moaned when her tongue found the hard nub.
Dana smiled at her friend's moan and opened her mouth to suck the nipple inside. She had never done anything like this in her life. But somehow, at the moment, it seemed so right. As she sucked one nipple, her hand came up to caress the other breast. When she felt Mary Ellen begin to squirm under her she pulled away and quickly straddled her waist. She looked down at the surprised woman for a second before she dropped her head and began to suck on her breasts again. She squeezed the two together and moved her mouth from one wet nipple to the other, her salvia running into the space between them.
"Dana, Dana, Dana," Mary Ellen moaned as she closed her eyes in pleasure.
When both breasts were covered in her saliva she began to kiss lower. Her lips slowly traced a wet path down to her stomach, stopping to worry her ticklish bellybutton.
Suddenly, Mary Ellen realized where her friend was heading. Her hands reached out to grasp her head. However, for some reason she didn't have the strength to stop her. Her fingers entwined in her hair and followed her head lower. When Dana's tongue licked the little patch of pubic hair, she lifted her hips and moaned. Unconsciously, her fingers began to push her head lower.
Dana would have smiled but she was suddenly too excited. In all her life she never imagined that she would be doing what she was about to do. Her lips moved lower and she felt Mary Ellen open her legs to give her room. On her knees now, her tongue moved through the soft pubic hair until it reached the top of the now squirming woman's vagina. With a guttural like moan she moved her mouth down.



"Oh Jesssssuusss!!!" Mary Ellen screamed when she felt her swollen lips being parted by the searching tongue.
"Mmmmm!!!" Dana moaned as her tongue found the sweet bubbling juice between her lips. Her head was spinning from the naughty excitement of what she was doing. The smell and taste of the excited woman consumed her senses. Suddenly she wondered why she hadn't done this before as her mouth was filled with the sweet taste of the younger woman.
As Dana's mouth worked on her swollen lips, her chin touched something. She pulled back briefly and saw something between the woman's cheeks. However, before she could investigate, Mary Ellen pulled her head tightly to her groin. Dana knew what she wanted and she began to suck her hole.
"Oh! Oh! Ohhhhh!" Mary Ellen moaned as she pushed the head tightly between her legs. She raised her legs and wrapped them around Dana's neck, her heels digging into her upper back. Suddenly, she was climaxing again.
It was difficult for Dana to hold the thrashing woman on the bed as her hips bucked and her thighs twisted her head. However, she held on, sucking and chewing the swollen flesh like a mad woman now. It took quite some time before she felt the hands in her hair, and the thighs pressed to her face release her.
As soon as Mary Ellen began to relax, Dana pushed the surprised woman's legs upward until they were pressed to her breasts. She looked down and almost gasped when she saw the flange of the dildo that was still in Mary Ellen's rectum.
Suddenly, Mary Ellen realized that she still had the dildo up her and groaned with mortification.
"What's this?" Dana asked as she reached down and touched the vibrator.
Mary Ellen groaned again and turned her head away. "It's... it's a little remote controlled toy. I... I didn't expect... anyone to see it."
"Very cute," Dana said with a broad smile. "Where's the remote?"
"In... in my robe."
Dana reached over and pulled the remote control device from the pocket of her bathrobe. She held it up and studied the little device. Then she pressed the "on" button. A devilish smile came to her face.
"Oh Jesus Dana," Mary Ellen groaned when the vibrator came to life in her ass.
Dana's smile broadened and she turned the speed up and watched the woman squirm. And, just like Drew had done the day before, she began to move the speed control higher and then lower, watching her friend's frantic movements. Then she reached down and placed her middle finger at the entrance to Mary Ellen's vagina. With a little push she buried her finger deep.
"Dana please," Mary Ellen hissed as she felt the woman's finger moving inside her.
Dana turned the vibrator up another notch. "Oh wow!!!" Dana said when she felt the vibrations through the thin wall separating her vagina from anus. She began to move the finger in and out and watched Mary Ellen's excitement grow. Finally, she turned it off and said, "We'll have to explore that some other time. I have other plans for your little hole now."
Mary Ellen almost sighed in relief but then she realized what Dana had said and her eyes opened wide.
With that Dana reached down and gently pulled the long penis-like object from her clenching hole.
Mary Ellen groaned as the device slipped from her anus, leaving her suddenly feeling very empty.
The length and width of the dildo surprised Dana. If she can take this up her ass, she won't have any problem with Drew, she thought. Then she tossed the dildo aside and pushed her legs back to her chest again. Her mouth dropped to begin to kiss down her swollen vaginal lips again.
"Dannnnnaaaa!!!" Mary Ellen moaned as she started to suck her again.
Slowly Dana moved her tongue from the clenching hole of her vagina and moved lower. Her own heart was pounding in her chest at the thought of what she was about to do. It never occurred to her to try something like this, at least not to another woman. Her tongue slipped across the tiny sheath of skin separating her vagina from her anus.
"Nooooo Dana!!!" Mary Ellen gasped but she didn't push her away. Instead her hands went back to the pretty woman's head and her fingers dug into her scalp. She felt Dana's tongue as it began to circle her stretched hole and she gasped for breath.
With a push, Dana's tongue penetrated her anus and slipped inside Mary Ellen's clenching asshole.
"Ahhhhheeeee!!!" Mary Ellen screamed and began to tremble in climax.
Dana would have smiled but her mouth and tongue were busy. She kept working on the tiny hole until Mary Ellen pushed her head away. She smiled up at the exhausted woman and saw her open her arms. As soon as she was over her, their lips met.
Chapter 14
It was several minutes later when Mary Ellen began to stir. She sat up and looked lovingly down at her friend. Suddenly, she bent her head and licked one of Dana's nipples playfully.
Dana moaned and looked at her now smiling friend. She reached up and pulled her head down to her breast again, almost smothering her in her flesh.
Mary Ellen went willingly, allowing the older woman to direct her mouth across her heaving breast. Her heart was pounding as she suckled on another woman's breast for the first time in her life. She licked it and used her tongue like she loved to have done to her. Soon she moved to the other breast and did the same thing. Dana's moans encouraged her and she began to kiss down the slope of her breast to her stomach.
"Mary Ellen," Dana hissed, "You don't have to... to..." but her comment was interrupted when the woman began to kiss lower. She gasped as Mary Ellen's tongue slipped across her lower stomach and stopped at the top of her sex. Dana held her breath.
The younger woman hesitated. She knew she wanted to do this, yet she was worried that she wouldn't know what to do. She gathered up her courage and began to move again. Slowly, her tongue tickled ever lower until it found the swollen clit between the soft folds of skin.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Dana groaned and bucked her hips upward.
Mary Ellen pulled away as if she were surprised at the older woman's reaction. She thought for a second that she had hurt her. However when she saw the pleasure on her face, she smiled and lowered her head again. A second later her tongue slipped between the swollen lips and into her warm and very wet cavern.
At that moment, Drew stepped out of the bathroom drying his hair, with a towel wrapped around his waist. He half-expected Mary Ellen to be gone. Instead, what greeted his eyes was Mary Ellen's head buried between the legs of his moaning wife. He froze and stared in amazement, his penis quickly began to tent his towel. Excitedly he moved over and sat in the same chair that Mary Ellen had used. He opened the towel around his waist and grasped his throbbing organ. A big smile covered his face as he watched the two women squirm on the bed.
Mary Ellen lost herself in the pleasurable task of licking Dana's little hole. She hadn't heard Drew come in because of Dana's screams.
Dana opened her eyes and saw her husband. "Wait Mary Ellen," she said to the surprised woman. "Get on your back."
In a daze, and without looking around, Mary Ellen went to her back with her head toward the foot of the bed. A second later Dana was straddling her face.
Drew masturbated slowly as he watched his wife squat over the woman below. She was facing away from him but turned and smiled over her shoulder as she lowered her crotch.
Both women moaned as Dana sat her saturated vagina on the prone woman's willing face. The juice streaming from her hole deluged Mary Ellen's mouth. She swallowed and pressed her tongue in for more.
With a groan, Dana went to her hands so that she was in the "69" position with Mary Ellen. Her head immediately went between her legs.
"Oh Goddddd!!!" Mary Ellen groaned as she felt a mouth on her swollen sex again. She closed her eyes and sighed then went back to licking the vagina above her mouth. Suddenly, she felt something drip on her nose. She opened her eyes and gasped. Drew's cum was running out of her still stretched rear hole. Without thinking twice, she moved her lips higher until her tongue touched the skin between her vagina and anus. She licked upward, gathering up the running sperm.
"Jesusssss!!!" Dana screamed when she felt the tongue touch her now pulsing sphincter. Suddenly it was sliding inside and she lost control, her body shaking with a tremendous climax. Her arms and legs shook, barely able to hold her above her lover.
Mary Ellen had surprised even herself with her nasty act. However, it had excited her beyond belief. As she continued to lick the little hole, she saw movement above her. Her eyes opened wide when she realized that Drew was standing at the foot of the bed. His penis was rock hard and suddenly just above her face. She dropped her head to the bed and watched as he brought the swollen head to Dana's vagina. Everyone gasped as the shaft began to disappear inside the willing hole.
The position that Mary Ellen was in gave her an unobstructed view of Drew's penis as it separated the lips of Dana's vagina. The sight fascinated her. She watched as he began to saw it in and out, his balls inches above her face. She could see Dana's thick juice begin to coat the shaft. With a little whimper she stuck out her tongue and began to lick Drew's testicles.
"Oh God," Drew moaned.
When Drew groaned, Dana turned her head and saw the look of pleasure on his face. She smiled at him and said, "Mary Ellen has decided that she wants to feel you in her ass."
Drew's eyes opened wide in shock. "Really?" he gasped. Unceremoniously, he pulled his penis from Dana's hole and looked down at the blushing woman. "Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yes!" she whispered, her face as red as a beet.
Quickly, before she could change her mind, Drew pulled away and let her get up. Dana helped the trembling woman get onto her hands and knees. Then, she knelt beside her husband and reached for his throbbing penis. "Let me get him wet," she said and bent to take his penis into her mouth.
Drew moaned and looked at Mary Ellen. He saw her head turned and that she was watching Dana with a combination of fear and excitement on her face. He also had his reservations about putting his large tool into her virgin ass. However, a team of wild horses couldn't stop him now.
"That should do it," Dana said when she pulled her mouth from Drew's now dripping penis. Then she pushed his penis down until it was at the entrance to Mary Ellen's little hole.
The room suddenly became deadly quiet as all three of them held their breath.
Dana positioned the head on the tiny rose.
Drew fought to keep from forcing his penis into the now trembling woman. He waited and allowed Dana to push the head forward. With a little help from him, the swollen head opened the sphincter and slipped inside.
"Oh my Goddddd!!!" Mary Ellen screamed when she felt a real penis in her ass for the first time in her life. She tried desperately to hold still but her hips began to move. She wanted more.
Slowly Drew pressed forward, letting his wife's hand continue to guide him. He watched in fascination as his shaft began to disappear. He had done this many times with Dana and it was always incredibly exciting, yet this was different; this was a virgin under him. His own legs began to tremble with excitement and his heart pounded in his chest as he watched inch after inch of his long shaft disappear.
Mary Ellen couldn't catch her breath. Her head was spinning wildly. She could feel every inch of Drew's fat shaft as it stretched her and slipped ever deeper. It felt so different from the hard plastic or the impersonal rubber dildos she had used for years. This was a real penis, she told herself.
When only her hand was between Mary Ellen and Drew, Dana let go of his penis.
A grunt came from Mary Ellen's lips as she hunched her hips back at him, taking the remaining two inches. Suddenly, she felt his balls touch her vagina. She had all of him.
"Oh my," Dana moaned when she looked down at the incredible sight. Not a fraction of Drew's penis could be seen.
It took incredible willpower for the man not to begin to pound into the tight hole. He waited patiently as the tiny hole of the woman below him adjusted to his width and length. It felt as though his penis was enclosed in a slick, wet glove; one that was molded to his penis like it had been made for him alone. It was tight, yet supple, massaging every inch of his shaft.
Suddenly, Mary Ellen went crazy. "Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" she screamed. Her hips pressed back and her hands reached for Drew's thighs as she pulled him into her. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. Yes, she had had plenty of vibrators up her ass but nothing quite this long and certainly not warm and pulsing like this. The experience was beyond her wildest dream.
Drew began to move slowly at first, taking his time in order not to hurt her. However, gradually he realized that she was more than ready for him. He moved faster as the hole opened and literally sucked him inside. Soon, he was pounding into her, his hips a blur.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God yes!" Mary Ellen screamed as electric pulses of pleasure rippled up and down her spine. Within seconds she was climaxing wildly for what must have been the tenth time that afternoon.
Drew continued to pound into her as he and Dana watched Mary Ellen climax over and over. As soon as one would end, another would start.
Dana reached between her own legs and began to play with her swollen sex lips as she watched the younger woman convulse in pleasure.
When Mary Ellen's legs started to give out, Drew moved to his side, taking her with him, his penis never leaving her still clenching ass. He kept turning until he was on his back and Mary Ellen was sitting on him. There was an almost crazed look on her face and her eyes glowing with lust as she immediately began to move up and down on his shaft, hardly missing a beat in the transition. This position forced Drew's penis even deeper into her. She began to lift up until almost his entire penis was out of her and then fall back down hard. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she screamed incoherently as her thighs slapped on his.
The two continued to ravish each other as Dana watched in amazement.
Finally, Drew couldn't take anymore. "Oh God, I'm going to cum," he warned.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in my assssss!!!" Mary Ellen screamed. Suddenly she felt the penis in her ass push as deep as it would go. She thought she could actually feel the head expand. Then there was soothing warmth deep in her bowels as Drew sent his sperm deep into her ass.
It felt to Drew like his head was going to explode. His balls pulled up into his body as he released everything he had into her warm cavern.
As the two lovers climaxed, Dana's fingers brought her to a climax as well. She watched the two of them collapse on the bed and she quickly followed, leaving all of them entwined on the bed in exhaustion.
Epilog
Some time later Mary Ellen and Dana slipped out of bed. They stopped at the door and looked back. Drew was sprawled on the bed asleep. His legs were spread and his now soft penis was dribbling a trickle of cum on his thigh. The women looked at each other and smiled as they left the room.
Dana remained naked and Mary Ellen put on her robe as they stood talking quietly at the kitchen door.
"So, are you satisfied? I mean was it as good as you imagined?" Dana asked hopefully.
"It was better than anything I have ever experienced," Mary Ellen responded. Then she whispered, "Thank you! I would have never known that pleasure if you hadn't almost dragged me."
"My pleasure," Dana said as she pulled the younger woman into her arms. Their lips met in a tender and emotional kiss. When they pulled away, Dana had a troubled look on her face.
"What's the matter?"
"Nothing, I was just wondering where we go from here?"
"Well, I have a lot of thinking to do," Mary Ellen answered. She paused as she looked into Dana's eyes. "I know I love Richard and I'm pretty sure he loves me. I think I owe it to our marriage and the kids to try harder to work out our differences."
"Oh," Dana said in a disappointed tone. She was immediately sorry. She only wished the best for Mary Ellen, yet she couldn't deny a feeling of pending loss.
"Richard and I are going to have a long talk tonight. If he won't talk, I'm going to drag him to a counselor. One way or another we are going to work out our differences with his work hours and sex."
"I'm happy for you and you know I only want the best for you," Dana said as a little tear forced its way from her eye.
Mary Ellen smiled and said, "Regardless of what we work out, I know that I can never go back. Would... would you mind if I stop by from time to time... you know... in more than a... a neighborly way?"
Dana didn't understand and looked back at her curiously.
"That's only if you don't mind sharing Drew."
Suddenly Dana's face brightened. She almost yelped and hugged the surprised woman. "Anytime you want," she said excitedly.
"Watch out, or I might start sneaking over when you're away." They both laughed.
The two women parted after an emotional final kiss. As Mary Ellen walked across the backyard, she felt a trickle of Drew's sperm begin to dribble from her little hole and a shiver of pleasure ran through her. No, she could never go back, she thought and squeezed her cheeks together.
The End
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My name is James Adams and I teach Philosophy 101 to freshmen students at a mid-sized college. This is my eighth year and I am being considered for a full professorship. The title of professor means some extra money but more importantly it means tenure and recognition that I am finally a part of the college infrastructure. Sure, I know the decision to give a teacher tenure is as much political as it is academic but I would be lying if I said it wasn't important. It means that I would become part of the establishment of the college-something every college teacher works for.
Now I can look back on my career and smile. However, it has been a bumpy ride at times but there was a lot of fun along the way as well. To be sure, there were times that I thought this day would never come.
How did I get to this point in my life? Well, I guess there is always a little bit of luck when one achieves their career goals. However, I didn't start out to be a college professor. The truth is that the odds were stacked against me in many ways. After graduating from high school with a solid "c," I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. Somehow I got the bright idea to join the Army. Actually I think it was my old man that said that I needed to either get a job or join the Army. I joined the Army. It seemed the easier path. I spent four years in the service, learning how to use lethal weapons as well as how to avoid being killed. Strangely, that's how I ended up as a philosophy major in college. It came to me one night as I was sweltering in some God forsaken jungle in South America waiting to ambush drug smugglers. I was part of the Army's "special ops" team that was assigned to deal with the drug trade south of our borders. My team was hidden in dense jungle overgrowth next to a known drug smuggler's trail, trying our best to keep quiet as misquotes tried just as hard to carry us away.
It was a rare moment of lucid thought that I wondered what the hell I was doing risking my life in this low paid and dangerous job. That may have been the closest I had ever come to a philosophical thought. The answer was like a revelation to me. It seemed like most of the guys around me were crazy or at least acted that way and would have been here even if they weren't paid. I realized that there had to be a better way to make a living. I resolved in that moment of sanity to get out of the military as soon as possible. Hopefully alive!
Within six months I was mustering out of the Army and searching to find a college that would take me regardless of my academic record. Fortunately, I had a connection from a friend of a friend and found a school that would give me the benefit of the doubt. I used the money that I had saved in the past four years, plus the college reimbursement that the Army provided, to register at a small college in upstate New York. The money wasn't enough for all my expenses but I worked a couple of extra jobs and made ends meet. I even received a scholarship to stay on and finish my graduate degree, before going to work for real.
After graduation, I took the first job I could find (always in desperate need of money) and began teaching at a private all boys' high school. Surprisingly teaching wasn't all that different from the Army, i.e., working with unruly boys whose testosterone levels were bubbling over. Fortunately, after two years at the school I got lucky and landed a job teaching intro philosophy at a mid-sized college. That was the beginning of my career and while I didn't know it at the time, began my education in the world of college politics and sex (well, mostly sex).
This story is about how I got here and the ups and downs (pun intended) along the way.
Chapter 1
I remember my first day on the job like it was yesterday. I was sitting behind this very desk trying to act like "professor cool" as students filed into the room. Believe it or not, I had on a tweed jacket, with elbow patches and a vest. I even had a pipe on my desk, although I didn't smoke. However, behind my attempt at a suave demeanor was a very nervous young man. Maybe it was because I had never had a class with thirty students. The size of my classes at the small private school had been in the neighborhood of twelve to fifteen students, and more importantly, all boys. Here, I knew from the roster that I had about twenty girls and ten boys in my first class. That seemed to be the general ratio for my other classes as well.
From my Army days and teaching at a boy's school, I had grown very comfortable being around and teaching guys. Now I would have to learn to deal with the fairer sex. Not that I was totally inexperienced with girls but, believe it or not, I was a somewhat shy, if not naive man. Sometimes I think that's why I went into the Army and even accepted the job at the boys' school-I could do the macho thing to cover up my shyness with girls.
It was a warm day in late August when the term began so the girls were wearing as little as possible. I tried not to watch as one pretty co-ed after the other flowed into the room. However, while my eyes were pretending to be on the papers on my desk (I have great peripheral vision) I could see the ladies as they walked by. Most wore shorts and tank tops, but some had on short summer dresses. I grew up in a house with three sisters so I was familiar with the "hoochie" look-a cross between sluttish and... well sluttish, but acceptable in the circle of most teenaged girls.
My first challenge was learning all of their names. However, I was and am terrible with names. I know the trick is to associate the name with something else but I have a hard time remembering the "something else." Anyway, I always try. There was Jennifer, with the big breasts. I thought she looked like Jennifer Aniston, although this Jennifer had much bigger breasts. Then there was Rachael. She looked a little like Rachael Welsh (when she was young-unfortunately without the big breasts). Then there was Molly who had on a multicolored top that reminded me of a lollipop. Molly... lolli... well, you get the picture. It didn't work anyway.
Somehow I muttled through two classes that morning with one left in the afternoon. I hoped that I had maintained my professional demeanor but I had a pretty good suspicion that many of the students knew that I was green. Several of the girls stopped by my desk to say hi and bat their pretty eyes at me. At the time I thought that there was no way that they could sway my objective opinion of them, which was strictly based on their academic achievements. That was one of the many things I have been wrong about in my career.
When the ending bell rang, and the students had left, I looked up to see my mentor standing in the doorway. Each new teacher is assigned an experienced "older" teacher to help them learn the procedures and policies of the college. It is actually a pretty good program and I've mentored a number of new teachers over the years. My mentor was Abigail VanBuren. Abigail was an "older" woman of about forty. (When you're thirty, anyone over 31 is "older.") She wore her hair short and had horned-rim glasses. However, underneath her "college professor" exterior she appeared to be a very sexy woman. It happened that she was also the Dean of the Philosophy Department, my boss and a very important person to my career. However, I had no idea how important at the time.
"Jim, I have a few papers for you to sign and then we can go to lunch if you like."
"That would be great," I said as I nervously straightened up the papers covering my already messy desk.
"Come on down to my office."
Abigail turned and walked out the door. As I hurried to follow her down the hall, I couldn't help notice that, while she was always professionally dressed, she wore her clothes too tight. However, she had the shape to get away with it. That day she was wearing a gray business suit with a form fitting skirt and jacket. She had on a white blouse with a colorful scarf around her neck. My eyes followed her rear as she strode purposefully on four-inch high heels down the hall in front of me. It almost appeared that she was swaying her hips a little more than necessary. However, I thought it could have been because of the very high heels that she was wearing. I found out it was the former.
I followed her into a large and well-furnished office and sat down in a chair in front of her large desk. There was a leather sofa, two end tables with lamps, a coffee table and two desk chairs in the spacious room. Covering the walls, were bookshelves and plaques showing her academic accomplishments and awards. A very lavish office even for a Dean of Philosophy, I observed.
Her desk was neat and tidy like her. The room smelled of lilacs but I wasn't sure if it were her perfume or the real thing. There were large bouquets of fresh cut flowers on her desk and the coffee table, giving the otherwise mannish office a feminine touch. The flowers could have been lilacs but I had no clue about such things.
Abigail sat down at her desk and folded her hands on in front of her. "So how was your first morning," she said with a knowing smile, her blue eyes sparkling.
"Very tense, but I got through it somehow."
"I can still remember my first day of teaching. It was very trying and I almost quit after the first week. That's why we started the mentoring program. Unfortunately we lost some good people before we realized that we needed to give the new teachers some additional support."
I smiled and said that I appreciated her taking her valuable time to help me. She admitted that she didn't normally mentor anymore but when she saw someone "special" she made an exception. I sensed something in the way she said "special." I certainly didn't consider myself special. However, I found out what she meant a few minutes later.
Abigail got up and walked around her desk with several papers in her hand. She leaned back on the desk in front of me. My eyes naturally went to the expanse of nylon that was revealed as she leaned back and her short skirt pulled upward. Her opaque nylons shimmered in the sunlight coming from the window. When I looked up I saw her watching me and I blushed like a high school boy. I'm sure she noticed but she didn't say anything.
"Uh... are those the papers I have to sign?" I stammered, trying to cover my embarrassment as I reached out for the papers.
"Yes," she said, but instead of handing them to me she put the papers down on the desk beside her. Then, to my surprise, she scooted up and sat on the desk.
My eyes opened wide when I realized that I was now almost eye-level with her legs. When she crossed her legs, it made her short skirt pull higher. I could actually see the tops of her thigh high nylons and a hint of white flesh where her skirt and the desk met. Again, when I looked up, I saw her looking at me, this time with a smile on her face. I was beginning to get very nervous.
"Jim, there are a few rules around here that you should know." Abigail paused as I tried to keep my eyes on her face.
"First, as you are aware, I am the head of the department. I run a pretty tight ship and I expect my teachers to obey the rules." She paused and then added, "When I say jump, you should only ask how high." There was a smile on her face but I was pretty sure she wasn't joking. "Additionally, I expect you to be on time for class and prepared. I expect promptness from all of my teachers. Is that understood?"
"Yes ma'am," I answered, and swallowed hard. This sounded a lot like the speech that my drill sergeants gave me when I entered the Army. Only, there was a lot more "mother-fucker's" mixed with the military language.
"Secondly, the college takes a very dim view of teachers fraternizing with students. I warn you of this because almost seventy per cent of our student body is female. You are a handsome young man." Again she paused and smiled at me. I almost thought she was going to wink. Then she continued, "Do not doubt for a moment that some of the students will try to use their considerable charm to get a grade with their body that their mind can't achieve."
I didn't respond but nodded my head. Then I watched as she reached up and pulled the scarf from around her neck.
"It's getting warm in here isn't it?" she said and unbuttoned two of the buttons on her blouse. I could now see that she had a substantial cleavage. Then she unbuttoned her jacked and pulled it open.
I gasped. She didn't have on a bra and I could plainly see her hard nipples poking through the thin material. Although I wanted to avert my eyes, I found it impossible. I could even see the dark rings of her areolas. I felt an unwanted tingle in my groin and squirmed in my chair.
Abigail was quiet for a time, most likely watching for my reaction. Her eyes darted to my groin. I think she saw what she wanted to see. She continued, "So stay away from the co-ed's and be prepared and you will be rewarded." Then Abigail pointed to the forms next to her on the desk. "Sign these," she said as she uncrossed her legs.
My eyes glanced toward her now open legs. I almost gasped because it appeared that she wasn't wearing panties. However, I forced myself to look at the forms. They were some kind of tax withholding forms that I was certain I had already signed several weeks ago. Still, I wasn't going to argue. I wanted to get out of there as soon as I could. I signed both forms quickly.
"There is only one rule left to understand," Abigail said as she got up and went to the office door. She turned and leaned against the closed door, smiling at me. Her hands were behind her back and I heard a distinct "click." Then she walked over and casually closed the blinds, leaving the room lit only by a small desk lamp that I hadn't even noticed was on.
I could feel sweat beading on my brow. I wasn't that na‹ve and knew that I was on very dangerous grounds here. However, nothing in my military experience prepared me for this. I felt the sudden urge to get up and run from the room. However, I was pretty certain that it would mean the loss of my job. Instead, I sat in stunned silence as the older woman approached me. She stepped between the desk and me. I was almost afraid to look up at her. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I saw her throw her glasses onto the desk carelessly. They slid across the desk and fell to the floor on the other side. Suddenly, the prim and proper Dean of Philosophy went to her knees in front of me. I opened my mouth in shock and looked at her face. It was a mask of lust. Then, I jumped as she placed both hands on my thighs.
"Very strong," she said as she squeezed the muscles in my tense thighs.
Incredibly, I felt a moment of pride that I still kept myself in excellent shape. However, that passed quickly as I watched her hands slowly moving up my thighs and then toward my groin. I sat stiffly in my chair, almost as if I was disembodied and watching from afar. Suddenly her fingers found my groin and my entire body tensed and I gasped.
"Mmmm nice," she said as she felt my lengthening penis under my slacks.
Again, I felt the overpowering urge to run. Instead, I closed my eyes and trembled as her expert fingers worked on my covered penis until it was a throbbing tent in my pants. As much as I didn't want this to happen, I was incapable of stopping it. When I heard my zipper being pulled down, my eyes flew open and I looked at the kneeling woman. However, Abigail wasn't looking at me. She was busy fishing her hand inside my slacks, searching for my swollen shaft.
I closed my eyes again and moaned when her warm hand wrapped around it. I heard a sharp intake of her breath as she pulled my penis out into the open.
"Oh yes," she whisper to herself. "I knew you would have a nice cock."
I opened my eyes in surprised at her words. I saw her pretty blue eyes staring back at me as her soft hand with red painted fingernails wrapped around my throbbing penis. By this time I was very excited and it was all that I could do not to spend in her face like some horny teenager.
She held my penis up and waved it like a baton and said, "The last rule is that this... is mine anytime I want it." With that she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to lick the swollen head.
I didn't argue. Instead I moaned and watched her run her tongue around the crown until it reached the dripping head. She squeezed her fist, forcing a large drop of clear liquid from the slit before swiping her tongue across it and swallowing. Then, she growled deep in her throat and took my penis into her mouth.
I bit my tongue to keep from moaning as I watched her head move downward until her lips were in my pubic hair. I do not have a giant penis, and while it is bigger than average, I had never had a girl take me all the way into her throat. However, Abigail didn't seem to have a problem. I could feel her tongue come out to tickle my balls as her throat muscles massaged my shaft. My fists clenched into balls in order to avoid grabbing her head. I surmised that she wasn't a woman that liked to be forced to do anything. Instead, I lifted my hips and moaned.
Abigail sucked me for a few minutes and then pulled her mouth away, her lips making a loud pop as the swollen head slipped from her sucking lips. Her lipstick and saliva was smeared on my penis. Her eyes were wild with lust.
"So... you like to have your... cock sucked?" she asked rhetorically and breathlessly as she looked at me and fisted my slippery shaft. I could see her firm and bra-less breasts moving up and down with her growing excitement. "That's fortunate because I loveeee to suck cock." With that the pretty woman dropped her head and took me into her throat again. I felt her tremble in excitement and heard her moan deep in her throat.
It had been quite some time since I had had sex and it didn't take long for my balls to begin to tighten. I felt compelled to warn her. "Dean... Dean VanBuren," I groaned, not knowing what else to call her. I heard her moan and felt her suck harder. "I... I'm... going to..." I warned as I lifted my hips and hissed thought my teeth. My penis throbbed and suddenly began to spew my juice deep into her throat. My penis was so far down her throat that I doubt that she tasted the first couple of blasts. Then she pulled her head back until just the crown was in her mouth. Her fist moved up and down the shaft in a milking motion. Suddenly, her body began to tremble. I realized that she was climaxing as she was drinking my sperm.
I was sitting with my head back and still gasping for breath when Dean VanBuren rose. Through half opened eyes I watched as she walked around behind her desk and picked up her glasses. Then she sat back down at the desk, put her prim glasses back on, and pulled a tissue out of a drawer to dab her lips. "I forgot that I have an appointment for lunch already. You don't mind if I take a rain check do you?"
"Uh... no... uh not at all," I said, almost relieved that I didn't have to go to lunch with her after what just happened. I stood up quickly.
"By the way, there is going to be a little party at my house on Friday night. I live on Monroe Street just across from the entrance to the campus. Everyone knows where it is. See you about eight?"
I assumed the party was to greet the new staff. "Yea... sure," I said before I could think of an excuse not to go. As I stood trying to get my thoughts together, I heard her clear her throat. I saw that she was looking at my crotch. My face turned bright red when I looked down and saw that my almost soft penis was still hanging out of my pants. There was a drip of my sperm hanging from the head. Abigail had a smile on her face as she reached over the desk to hand me a tissue. I snatched the tissue and turned away, wiping my penis before hastily putting it back in my pants and pulling up my zipper.



"Nice butt," I heard her say as I sheepishly left the room. On one hand I felt a little used, like many women do. However, on the other hand I had just gotten a blowjob so who was I to complain. Still, it was something I hadn't expected or even wanted.
Chapter 2
I was still stunned as I entered the school dinning hall a few minutes later. The dinning hall is a large building with floor to ceiling windows on two sides. There was the general dining area for students and then a smaller room for the teachers. I stood in line and got my food then headed for the teacher's dining room. When I entered I looked around for anyone that I knew. I saw a pretty red haired girl waving to me from a table across the room. I made my way over and sat down at the table with several other people.
"Hi," I said to the red headed girl. Then, I introduced myself to the people at the table, noting that they all appeared to be younger than I was. The young woman's name was Katie and she and I had met briefly several weeks ago during my whirlwind orientation. Unfortunately, I had been fast tracked for this job and did not have time to go through all the orientation that the new teachers typically were required to go through. Actually, it was quite strange because I had interviewed with Dean VanBuren and only one other person before being offered the job. It was late in the summer and I had no hopes that I would begin in the fall semester if I got the job. Then, when I got the letter notifying me that I was hired, I was shocked to say the least. I had to rush to find housing and move. I barely had time to say goodbye to friends before my life was uprooted. Later, as I found out, Dean VanBuren had quite a bit of pull within the University and had hand picked me.
In a few minutes of listening to the talk at the table, I found out more than I wanted to know about the gossip around campus. However, not all of it was bad. I learned that Katie also worked for Dean VanBuren. She had been with the school for three years. She seemed sweet and very approachable. The other three people worked in various departments and had all been with the school for five or six years. They seemed nice enough but somewhat standoffish. That was okay by me, I knew that I was from a different background than most people in the academic world.
Finally, the other teachers at the table finished lunch and left Katie and I alone.
"So, how is your day so far?" Katie asked with a bright smile.
I smiled back at the pretty girl, noting that she didn't look old enough to be teaching elementary school, let alone college. "I guess pretty good," I said in a somewhat non-committal tone.
Katie looked at me funny and then said "Oh. You've been to see Dean VanBuren already huh!"
"How did you know?" I asked in shock.
"I've seen that look before. In fact, I've had that look before." She looked like she wanted to laugh but held back.
I'm sure my face showed shock. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. Could she know what really happened? Or was she just assuming that I got the lecture on the rules? I had no idea.
Katie leaned closer to me and said, "You're not the first or the last to be called to her office. And, that won't be the last time you go there."
"What... what does that mean?" I asked, playing dumb. However, before she could answer, another teacher asked if he could sit down.
"Sure," Katie said and turned to me to add, "I'll talk to you later."
The new arrival introduced himself as Professor Thorton. He was an intro level biology teacher and about my age. As we made small talk, I found myself distracted by Katie. She had to be twenty-five or six years old but looked 17. Her hair was bright red and her skin was a creamy white with freckles across her nose. Her eyes were so green that I thought she might be wearing colored contact lenses. She was a very pretty girl.
I learned in the course of the conversation that the Philosophy Department had seven teachers. That included Katie and myself. There were two older professors who were close to retirement. Another guy in his mid forties and two others, a man and a woman, that were in their thirties. I hadn't met any of them but figured that I would get the chance on Friday night at Dean VanBuren's house.
For the rest of the day I had a difficult time concentrating. I saw Dean VanBuren in the hall several times but we didn't speak. She would smile at me as we passed and her eyes would flash with passion.
The rest of the week was a great learning experience for me. I got to know several of the faculty as we ate in the dinning hall. However, Katie and I did not get a chance to talk privately again. She was always too busy, or maybe she was avoiding me.
My evenings were filled with getting settled in my apartment, which was a little upstairs flat in a large private home not far from campus, and arranging things like finding doctors and who to call for service etc. One evening I went out to get some fresh air and took a walk around the town. It was a beautiful college town with large oak tree lined streets and turn-of- the-century homes. It almost seemed like a Norman Rockwell drawing of Middle America. I liked the town and quickly felt very comfortable. Little did I know of the simmering decadence just below the surface.
The week seemed to fly by and before I knew it Friday was upon me. I was tired but exhilarated. I was still young enough to think that I could make a difference if I worked hard enough. I truly believe that I have made a difference. However, there were a lot of bumps in the road.
When I left my apartment for the party that evening, I felt like I was walking on air. It was a warm evening so I decided to walk the mile or so to the Dean's residence. I didn't have a car anyway so the only other choice was to take a cab or ride my bicycle. Neither seemed appropriate. I was wearing a long sleeved blue oxford shirt, a pair of kaki pants with brown Dockers with no socks. I felt pretty cool... I was a college teacher-a very important person in this town.
As I cut across the campus I stopped a student and asked which house was Dean VanBuren's. He pointed to a large colonial home just outside the gate. I thanked him and walked on, whistling. As I approached the house, I could see that it was a far bigger house than I imagined. It looked more like the home that the president of the college would live in instead of the Dean of Philosophy. However, I learned later that Abigail VanBuren was the great granddaughter of the man that started the college. I would have been more worried about what happened earlier in the week had I known that Abigail was not only filthy rich but also the most powerful woman in town or on campus. Sometimes ignorance is bliss.
As I approached the house I was surprised to see that there was only one car, a big Mercedes, in the driveway and several on the street. But those were not parked in front of the house and probably belonged to the neighbors. Then I figured that I was just being paranoid because everybody walked anyway. I continued to whistle as I pressed the doorbell several times. A minute later a pretty Hispanic woman opened the door. She had on a maid's outfit with a little white hat. Suddenly, I wasn't sure if she was expecting me or not.
"Hi, I'm Jim Adams... and I'm here for... for the party," I said haltingly as I looked behind her and didn't see anyone else in the house. Suddenly, I thought that maybe I had misunderstood and gotten the wrong night.
"Yes, I know who you are Mr. Adams, I'm Maria," the pretty maid said with a sweet Spanish accent. Her brown eyes flashed and her face showed a knowing smile. "Madam VanBuren is expecting you." With that she stepped back and held the door open for me.
I walked into the large foyer with trepidation in my heart. Something was very wrong.
"This way sir."
The rooms of the house were big, if not ostentatious, by any standard. There was a large spiral marble staircase leading to the second floor. From the ceiling hung a giant crystal chandelier. On the walls, in a line, were ten-foot high paintings of men and women in formal dress of the early 1900's, with the last one being a portrait of Abigail herself. She was in a more modern gown that was low cut like the older ones and showed off a major expanse of her cleavage. Her hair was done up on her head and she had diamonds hanging from her ears and around her neck. All she needed was a crown to look like the Queen of England. A little chill ran through me as I felt the painted eye's piercing into my soul. I almost stumbled as I stared at the larger than life image and followed the maid into the study.
"Would you like a cocktail Mr. Adams?"
"Uh... yes, a Scotch on the rocks please," I stammered nervously.
"Very well. Madam will be down shortly." With that the pretty maid turned and left me in the large room. Curiosity got the better of me and I began to wander around the room looking at various pictures, books and nick-naks. There was a large fireplace with a crackling fire burning. I didn't think the evening was cool enough for a fire but it still added coziness to the room. I scanned the room again, looking at the leather furniture and the large mahogany desk. It was almost a man's room and I suddenly wondered for the first time if Dean VanBuren was married. That was a scary thought.
"Here you are sir," Maria said, startling me.
"Oh... thank you." I took the glass and took a quick drink, feeling the strong liquid burning my throat.
"Will that be all?" Maria asked.
"Uh... uh... where is everyone?" I asked.
"You are the only guest."
"Oh!" I said with obvious shock.
Maria smiled and said, "Madam will be down in a minute." Then she turned and left me alone again.
My hand trembled as I took another large drink. This time it didn't burn so much and I could feel the rush of alcohol. It started to settle my nerves, however I still felt the urge to run. Not knowing what else to do, I walked over and sat down on the leather couch.
"You're late!"
I turned and saw Dean VanBuren walking into the room. I stood up, almost spilling my drink. "I... I... uh..."
"No matter this time. Please be prompt in the future Mr. Adams."
"Uh... yes ma'am," I answered, almost saying that it was only ten after eight. However, I wasn't going to get into an argument because I had bigger concerns.
Abigail VanBuren had on a blue velvet gown that was low cut and hugged every curve of her body. I figured that there was no way she could have been wearing underwear. Her hair and face were made up as if she were going to some formal party. Yet, there was only she and I in the room. Maybe we were going to a neighbor's house, I thought. "Where... where is everybody else?" Suddenly, I was afraid of the answer.
"It's only you and I Mr. Adams. You are the only new teacher that I have this year."
I started to say that I thought I was going to meet "teachers" from other sections but held my tongue. I stood mute as Maria appeared from nowhere and brought Abigail a mixed drink.
"Will there be anything else madam?"
"No thank you Maria, we can use the bar in here for anything else. I will see you in the morning."
I watched Maria turn to leave. However, before she did she gave me a strange smile and then she was gone. We were alone. Suddenly, I could feel my heart beating in my chest. The only other sound was my breathing and the ticking of a large grandfather clock. My heart seemed to be beating about twice the speed of the clock.
"Please sit down Mr. Adams."
I sat on one end of the sofa and Abigail sat at the other. She patted the leather next to her and said, "Not so far away."
I hesitantly moved closer until I was a few inches from her. I could smell her perfume (lilacs) and almost feel the heat of her body.
"So how was you're first week?"
"Very nice, thank you."
"Hopefully you got to meet some faculty. I'm sorry I was so busy this week but I should have more time next week to introduce you around."
"That's no problem, I sat with Katie at lunch and she introduced me to a number of people."
"Ah, yes Katie. A very pretty girl... with a lot of potential," Abigail said, looking at the fire with a dreamy smile. Then she turned back to me and said, "Now, tell me more about yourself. I want to get to know you."
I took another sip of my drink and gave her my "Readers Digest" version of my life. She listened patiently, smiling several times. It might have been my imagination but I thought I could see in her eyes that she was impressed with my background.
"It's commendable that you have made such a success of yourself so far, considering your background," Abigail said and added, "I mean no offense but generally our teachers come from a strictly academic background. I doubt that there are any that were hunting down drug smugglers in the Amazon." She laughed.
"I suspect that is true," I said and chuckled nervously as well.
Abigail got up and mixed us another drink then sat down beside me again. This time her thigh was touching mine.
My hand was trembling as I took a drink.
"Surprisingly, I have the impression that you are not as experienced with women as I would have thought," Abigail said as she dropped her hand to my thigh.
"Uh... well... uh... I've had my share," I answered with an attempt at bravado that I didn't feel.
"Really? Have you had any experience with a woman like me?"
I had no idea how to answer that question. "I... I... uh..." I stammered, suddenly feeling like a teenaged boy on his first date. She had a way of bringing on that feeling.
Abigail smiled at my nervousness and began to rub her hand up and down my thigh. "Frankly, I think you are a very sexy man. I kind of like the macho stuff... to a point. However, I am a very demanding woman Mr. Adams." She paused and her eyes sparkled. She added, "Do you know how to please a demanding woman?"
"Well... I... I... listen, Dean VanBuren..."
"Call me Abigail when we are alone please."
"Abi... Abigail... uh... I'm not sure... sure that this is a good idea," I said. Then I saw her eyes turn hard for a second.
She pursed her lips with a little anger and said, "Listen Mr. Adams." Emphasizing the "Mr. Adams." "I have given you a huge opportunity. One that I don't believe you would have ever gotten on your own. You are on the faculty of a wonderful university that prides itself in selecting only the best."
"I appreciate that. I truly do but..."
"But what? If you don't think you are up to the job, you can leave right now."
Suddenly I felt panic. She was absolutely right. I couldn't believe that I would ever get a job as good as this or as big an opportunity. I swallowed the suddenly vile taste in my mouth, along with my pride and said, "No... I mean... I appreciate the opportunity and I'm grateful."
"Then show it." She paused, staring at me with icy blue eyes and then said, "Stand up!"
I looked at her like I didn't understand.
"Stand up!" she said again.
I took a quick gulp of my drink and stood up in front of her.
"Take off your clothes," she ordered in a casual tone.
"Huh?"
"Come on Mr. Adams, you are not that na‹ve."
Maybe I was. Slowly I began to unbutton my shirt. I pulled it off slowly and dropped it to the coffee table.
"Very nice," Abigail said, sounding truly impressed.
My body was still in good shape and I had spent a good bit of time at the beach over the summer so I still had a pretty good tan. I saw her eyes appraising me. Then I saw her eyes drop to the crotch of my pants and I almost thought she was going to lick her lips. Without my willing it, I felt my penis begin to stir. I felt more than a little uncomfortable so, instead of unbuckling my pants, I slipped off my shoes and hesitated, standing in front of her shirtless and barefooted.
Abigail sat back and looked up at me like the cat stalking the canary as she sipped her drink
Slowly I reached for my belt and opened it. I unsnapped my pants and pulled the zipper down, holding my pants up with my hands. Then with a deep breath, I let them drop.
Abigail gasped.
I didn't bother with underwear since it was still warm outside. Suddenly, I was standing with my pants around my ankles and my now half-hard penis growing in front of me. I looked away, unable to meet the eyes of the sexy woman.
"Come closer," Abigail hissed excitedly as she sat up.
I moved until I was standing at her knees. Then, I forced myself to look down at her. Her pretty blues eyes were sparkling with lust. I watched as she sat her drink on the end table almost casually. However, I saw the liquid shimmer in the glass a bit, indicating that under her cool demeanor, Dean VanBuren was nervous too. Then, she reached up and wrapped her hand around the shaft.
A little moan escaped the pretty woman's lips as she pulled me toward her and opened her mouth. It was my turn to moan as her soft and wet lips circled the head of my now dripping penis. "Oh yes!" I moaned as her lips and tongue brought me pleasure. She was very good at oral sex and she obviously loved it.
My hips began to move back and forth in time with her sucking mouth. I saw that her eyes were closed in pleasure as her lips stretched to accommodate my shaft. Saliva dripped from the corners of her lips as the room filled with a sloppy sucking sound. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and turned. I saw Maria standing in the doorway with a broad smile on her face. However, she quickly disappeared.
Abigail's hands left my penis to reach around to grab my bare ass. Her fingernails almost cut into my flesh as she pulled me forward, forcing my shaft all the way down her throat. I moaned as the head slipped through her constricted throat muscles until my balls touched her chin. It was a truly amazing sight.
Throwing caution to the wind I reached for her head and grasped her hair. Instead of pulling away as I thought she might, she moaned and allowed me to move her head back and forth. My hips matched the tempo of my hands as I literally "fucked" her mouth and throat. The room filled with her groans, moans and the sucking sounds from the excited woman's mouth. I was rapidly reaching the point of no return when she abruptly pulled away. My penis popped out of her mouth and flipped up to hit my stomach with a wet slap, splattering her saliva and my juice.
"I got to have this in me," she gasped, her face wild with lust now. She practically threw me to the sofa. When I was on my back I watched the sophisticated lady pull her dress up her legs to her thighs. The expensive dress was so tight that she had to work to get it to her waist.
I stared as her vagina came into view. It was devoid of hair with the exception of a little tuft above the lips. She was obviously excited as her inner lips were swollen and protruded from the smooth outer ones and there were strings of clear juice dripping from her hole. Quickly she moved over to me and straddled my waist. I didn't move as she grasped my throbbing penis and centered it at her hole. Then she moved the head around to coat it with her juice before letting it slip inside.
"Ooh," Abigail moaned as the swollen head entered her surprisingly tight hole.
I joined her and groaned as her wet and swollen inner flesh surrounded my shaft.
"Oh God, fuck me!!!" she screamed and began to move up and down.
I think she was the one fucking me, not the other way around. I lay there, letting her take her pleasure, enjoying her frantic movements. It didn't take long before she screamed that she was about to climax. I reached up and pulled her hips down hard, forcing my shaft deeply into her.
"Oh Jesus," she screamed as her body went into convulsions.
I could feel the muscles deep inside of her began to spasm, squeezing my shaft in a fleshy vise. Suddenly, I was moaning and pushing my hips upward. I bellowed as my balls pulled to my body and sent an incredible load of sperm up the shaft. Abigail must have felt it enter her because her contractions seemed to intensify.



She fell heavily onto my chest as both of us gasped for breath.
Chapter 3
Abigail lay on me for a long time. I could feel her soft breasts moving up and down with her now gentle breathing. Finally she pulled back and looked down at me. "That was incredible," she gasped and smiled. "Now I wonder if you can use your mouth as good as you do your cock."
I was a little surprised by her quick recovery, not to mention her choice of words. However, I wasn't complaining. I loved giving oral sex as much as I liked getting it.
"Come upstairs with me," she whispered. When she pulled away she moaned as my penis slipped out of her sensitive vagina and flopped heavily onto my thigh.
I'm not sure why, but I got the impression that not many of Abigail's lovers were invited to her bedroom.
Abigail held my hand and led me into the foyer and up the long staircase. I watched her sexy butt as she ascended the stairs in front of me. The velvet dress had fallen back into place but I could imagine her bare cheeks under material swaying back and forth.
The sexy woman led me to a set of double doors. When she pushed them open, I gasped. It was the largest bedroom I had ever seen. The centerpiece was a large four-posted bed with a beautiful silk bedspread. There were large pillows all around the bed. The room was furnished with ornate furniture with several large lounges and two beautiful marble topped dressers, one with a giant mirror. The room was what I envisioned a Roman Emperor's bedroom to look like. There were in fact several marble busts and statures, including naked men and women. Being a philosophy teacher I recognized one of the busts as Aristotle. There was also a large naked marble statue of Aphrodite, the goddess of love.
"Wait here and I'll go clean up," Abigail said, with surprising shyness.
However, before she could walk away I pulled her boldly toward me and into my arms. "No need to do that," I whispered. Suddenly, I was standing naked, holding a gorgeous, fully dressed woman in my arms. She was my mentor to boot. Slowly I lowered my head and brought my lips to her for our first kiss. The sexy older woman practically melted into my arms. I heard her moan and I almost had to hold her up as my tongue entered her mouth. Seconds later we were squirming against each other in passion.
Abigail pulled away, gasping for breath again. She looked down and her eyes opened wide when she saw that I had another erection. "Oh my," she gasped and reached for my pulsing tool. When she started to slip to her knees, I pulled her back.
"It's my turn," I said. Staring into her eyes, I reached up and slowly slipped the shoulder straps to her gown down her arm. I followed the material down with my hands, pushing her arms straight to let the dress uncover her breasts. My mouth began to water as I gazed on her soft and surprisingly firm breasts. They were perfectly white without a mole or freckle on the surface and, while they were large, there was surprisingly little sag. The nipples were pink and hard, and the areola's covered a large portion of the surface.
Abigail moaned as she watched my eyes devour her.
I kissed her neck gently before moving my lips further down. Goose bumps appeared on her shoulders and I could feel her trembling. Slowly I worked my tongue down until I reached a nipple. I circled it with my tongue and then sucked it into my mouth.
"Ooh!!!" Abigail groaned as I sucked harder, bringing a good portion of her soft flesh into my mouth. Saliva slipped from my wet lips.
Then I moved across the large valley to the other nipple and sucked it into my mouth. When I left that one, it was dripping with saliva as well. I looked up and Abigail's eyes were closed in pleasure. I began to pull her dress downward as I slipped to my knees. It took a little effort to pull the tight material across her hips. A second later I was staring at her still swollen sex. Now it was coated with a combination of her juices and my dripping sperm. I kissed her belly softly, using my tongue to make little wet circles on her smooth flesh. Abigail placed her hands on my shoulder and squeezed in anticipation. However, before I moved lower, I stood back up. I pushed the not so reluctant woman over to her bed until she was sitting. Then I knelt again, pushing her back and spreading her legs in the process. Suddenly, the strong willed woman was putty in my hands.
I lifted her legs and rested them on my shoulders. Abigail moaned. She knew what was coming. Slowly I dropped my mouth to her warm thighs. I used my tongue to tickle one thigh and then the other, teasing her as I slowly moved lower.
"Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned in anticipation and then gasped, "Please!"
I could see that she was grasping the bedspread with clenched fists. Pushing her legs back further, I moved my mouth over her pulsing vagina. I knew that she could feel my breath on her wet and swollen flesh. Slowly I moved down. This time it was both of us that groaned as I opened my mouth and sucked the lips of her vagina inside.
Suddenly, Abigail went mad. Her hands grabbed my hair and her hips lifted off of the bed. One would have thought that she had never been eaten before. Her hips squirmed, almost dislodging my mouth several times. But I held on, working my tongue deep into her sucking hole. Within seconds, my face was covered with our combined juices. I didn't mind. Nasty sex is always great.
It didn't take Abigail long to go over the top again. When she did, her body went into such convulsions that I did lose contact several time. However, I persisted and found my way back to her swollen sex.
It took a long time for her climax to wane. I was amazed. When she finally settled down, her legs dropped heavily from my shoulders to the bed. I looked up from my position between her legs and saw that her face was turned to the side and that her eyes were closed. When I stood up and looked down I realized that she had passed out. I lifted her legs and gently laid her on the bed.
That gave me time to slip into the bathroom and wash my sticky face. When I came out, I saw that she was awake. She had a smile on her face and opened her arms to me. I crawled onto the bed and gently placed my body over hers.
"That was... marvelous," she whispered and pulled my head down to her lips.
Her legs opened and allowed me to move between. As we continued to kiss, I lowered my hips, slipping my penis easily into her body again. This time the sex was less frantic, more relaxed. I moved slowly in and out with the same tempo as my tongue moved in her mouth. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist. I could feel her soft breasts and hot nipples pressing to my chest. Gradually, the tempo grew until I was pounding into her. The slapping of our bodies echoed around the room. I had a feeling that all of the marble busts and statues were watching us. At least Aphrodite would have approved.
"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck me!" Abigail gasped as she thrust her hips upward to meet me. Then she let out a long moan and began to shudder as she reached her peak again. The trembling went on for some time before she relaxed.
However, I didn't stop my movements for a second. I knew that I could go on for quite some time after my recent climax. Pushing her legs up high, I moved to my knees. As I stared down into her still lust-contorted face, I began to pound hard into her. I loved the way her large breasts giggled with each thrust. She reached up and grabbed my hips, pulling them toward her as her excitement grew again.
"Oh Jesus, oh God!" she gasped and her head began to roll from side to side. "What are you doing to me?"
"Fucking you to death?" I said with a chuckle. However, before I took her over the top, I stopped my movements and said, "Get on your hands and knees."
Abigail moved quickly to get into position.
Suddenly I was staring down at her sexy ass. I moved between her legs, reaching down to push her thighs further apart and then slipped back inside her.
"Ahhhhheeee!!!" she gasped as my shaft slid all the way to the bottom of her canal in one thrust.
My penis was covered in her thick juice and it splattered on our thighs each time I hit bottom. I rose from my knees to the balls of my feet and used my weight to move even faster in and out. Her buttocks swung back and forth and her chest rubbed on the bed, chaffing her nipples with the sawing motion. The large bed began to squeak from our frantic activity. Soon, Abigail was climaxing again and I was right behind her. For just a moment, I thought that the shock waves might topple the marble statues as I bellowed and shot another load into her receptive hole.
This time after we collapsed, neither of us could move. We fell asleep. I woke up several hours later and found myself snuggled up to her from behind in a spoon fashion. I smiled and reached over and took her soft breast in my hand. Abigail moaned in her sleep and pushed her ass back at me. I fell back to sleep.
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Chapter 1
The early morning sunlight coming into the room brought me gradually out of a sensual dream. I was getting a sweet blowjob. I forced my eyes open and saw that it wasn't a dream. Abigail was on her knees between my legs, sucking me. A sigh came to my lips and I reached down to caress her soft hair.
She looked up and I saw her eyes smiling back at me. Her lips were too stuffed to smile. Slowly, her eyes closed and she continued to suck. She did love to "suck cock" as she said. I laid my head back on the pillow and was enjoying her skill when the bedroom door suddenly opened. My eyes flew open and I jumped when I saw Maria come into the room carrying a tray with toast and coffee. I could feel my face turn red with embarrassment as she walked beside the bed and set the tray down on the night table. Then I saw her smile at me. Abigail ignored her and, if she minded, she gave no indication.
Suddenly, the specter of having someone watch made me tremble with excitement.
Maria took her time arranging the food and coffee on the tray. I could see her eyes scanning up and down my body as she watched her boss suck me.
I reached down and grasped Abigail's head, moving it up and down on my now pulsing shaft. Her eyes opened again and she looked up. I knew that she could see Maria watching us. However, instead of stopping she moaned and moved her head faster. My hips lifted from the bed and I groaned as the head of my penis pulsed with excitement. I knew that I couldn't take much more. When Abigail began to move her hand on my shaft, I groaned quietly and reached my peak. The swollen head of my penis expanded and began to spit my thick juice into her mouth. Abigail moaned and swallowed repeatedly as she sucked my balls dry.
Before my penis went soft, Maria scurried out of the room and closed the door. I reached down and pulled Abigail up until she was lying in my arms. Our lips met in a tender morning kiss.
The sun was only just above the horizon when I gently pulled my arm from around Abigail's sleeping head. I went into the bathroom and found a bath towel and wrapped it around my waist. I needed to find my clothes and get out of there. I didn't know if Abigail cared but I preferred not to be seen leaving her house after staying all night. I wasn't sure of her status or power at the time but I didn't want to get both of us fired for having sex, especially me.
I grabbed a piece of toast and a cup of coffee and walked barefooted down the long staircase and into the study. However, I didn't see my clothes. I went back into the foyer and down the hall, looking for the laundry room, figuring that Maria might have thrown my clothes in there. I went through the large modern kitchen and opened a door that I thought was the laundry room. I was in luck. Apparently Maria had ironed and folded my clothes and left them on a table. My shoes were lying next to my shirt and pants. I stuffed the piece of toast into my mouth, dropped my towel, and grabbed my pants. Just as I bent over to slip them on I heard something behind me. I turned around and saw Maria standing in the doorway. I was naked with one foot in my pants as I stood staring at the pretty woman.
"Very nice butt for an Anglo," Maria said in Spanish.
What she didn't know was that I spoke fluent Spanish. It was a critical part of my job in the Army. Like in the US, there are numerous dialects of the same language in South America. From the few words I had heard Maria say, I surmised that she was from a northern province of Colombia. In fact, I knew most of the varieties from that part of the world because I had spent several years working there to stop the drug trade
I pulled the piece of toast from my mouth and responded, also in Spanish, using a dialect that she was familiar with. "You're not so bad yourself."
The shock was evident on her face. She spoke again in Spanish, saying, "So you think you're pretty smart huh?"
I looked her up and down before I responded. She was wearing a pair of skintight white slacks and a black, low cut top. Her casual attire indicated that she was obviously off work now. My eyes came to rest on her substantial cleavage. I hadn't noticed when she had on her maid's outfit, but her breasts were huge for a tiny woman. She could not have been over five-foot two in her stocking feet. Her hair was dark brown and her eyes were even darker brown. When our eyes met, I thought that I could see the famous Hispanic passion glowing in her eyes. I said in Spanish, "No, I'm not that smart, but I know a beautiful and passionate woman when I see one." I was amazed at what one night of passion did for my confidence. I was almost cocky.
A look of disbelief came to her face. She sized me up to see if I was serious before she decided to answer. "Thank you!" she said in English.
"You're welcome and I meant it."
"Maybe you had better get your pants on," she said with a smile as she looked down at my still naked body.
My face turned red when I realized that I had forgotten that I was exposed. I sheepishly pulled my Dockers up and reached for my shirt.
"I'm sorry but I did not find any underwear when I picked up your clothes."
"I didn't wear any," I said and blushed again.
"I guess that's quicker when you're servicing women."
I detected a hint of disdain in her voice. I guess she figured I was just a gigolo, looking to get ahead by servicing the boss. "Listen, this isn't what you think," I said, not entirely sure that it wasn't what she thought.
"You don't have to explain anything to me," she said and then added sarcastically, "I'm just the maid."
"Come on Maria, don't be like that. Don't put yourself and me down. Besides, you don't even know me."
"I'm not sure I want to know you." She leaned against the doorframe and crossed her arms over her large breasts... maybe because I kept staring at them.
"Why not? I think that I'm a pretty sensitive and caring guy, besides being a gentleman."
She looked at me incredulously and her eyebrows rose.
"It's true."
"If you say so."
"I tell you what, why don't you let me buy you dinner tonight and I'll prove it to you?" I could tell that her first thought was to tell me to drop dead. However, I smiled at her and said, "Please."
She didn't answer right away. Finally she said, "All right gringo, but I chose the restaurant."
"Fair enough," I said and smiled as I buttoned my shirt. "I don't have a car so I'll pick you up in a cab about seven. Can we meet down on Tyson and Monroe? I... uh... I... well I'd rather not have Abi... Dean VanBuren see us."
"Yea, that would probably be a good idea. I work for her too."
Then I thought for a minute. I was embarrassed but I had to add, "The restaurant won't be too pricey will it? I don't have a lot of money. I'm a poor teacher you know."
"No, but it's not Taco Bell either."
"Good on both counts," I said and laughed. She laughed too, her pretty teeth shinning. I liked Maria. I thought that we somehow connected, even if she didn't. Maybe it was because I had spent so much time in her area of the world. Whatever the reason, I felt an immediate kinship to her.
I left the house whistling like I had when I arrived last night. Things were looking up I thought, ignoring the obviously dangerous path I was now on.
I was apprehensive as I rode in the taxi toward my meeting with Maria. I was pretty sure that she wouldn't show up. Why should she? She didn't know anything about me. Sometimes I do dumb things and this might have been one of them.
When the taxi arrived at Monroe and Tyson, there was no Maria. I was about to tell the driver to take me home when I saw her hurrying down the street. I smiled to myself as I watched her rush to the taxi, her breasts bouncing freely. She was wearing a tight white sweater with short sleeves and a v-neck that showed off her ample cleavage, black stretch pants, and high heels. I loved the way Hispanic women dressed. They weren't afraid to show their bodies, although some of them probably should have been.
As she bent over to get into the cab, her large breasts giggled, confirming that she didn't have a bra on. "Hi," I said and added in Spanish, "I didn't think you would show." I said it in Spanish because I preferred not to let the taxi driver know my personal business. I was pretty sure he was Arab.
"I almost didn't," she responded, also in Spanish.
"I'm glad you did. You look beautiful."
She blushed and said "Thank you."
"Where too?"
"Estavar's on Twenty-second Street," she said, more to the driver than to me.
We made small talk while we drove to the restaurant. I found out that she was the oldest of eight children and that all of her family still lived in Colombia. She had worked in this country for four years and sent money home to her family every month. I could see sadness in her eyes as she spoke of her family. I changed the subject, not wanting to start the evening on a sad note.
"So, how is Dean VanBuren to work for?"
"She is wonderful, if not a little... how you say... 'extentrick'?"
"Eccentric. I can see that. She seems like she can be very demanding though."
"Si... but she has been good to me."
"She was pretty good to me last night too," I said before I thought. I looked at Maria and she didn't seem to take offense at that.
"Ms. VanBuren is... is a highly sexual lady for sure. However, it seems that most American's that I meet are hung up about sex. Ms. VanBuren isn't." She laughed and her face lit up.
So did mine. I liked this lady.
When we arrived at the restaurant, Maria waited for me to open the door of the taxi. You don't see that much in America anymore. She was going to force me to be a gentleman. I paid the cab driver and we went into the restaurant. It was a small restaurant that appeared to cater to the Hispanic trade. As soon as I walked in, I realized that I might have been the only Anglo in the place. That was fine with me, I was used to being around this crowd.
The host greeted Maria like family and they hugged. Maria introduced me and I said a few words in Spanish. Then we were led to a nice table in the corner. When the waiter came over, Maria greeted him like a long lost brother.
"Paulo, this is my new friend Jim Adams."
I liked her use of the word friend "new friend." "Pleased to meet you," I said and shook his hand. I don't ever remember shaking a waiter's hand. Obviously, Maria and Paulo were good friends.
"May I get you a drink?" he asked.
"How about the house wine," I answered, figuring it would be the cheapest.
"Very good," Paulo said and left.
When he returned a few minutes later he had what I realized was a very expensive bottle of wine. I looked at Maria and frowned. Paulo saw it and whispered "On the house." My face brightened.
I asked when Paulo had left again, "Is Paulo your boyfriend?"
"No, just a good friend."
I sighed in some relief. I asked, "Do you have a boyfriend?"
Suddenly, Maria looked shy. "Yes," she whispered.
I raised my eyebrows, wondering why she had agreed to go out with me.
She knew what I was thinking and added, "He lost his "green card" and had to go back home a couple of months ago." Maria looked like she was going to cry.
"I'm sorry to hear that." I thought for a minute and said, "I have some friends that might be able to help." It seemed like the right thing to say.
"Can you?" she asked, her face changing from a frown to excitement.
"I can't promise anything but I can try." I hoped that I hadn't put my foot in my mouth.
Maria smiled and reached over and squeezed my hand. A tear trickled down her cheek.
I grasped her hand and held it. An electric shock when though me and I think Maria could feel it too. I could see Maria's face begin to flush hot. There was definitely something here.
The rest of the evening was very enjoyable. We finished the bottle of wine and ate a wonderful ethnic dish that Maria suggested. Paulo was very attentive and even brought us another bottle of wine. I hoped that he wasn't going to get in trouble or lose his job, although he said he had another job as a waiter in a fancy restaurant at a big hotel in the city.
Everyone seemed to know Maria, including the owner who made a point of introducing himself. Somehow it felt like we were at a family outing rather than a restaurant. By the time we left I think I knew everyone there. Maria and I were a little tipsy but also well fed.
The taxi dropped us off on Monroe and Tyson and we walked the rest of the way. I took a chance and reached over to hold Maria's hand. I was pleased when she didn't pull away.
Maria had an apartment in the basement of Dean VanBuren's house. We quietly went around to the back of the house until we reached some steps. We went down the steps until we were standing outside her door. It was rather dark with one dim light bulb above our heads.
"I had a wonderful time. Thank you!" I said sincerely.
"So did I," she admitted almost reluctantly.
Suddenly I was very uncomfortable. I was trying to decide whether I should kiss her or not. I remembered that I told her that I could prove that I was a gentleman. I touched her face and said, "Well, I guess I had better be going." I turned to leave.

Before I reached the first step, Maria grabbed my arm pulled me back to her quickly. Suddenly, we were kissing passionately. I moaned as her sweet tongue entered my mouth. When I felt her large breasts pressing to my chest I started to get excited. My hands slipped down her back until they were at the top of her buttocks. I wasn't sure how far to go. However, when Maria's hips began to squirm against my rapidly hardening penis, I moved my hands lower and grabbed her ass, pulling her into me. I heard her moan.
As our kisses continued, I moved my hands until they were under her sweater in back. Slowly I moved them across the soft skin on her sides until they were in front and between us. Maria moaned and moved back slightly. I figured it was okay to go further. I inched my hands upward, moving ever closer to those wonderful breasts that I had been staring at all night. A second later I had them in my hands. Now we were both moaning as I kneaded her soft flesh. Her breasts were as warm and soft as I had hoped they would be.
Maria pulled her mouth from mine and I thought she was going to protest. Instead she buried her head in my shoulder and whimpered in excitement. Growing bold, I raised my hands and pushed the sweater upward until both breasts were free. Quickly I bent my head and lifted one large orb to my lips.
"Oh God," Maria gasped as I began to suck her large nipple.
I hadn't even noticed but as I was busy with her breast, Maria had reached behind her and unlocked her door. Slowly she began to move backward, bringing us both through the now open door. When I realized what was happening I pulled my mouth from one wet nipple and smiled. I slammed the door with my foot and turned back to Maria, pulling her back into my arms. Suddenly, we were going after each other like we were love-starved teenagers. I practically ripped her sweater as I pulled it over her head. Her fingers fumbled as she rushed to unbutton my shirt. A second later, her soft breasts were pressing to my bare chest and we were sucking each other's tongues again.
Maria pulled away, gasping for breath. She whispered, "Let me suck you." Then she began to move slowly down my body, kissing my chest and stomach as she passed.
I didn't protest as the dark haired beauty went to her knees. I watched, without helping, as her shaking fingers opened my pants and pulled my zipper down. She gasped as my pants fell to the floor. I hadn't worn underwear again and my penis sprung out at her. The head was already dripping my pre-cum juice.
Maria mumbled something in Spanish and grabbed my penis. She stared at it for a second before bringing it to her open mouth. I moaned as she took me inside. Suddenly I was in heaven as her soft lips and wet mouth sucked me. My fingers entwined in her hair and I gently led her head up and down.
This was one passionate lady. Her mouth was like a vacuum cleaner. While she couldn't take me all the way down her throat, I didn't care. My hips began to move back and forth as my excitement grew. I pushed her back because I didn't want to cum that way.
Maria face showed surprise as my penis popped from her sucking mouth.
I pulled her up and kissed her again then led her over to the sofa. It was my turn to get to my knees. I quickly stripped her pants off, leaving just her heels on. When I spread her legs I saw that she had a dark bush that was trimmed short and neatly into a V, pointing to the smooth lips of her sex. Her vagina was gorgeous and positively huge. The outer lips were large and puffy and the inner lips were pink and swollen. It was going to be more than a mouth full.
"Oh yes," Maria moaned as I began to kiss her thighs.
Slowly I moved downward until I was an inch from her swollen sex. I reached up with my fingers and opened her lips. The large clit practically sprung out at me. It looked like a miniature penis. Maria jumped when I blew warm air onto it. Then with an animal like moan I opened my mouth and sucked the smooth nub into my mouth.
"Ahhhheee!!!" she screamed. Her legs shot up in the air and her thighs wrapped around my head.
I had never eaten a woman with this much flesh on her vagina. It filled my mouth and I could taste her sweet juice as it ran out like a river. I began to lick the fleshy lips slowly, taking my time to find every nook and grove. When my tongue reached her hole, I used my fingers to spread her open. Then I stiffened my tongue and plunged it inside.
"Oh... my... God," the excited lady screamed in her native language and grabbed my head. She began to "fuck" my face, smearing her juice from my forehead to my chin. I let her do what she wanted. Within seconds her body lifted off the sofa and she screamed that she was cumming. My face was deluged in her warm juice and suddenly it seemed like I was eating a warm watermelon. Her copious juice ran out of my mouth and dripped from my chin. I couldn't swallow it all. I had heard of women that climaxed like this but this was my first experience with a "squirter." It was wet and nasty but I loved it. I sucked until I though she was finished climaxing. However when I tried to pull my face away, she pulled me back and suddenly began to push against my lips again. Seconds later she screamed and began to squirt again. Each time I thought she was done, she would start again. It went on like this for quite some time. I had the feeling that she would continue to climax for as long as I continued to use my mouth on her. By the time she let me go, I don't think there was an inch of my upper body that wasn't covered in her juice.
When I lifted my head from her saturated crotch, I saw her smiling down at me with a sheepish grin. Then she whispered, "I'm sorry, I should have warned you.... some men don't like... you know... like that."
"Not a problem for me, I loved it," I said with a smile and then licked my lips.
Maria began to move. "Come up here and let me do you."
We switched places. Maria was now on her knees between my legs, my throbbing penis ready to explode in her face. I watched as she took my shaft in one hand and cupped my testicles in the other. She said, "Very nice," in Spanish.
I closed my eyes as she began to lick my balls, moving her tongue slowly upward and across the hard shaft. When she got to the head, she twirled her tongue around the dripping slit to collect my juice and then sucked it into her mouth. It was about that time that I began to moan.
Maria giggled and pulled back. She knelt up, lifted one of her breasts and brought it toward my swollen penis head. Then she pulled my shaft down and rubbed her large and very hard nipple across the slit, coating her nipple with my juice. When it was shinny she lifted her breast to her own mouth and licked it clean.



My eyes were hooded in pleasure as I watched her do this several times. I was so excited that I thought that if she touched me again she was going to get a face full of cream. Maria recognized it too and brought the head of my penis to her mouth. She began to suck just the crown as she pumped the shaft.
That was all it took. My penis began to throb and then it squirted my cream into her mouth. Her hand continued to pump me, as her lips remained tight around the crown to insure that none escaped. I could hear her moaning as she drank my juice. She squeezed my shaft and continued to suck until there was nothing left.
I lay back on the sofa and watched her for some time. She continued to kiss and lick my shrinking penis and empty testicles until I was forced to pull her head away. I lifted her head and saw a satisfied look on her face as well as a drop of my cum at the corner of her mouth. When I recovered enough strength, I stood up and bent over to pick her up in my arms. "Where's the bedroom?" I asked.
She pointed down the hall and then buried her face in my chest.
I carried her into her bedroom and laid her gently on her bed and then snuggled next to her. I wasn't sure about her but I certainly needed a little time to recover from my intense climax.
"Wow, that was great," I whispered.
She smiled up at me as she lay in my arm. "Was I as good as Dean VanBuren?"
That was a loaded question and came out of the blue. I paused for a minute, trying to decide how to answer. "I told you that I am a gentleman, so it wouldn't be appropriate for me to 'kiss and tell'." I was proud of myself for that comment.
"All right," Maria said but sounded a little disappointed.
"You were very, very, very good," I added quickly. "You are definitely the most passionate woman I have ever been with."
She seemed to like that and snuggled back into my arms.
I thought for a moment and said, "So how was I compared to being eaten by Dean VanBuren." It was a shot in the dark but after seeing Maria coming into the room while Abigail and I were having sex, I knew that there had to be more to their relationship.
I heard Maria gasp and she rose up and looked at me with wide eyes. "How... how... did you know?"
"I didn't. I just guessed." I smiled and added, "I don't have a problem with it. In fact, I think it's pretty neat. I'm a guy remember."
Maria put her head back down on my chest and whispered shyly, "I... I don't do her. She just... just... you know... does what you did."
"She just eats you."
"Si."
"I imagine she loves it as much as I did. But you didn't answer my question," I pressed. "Is she better than me?"
Maria sighed and began to circle her finger across my stomach. "She's... she's a woman and women are different." She evaded the question.
"I know that, but was I better?" I was only teasing and paying her back for asking me the question.
Then she said, "I'm a lady and a lady doesn't 'kiss and tell'."
"Touch‚." I conceded a draw.
Maria giggled and at the same time she reached down and began to play with my soft penis. She giggled again when it started to respond. However, I almost stopped her when she began to kiss down my stomach. Instead I sighed and let her work her way down until she had me in her mouth again.
It didn't take long before I was hard again. Within a few minutes I was pushing her over on her back. I moved to a position between her legs with my arms stiff, holding myself over her. My penis was inches from her vagina.
Maria began to squirm under me and her hands reached for my buttocks. However, I resisted when she tried to pull me down. I kissed her lips and then whispered, "Do you want me? Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh yes, oh yes," she gasped, her fingernails digging into my cheeks.
"Ask me nice," I teased.
"Please, please, please."
I moved closer, letting the head of my penis touch her swollen lips. Slowly, I pushed downward until the head started to open her. Maria went wild. Her legs wrapped around my waist and her hips lifted up as she pulled me down. I had no choice, nor did I want to resist, and I settled down, groaning as my penis entered her warm cavern. "Oh God," I moaned as her swollen sex surrounded me.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she screamed.
I began to pound into her as hard as I could. She took everything I had and pushed back for more. It felt like I was riding a bucking horse as we writhed all over the bed.
"Oh Goddddd," Maria groaned and within seconds began to climax again.
I ignored her climax and continued to pound into her. Because I had climaxed so recently, I was able to hold out for a long time. I'm not sure how many times Maria climaxed, or if there was even a break between climaxes for her, but she just went on and on. Finally, after about a half-hour of hard work, I screamed that I was cumming. She pulled me tight and lifted her hips, taking me as deeply as I could go. I felt the head of my penis expand and begin to pump my sperm deep into her body. She took it all, her tight hole squeezing my shaft until there was nothing left. I collapsed onto her tiny body and then rolled to the side so that I wouldn't crush her. We were both asleep in seconds.
I awoke early the next morning with Maria snuggled next to me. I debated slipping out of bed and leaving before she awoke but when I saw her naked body lying next to me I changed my mind. Besides, that wouldn't have been gentleman like. She awoke when I began to suck on her breasts. I looked up at her smiling face and said, "Good morning." I went back to sucking her breast. A few minutes later I slipped easily into her welcoming body. We made slow and sensual love this time. The urgency had left us but it might have been the best sex of all.
For the second morning in a row, I left Dean VanBuren's house as the sun was rising. As I walked quietly around to the front of the house, someone startled me coming down the steps. I'm not sure who was more shocked, Katie or I.
Chapter 2
The second week of school was a little easier for me. I was getting comfortable with the routine and the students. However, I still had a great deal of work to do as a first year teacher. Katie had said she wanted to talk but we had to schedule it for later in the week. I was anxious to hear the story of why she was coming out of the Dean's house so early in the morning. Although I was pretty sure I knew the answer: she was working on her career just like me.
Dean VanBuren said she wanted to see me on Wednesday at two o'clock, supposedly to go over some lesson plans. I had a feeling that I knew what kind of lesson plans she had in mind. Still, she was the boss and I was beginning to like my job a lot.
On Wednesday afternoon at exactly two o'clock-Abigail expected promptness-I knocked on her office door. When I entered, she was sitting behind her desk, leaning back with her legs crossed, reading something. She was wearing an expensive looking business suit that consisted of a blue pleated skirt with a matching blazer. She didn't look up as I walked over and sat down in front of her desk. I couldn't read her demeanor. However, I was suddenly worried that she knew that I had spent Saturday night with Maria.
Finally she lowered the papers in her hand and looked over her reading glasses at me. "Good, you're on time," she said and went back to reading, making me wait. After a few minutes of silence she sat back in her large leather chair, staring at me. I could feel sweat began to break out on my brow and the clock on the wall suddenly sounded incredibly loud. I was sure I was in trouble at that point and steeled myself for her tirade. However, instead, she picked up one of the papers on her desk and said, "I've been looking over your lesson plans... and I must say... I'm impressed."
I almost sighed in relief. "Thank you," I answered, watching as she uncrossed her legs and then crossed them the other way, allowing her short skirt to ride up her thigh. She saw my look and smiled.
"However, I think your segment on "Philosophy during the birth of Democracy" needs a little work. It would be better if you focused on some of the lesser-known philosophers before teaching about the best known ones. It's a minor detail but I think some of the less popular figures are much more interesting and will peak your students interest."
"Okay," I quickly agreed, "I can certainly do that." I was so relieved that I would have agreed with anything. However, surprisingly, I thought she had a good point.
Abigail got up from her chair and walked over to the door. And, like she had done last week, she turned the lock. The window blinds were already closed. I knew what was coming. The pounding in my chest was from excitement now and not fear. My eyes followed her as she crossed the room to the closet and picked something up. When she turned around I saw that she had several strips of rope in her hand. I began to squirm in my chair again.
She strode back to me, her nylons making a swishing sound in the quiet room, and stood by my chair. I looked at the ropes and then up at her face. I could see her eyes burning with lust. I knew that look, and at that moment it frightened me.
"James," she said, almost breathlessly, holding the ropes out to me, "I want you to tie me over the desk. And then... and then I want you to... to... fuck me in the ass."
She said the last words so fast that it took me a minute to digest them. My eyes opened wide in shock and I gasped, "Huh?"
She didn't say anything but stood looking down at me, holding the ropes out.
As I realized what she was asking I almost sighed in relief. I was a little worried that she wanted to tie me up. "Uh... uh... all right," I stammered taking the ropes from her hand. I noticed that her hands were trembling as much as mine were.
Then the sophisticated lady in the blue business suit turned around and laid herself across the desk. I sat dumbfounded for a minute, staring at her prone body.
She waited patiently for me.
Finally, when I stood up, my legs almost collapsed from a combination of renewed fear and growing excitement. I stared in disbelief-here was the Dean of Philosophy lying on her desk ready for me to tie her up. I didn't even know where to start. She probably recognized this because she helped me buy moving her legs apart and stretching her arms across the desk.
My hands were still trembling as I squatted behind her and wrapped the rope around first one leg and then the other, using a secure knot that I learned to tie in the Army. It worked very well on prisoners. I had to stretch her legs wide apart in order to tie them to the legs of the desk. When I was done I stood up and looked at her again. Her short pleated skirt had pulled further up her thighs, revealing the tops of her thigh-high nylons, along with some bare flesh. I felt my penis begin to hardening and had the sudden urge to push her skirt up and take her right there. Controlling my impulses I walked around the desk. I saw that she had her eyes closed and her head was turned to the side facing away from me. I tied the rope around each wrist and attached them to the front legs of the desk.
Now that I had her secured I wasn't sure what to do. Fortunately, my throbbing penis began to guide me. I reached down toward her head and then hesitated for a second. Then, I ran my fingers into her hair and turned her head toward me, forcing her chin to rest on the desk. Her eyes were glazed over and she had a vacant look on her face. This was one kinky lady, I thought as I held her hair and began to pull my zipper down. It was difficult to do with only one hand. I reached inside my pants and struggled to fish my throbbing tool out into the open. It took a little dexterity but soon I had the shaft in my hand with the head pointed at her face.
"Oh Jesus," Abigail gasped breathlessly.
I stepped closer, waiving my penis in front of her face. Slowly I brought the dripping head to her lips. She stuck out her tongue and I pulled back. She moaned. I rubbed the head across her lips to her cheeks and she tried to capture it with her mouth. I didn't let her and as my penis moved across the soft skin of her face leaving a trail of juice behind, I could feel my balls churning in excitement. This was getting to be fun.
Abigail moaned as I pulled away from her and walked around the desk. I stood behind her squirming body, enjoying the view for a minute. Finally, I reached down and placed my hands on the back of her thighs, sliding them under her skirt. I felt her jump and my own penis pulsed as I touched the bare and very warm skin above her nylons. My hands went higher. She had panties on today. Wanting to see, I pushed her skirt up until it bunched at her waist. We both moaned as her sexy ass was exposed to the cool air and dim light of the room. I saw goose bumps cover the exposed skin of her cheeks and ripple down her thighs. She was wearing a pair of shinny blue panties that barely covered her buttocks. I reached out and grasped the soft orbs and squeezed them in my hands. My penis pulsed with excitement. Then I quickly reached up and pulled the panties down as far as her open thighs would allow. I stepped between her spread legs until I could touch her with my penis and like I had done to her face, I rubbed it across the soft skin of her buttocks.
Abigail whimpered and squirmed. I moved the head of my penis between her cheeks watching it disappear into the crack. However, I wasn't ready for that yet. The fact was that I had never had anal sex. I tried it with a lover once but it was too painful for her. I was more than willing to try with Abigail. However, I wanted a little more teasing first.
I walked back around and lifted her head again, using her hair. Then I took my penis in my hand and slapped it back and forth across her cheeks. The room echoed with the slap of the hard shaft against her soft cheeks. When she tried to capture it with her mouth I gave in and let her suck the head inside. A moan escaped my lips as she began to suckle the swollen head like a baby at its mother's breast. My hips started to move back and forth in little "fucking" motions, but not enough to let her have much more then the crown. I pulled her head further upward, aligning her throat with my shaft. I took a deep breath and paused. Then, with a quick thrust of my hips, I pushed forward hard, sinking my penis all the way to my balls. Suddenly, her lips and nose were buried in my pubic hair. My legs trembled as I looked down at my penis stretching her lips and mouth. I slipped one hand under her neck and felt the bulge that my penis was making in her throat. I moved the palm of my hand up and down her stretched neck, almost as if I was stroking my penis. I could actually feel my hand on my shaft.
Abigail's head and throat were in a perfect position now. I rocked my hips back and forth, going all the way to my balls before backing up. I could feel her start to gag with each plunge but before that could happen, I pulled back out quickly and let her breath. I pushed in again slowly and then pulled back out rapidly. As I started to move faster, her saliva began to run from her lips. It coated my penis and dripped down her chin to the desk below. I watched in amazement as she took everything I had and groaned for more.
My pants were getting in the way. Keeping my penis in her mouth I quickly unbuckled my belt and let them drop to the floor. I stepped out, left my shoes on and kicked the tangled material impatiently from my foot. Now I used both hands to grasp the sexy woman's head. She began to grunt as my hips moved faster and faster. I could feel her straining against the ropes that held her arms wide. Then, without warning she began to tremble all over. Suddenly, her body froze, the muscles in her neck strained and her face turned red. At first I thought I was choking her but then I realized that she was climaxing. Amazing! I pushed forward hard; forcing my penis as deeply as it would go into her throat. I could feel the contractions in her body through her throat. That was too much for me and my penis lurched and I began to pour my sperm deep down her throat.
I don't know if Abigail even knew that I was climaxing. I know that she couldn't taste my sperm-it went directly from my balls through my shaft and into her stomach. My legs quivered and I gasped for breath as pulse after pulse of juice squirted from my shaft and entered her body. Finally, when both of our climaxes slowed, I stood still for a minute, my legs trembling and my penis still down her throat. As my shaft began to soften, I staggered backward, pulling my penis from her now slack mouth and fell heavily into her chair.
Abigail eyes were closed and her head was lying on the desk again. There was a trickle of my sperm on her lips, so I figured that she knew that I had climaxed as well. My climax wasn't entirely accidental. I knew that taking her in the ass was going to require a great deal of stamina from me; so taking "the edge off" was not a bad idea. And, it as a great deal of pleasure as well.
The room grew silent except for the ticking clock and our breathing. As I recovered, I watched Abigail and contemplated my situation. On one hand, I felt like I was being forced to please her. However, on the other, it was extremely exciting and pleasurable for me. I didn't have much choice anyway if I wanted to keep my job.
Never in my wildest imagination would I have thought up this situation. I knew very well the risk that I was taking and it probably wasn't worth it. However, I was in too deep now. If I had refused her advances in the beginning, I might have lost my job but it was the only chance I had to stop this before it got out of hand. Now it had gone too far. I figured I might as well enjoy it because I could only be fired once.
As I stared at the sexy women tied over her desk, I felt my penis stirring again. I reached down and began to stroke it slowly. Abigail heard the movement and lifted her head. The expression on her face wasn't readable but her eyes were still burning. I stood up and then bent over her, lifting her head so that I could kiss her lips tenderly. She sighed appreciatively and began to squirm. I pulled away and walked around to her rear. Her panties were still stretched across her thighs. I saw a pair of scissors on the desk and used them to cut one leg of her panties, letting them fall down her leg and cover one high heel. Then I leaned forward until my body was over hers, my chest pressing on her back. "I'm going to fuck you in the ass now," I whispered.
Abigail moaned.
I reached my hands under her blazer to capture her braless breast under her blouse. However, I wanted to feel bare skin. On impulse I grasped the front of her blouse, lifting her up slightly from the desk with my arms. With a violent pull I ripped her blouse open, popping the buttons down the front and freeing her breasts to fall onto the hard surface of the desk.
Abigail squealed and began to gasp for breath.
I had seen clothes in her closet so I knew that she had a blouse to replace the one I had just ruined. "That's better," I whispered as my hands found the soft flesh of her breasts and began to squeeze. My fingers searched for her nipples. I squeezed them hard. "Do you like that? Do you like it when I pinch your nipples?"
A moan was her answer. I took that as a yes and continued to squeeze them as I began to move my now fully hard penis across her naked backside.
Suddenly, both of us jumped when there was a knock at the door. Abigail's office was at the end of a long hall and there wasn't much traffic so it probably wasn't a casual visit. My heart was suddenly in my throat. For a second I thought I would just not answer the knock, but then I worried that someone might have seen me come into the office. I whispered, "I'll get rid of them."



I nervously walked to the door and turned the lock. With a deep breath I opened the door, keeping my naked lower half hidden. I almost sighed out loud when I saw Katie. Of all the people that could have come to the door, she might have been the least troublesome.
"Uh... is Abigail here?" she asked.
The look on her face made me think that she was surprised to see me. "She is indisposed at the moment," I said, trying not to sound irritated.
"I need to get her to sign an important document right away."
I noticed that she had a folder in her hand. "Can't it wait?" I said, again trying to hide my irritation.
"No. I have to fax this out today."
I thought for a moment and then made an impulsive decision. I put my finger to my lips in a motion of silence and opened the door a little wider.
Katie stuck her head in. "Oh my God," she gasped and then covered her mouth in shock. I pulled her arm, almost making her stumble as I brought her into the room and then closed the door quickly. Still grasping her arm tightly, I pulled her over to the desk. "Dean VanBuren, Katie has a paper that you have to sign."
Abigail looked up at Katie with true shock on her face. Their eyes met. I don't know whose eyes were bigger, hers or Katie's. I looked from one woman to the other. Then I saw Abigail begin to tremble and she closed her eyes and moaned.
Katie was as amazed as I was. We watched the older woman tremble and whimper. It almost appeared that she was having a climax.
When Abigail stopped shaking, I took a pen from the center draw and put it into her hand. Then I pried the folder from Katie's tightly clenched fist and opened it to the paper she needed to sign.
With great difficulty and still trembling hand, Abigail signed it. It looked more like chicken scratch then a signature. I turned back to Katie and held the folder out to her when I saw her looking strangely. Suddenly I remembered that I was half-naked. My face turned red but my penis began to grow again. I could see that Katie's mouth was slightly open and her breathing was irregular.
"I told you she was indisposed." With a smile, I took Katie's arm and led her to the door. She was like a zombie as I opened it and ushered her out. "Talk to you later," I whispered and boldly patted her on the rump. I sighed in relief as I closed the door and locked it again.
I hurried back to Abigail and resumed my position over her. "Did you have a nice climax?" I asked.
She didn't answer but her face turned red so I assumed that I was right.
I kissed her neck and then brought my tongue to her ear. "Now, where were we? Oh that's right, I was going to fuck your ass."
Abigail moaned and squirmed her ass under me. I moved back until I was standing between her legs again. My hands went to her soft buttocks and I spread them open. My penis pulsed as I looked down and saw the tiny pink hole winking at me. I wet my finger and brought it to the hole. Abigail moaned as I pushed it inside.
"Very tight," I said, almost to myself and wondered how I was going to get my penis into such a tiny hole. I pulled my finger out and reached below to the swollen lips of her sex. Her juice was literally running down her thighs. I gathered some up and rubbed it on my shaft, then thought of a better idea. I placed my penis at her vagina and slowly pushed it inside. It was my turn to moan as the slick walls of her hole welcomed me. Slowly, I moved in and out, coating my shaft with her thick juice. When I pulled out, my penis was dripping. Satisfied, I centered the head on her sphincter. "Are you ready I asked rhetorically?" Without waiting for an answer, I pushed forward.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Abigail moaned as her tight hole resisted. Then she squirmed her hips back and forth, allowing the swollen head to slip just inside the sphincter.
Slowly I increased the pressure, forcing my penis into her now pulsing hole, inch by inch until it was totally encased in her warm body. Although I had already climaxed, I had to fight the urge to do it again.
Abigail was whimpering now and her body was convulsing against the bonds holding her arms and legs.
I looked down and saw that my entire penis had disappeared. The tight little hole that I had seen moments ago had stretched perfectly to accommodate me. I moved my hips back and watched her anus try to hold me inside. The flesh of her sphincter was stretched tightly around the sensitive skin of my shaft, just below the crown. I groaned and plunged back inside. I could see Abigail's face scrunched up as if in pain. She was biting her lip to keep from crying out.
"Are you okay?" I asked as I leaned over her.
"Yes," she hissed, "Fuck me!"
I didn't need to be told twice. I reached under her and grabbed her breasts as I began to move my hips. Her tight hole soon began to relax enough so that I could move in and out with ease. Moving back again, I reached down and opened her cheeks to watch her take me inside.
Abigail began to grunt as I pushed into her hard, forcing her hips into the desk.
"Yes, yes, yes. Fuck me! Fuck me!" she hissed excitedly. Her voice was hoarse and filled with lust. Each plunge of my penis forced a grunt from her as it hit bottom. I moved up until my knees were on the desk beside her hips. Although it was painful to my knees, it gave me the best leverage. I plunged down with the hardest stroke yet, using all of my weight to force myself into her. At that point, I felt Abigail begin to climax. Her body convulsed, sending ripples of pleasure through her anal canal. I felt them and pounded into her even harder. I continued to work as she climaxed repeatedly.
I don't remember now but I guess that I probably screwed her for twenty or thirty minutes and she climaxed the entire time. Sweat was dripping from my brow as I worked tirelessly, suddenly proud of my stamina. However, Abigail took all that I could give and wanted more.
Finally, I couldn't hold out any longer. "Oh Jesus, I'm going to cummmmmmm," I gasped. I forced my penis all the way inside her, my balls slapping against her swollen sex. I felt the explosion in my balls first and then my sperm was hurdling up the shaft. It came out like a fire hose. I don't know if Abigail could feel it pouring into her or not but she began to climax again. It seemed like it went on for minutes but was only seconds before my balls were empty.
When I finally pulled my penis from her still clenching hole, I was drained, emotionally and physically. It had been one hell of an afternoon and one that I would never forget.
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Chapter 1
I was feeling a little remorseful as I left Abigail's office that afternoon. I'm not entirely sure why, or even what was bothering me. I was worried about my job for sure, but it was more than that. As I have said, I was a somewhat na‹ve guy, almost leading a sheltered life to that point. Incredibly, it might have been that I was feeling like I was using Abigail and not the other way around. However, I knew that wasn't rational. Abigail wanted what happened. Hell, she set it up. Still, when one is raised a certain way, it has an impact on how one looks at the world. I was raised to respect women so it was against my nature to treat them like I had Abigail. However, I have learned that one can play many roles in life. Little did I know at that time that I had the capacity to play them all.
As I headed back to my classroom, I passed Katie leaving the administrative offices. She looked at me but didn't smile. I couldn't read her face. Maybe she was angry at what I had done-pulling her into the office like that. Or maybe she was jealous. I said "hi" anyway. She mumbled something in response but I couldn't really hear her as she hurried off.
I was worried about Katie's reaction, so at the end of the day I went to her office. Her office was small like mine but much neater. She was just cleaning up her desk as I walked in.
"Hi," I said, standing nervously in the doorway. I was almost afraid to go into the room.
She looked up like she was expecting me. I saw her face turn red. She looked back down and continued to clean up her desk without responding.
"Katie, uh... about today... I... uh..." I had no idea what I was going to say.
Again, she didn't answer.
"Hey, can I buy you a drink or something?"
Katie paused and looked at me, her green eyes almost burning into me. Surprisingly she said, "All right."
"Listen," I said, still searching for something to say as we walked across campus, "I'm... uh... sorry about today."
"Let's wait until we get to the pub. I need a drink really bad."
It was early on Wednesday afternoon so the pub wasn't crowded yet. We found a booth in the back and ordered drinks without otherwise speaking. The silence was uncomfortable as we sat trying to avoid each other's eyes.
Finally, when the drinks came and we had consumed about half, Katie spoke. "I want... wanted to explain... why... you know why I was leaving Dean VanBuren's house Sunday morning."
I tried not to show my surprise. Amazingly, she wasn't angry about what I had done today but rather worried about being caught coming out of Abigail's house.
"Katie, you don't have to explain your actions to me." But I really wanted her to. It had to be a good story.
"I want to. Abigail... Dean VanBuren... has been good to me."
I had heard that before.
"I couldn't have ever gotten a job at such a prestigious college without her. I'm only twenty-six and I'm already teaching college. That's pretty good for a kid that wasn't anywhere near being a valedictorian." She took a sip of her drink and I saw her hand trembling.
I waited.
"She had a lot of great candidates to chose from, some with lots of experience, but she chose me."
I knew how she felt.
"Dean VanBuren is a little different though. I... I... had never been... you know... with a woman... before her."
She assumed that I knew that she had "been with" her. Her stay over could have been innocent. Yea, right! Remember, I said I was na‹ve.
"So you two are lovers?" I asked stupidly.
She looked startled and then blushed. "Uh... well... I guess, but I'm certainly not the only one."
"You mean female?"
"Female, male... it doesn't really matter to Abi... Dean VanBuren."
"I think we know her well enough to call her Abigail," I said with a smile.
"I guess so." For the first time Katie smiled. "I... I am not that... uh you know... experienced sexually."
I must have looked skeptical because she said, "I'm not. I was... am... a very shy person. When I was in high school and college, I didn't think that highly of myself. I was just a skinny redhead with braces."
I looked over at Katie and down at her rather large breasts and raided my eyebrows. "I find that hard to believe. You're beautiful."
Katie blushed and whispered, "Thank you. But it's the truth. I was really skinny. I gained about fifteen pounds after I graduated and I think most of it went to my boobs and butt," she said and looked down at her more than amble breasts, which sat high under her tight yellow sweater. The nipples began to harden under my stare.
"Those were the right places," I said and she blushed again.
We ordered another round.
"So, where were you coming from that morning?" she asked.
I was surprised by the question. I hadn't even thought about her curiosity about where I had been. However, I'm sure she already knew the answer.
"Maria... Abigail's housekeeper... and I... well, we got to know each other." I think I blushed.
"She's very pretty."
I was going to say "And, one hot Latino," but that would have been insensitive... I think. Instead I said, "She is a very nice woman." And then added for some unknown reason, "Unfortunately she has a boyfriend that was deported... lost his green card."
The new round of drinks came and Katie took a big drink. "So what was going on in Abigail's office?" she asked tentatively.
I knew that question was going to come up. I had decided not to be coy. "Abigail wanted me to tie her over the desk and fuck her ass," I answered in a matter-of-fact tone.
Katie gasped and her pretty green eyes opened wide. She took another drink and I could see that her hand begun to tremble again.
I leaned over and whispered, "Abigail is a very kinky lady."
Katie nodded without responding.
I pressed the conversation. "I've heard that she is pretty good at eating pussy as well."
Katie showed her shock at the statement. I'm sure she wondered how I knew. Then the expression on her face changed to one of recognition and she said, "Maria?"
"Um huh! But Maria doesn't do her." I saw a surprised look on her face. I figured I might as well ask the obvious question since I had gone this far and said, "Do you do her?" I asked. I saw an almost imperceptible nod. I smiled. "So we have something in common." I held my glass up for a toast.
Katie smiled and blushed again. Then she lifted her glass and tapped it to mine.
"Well, I guess we had better get going. I need to feed my dog." It was the first thing that either of us had said that didn't have to do with sex.
"You have a dog?" Katie asked.
"Yes, a black lab."
"I love dogs but they won't let me have one in my apartment complex."
"I'm in a private home over on Barton Street... allowing dogs was a requirement. Do you want to see him?"
Katie looked at her watch and then said, "Yes, I'd love to. It's on my way home anyway."
We left the bar with me carrying her heavy briefcase. "What's in here, rocks?" I joked as we crossed the campus.
"Sometimes it feels like it. I never know what I'll need for my classes."
My apartment was on the second floor of a large house. The entrance was in back, upstairs and there was a large screened in porch that overlooked a big back yard and woods. It was perfect for "Bo" and I. The owners were an older couple that I rarely saw. However, I tried to keep as quite as possible.
We walked up the steps and I opened the screened door. Bo practically knocked me down. "Down boy," I laughed.
Katie squealed and went down on one knee to greet Bo. He jumped up and knocked her onto her butt.
"Bo! Bo!" I laughed and pulled him off of her. "Bo loves everybody. Some watch dog huh?"
"He's gorgeous," Katie said as she continued to pet Bo. He licked her face. Smart dog.
"Here," I said and opened the screened door behind Katie. Bo bolted out and headed down the steps.
"Aren't you afraid he'll take off?"
"No, I have one of those invisible fences. It cost me a week's pay but it's worth it." I turned back to Katie and saw her staring at me.
"Oh, the briefcase," I said and handed her the case. When our hands touched, I felt a spark. It might have been static electricity because it had began to thunder and dark clouds were rolling in. We stood staring at each other as the lightening flashed in the sky. I took a chance and pulled Katie into my arms. She didn't resist and suddenly we were kissing.
Katie dropped the briefcase and her arms went around my back and her soft body pressed to my chest. We both moaned as our tongue began to duel. Suddenly, the skies opened up and the rain began to pour down as lightening flashed.
One of my hands slipped between us and I grasped her breast. Katie whimpered but didn't protest so I moved it under her sweater. She had on a bra so I pushed my fingers underneath and lifted, freeing one soft orb to my hand. I could almost see the soft white flesh and pretty pink nipple as I kneaded it. My penis responded and began to pulse almost painfully in my pants. I pressed it against Katie.
Suddenly, Katie pulled away. She was breathing heavy. "No... I can't."
I felt disappointed but said, "I'm sorry."
"Don't be," she answered and surprised me by reaching down to grasp my hard penis through my pants. "I'm just not ready for that."
I didn't know if she meant that we didn't know each other well enough or she was a virgin. She couldn't be a virgin, so I figured she needed time. I moaned and thrust my hips at her squeezing hand. As I watched, she reached for my zipper and pulled it down. Another moan escaped my lips as she deftly pulled my hard penis from the confines of my pants.
"Nice," I heard her whisper as she began to move her hand up and down.
I looked out in the pouring rain and saw Bo running and jumping like the crazy dog that he was. I turned back to Katie and pulled her lips to mine again. She melted into my arms and her body trembled. Her hand continued to move on my shaft.
"Katie," I gasped as her strokes grew faster.
"It's okay," she whispered and squeezed her hand tighter and pumped her fist harder.
"Oh Jesus," I moaned. My legs began to tremble and I felt my balls tighten.
"Go ahead, that's it," Katie whispered as I neared my peak.
Just as bolt of lightening streaked across the sky, I bellowed and thrust my hips at Katie's pumping hand. "Ohhhh!!! I moaned and like some horny teenager, my penis began to shoot cum across the porch. It flew across the deck and hit the screen, splattering through to the outside.
From someone in the back of my brain I head Katie giggle. Her hand kept pumping me as the streaks of my cum matched the flashes of lightening in the sky. Finally, Katie squeezed the last drop from my wilting penis.
"I have to get going," she said as she let my penis drop from her hand.
I tried to hide my embarrassment and said, "Are you sure you can't stay. I can throw some steaks on the grill."
"No, I really have to go but I'll take a rain-check," she said with a smile and a glance at the still pouring sky's.
"Well, let me get you an umbrella."
"Okay."
I put my penis discreetly back in my pants as I opened the door and found a large umbrella. "Here," I said handing her the umbrella.
"Thanks, I'll give it back tomorrow."
"No hurry, I have others."
Katie went up on her toes and gave me a quick kiss and then quickly turned and hurried down the steps into the storm.
I called Bo inside and watched as Katie disappeared around the side of the house. "It's been one hell of a day boy," I said to my very wet dog. His only reaction was to shake himself, splattering water all over me. I laughed and said, "I guess I deserved that." Before I went into the house, I glanced over and saw the rain washing my sperm from the screen. I shook my head and went inside.
Chapter 2
I didn't see Katie or Abigail for the rest of the week. I did make a call to a friend who said he would check into Maria's boyfriend's green card. As I was packing up to leave the classroom, I saw that one of my students, Molly, was still sitting at her desk in the front of the room. Molly was a pretty girl with almost white blond hair and pale blue eyes. She was an average student who liked to wear loud clothes to get attention. Not to mention that she always sat in the front row wearing very short skirts.
"What's wrong Molly?"
"Mr. Adams, I'm lost."
I started to be sarcastic and ask if she needed a map but I said, "It's only the end of the second week."
"I know but I'm not good in this philosophy stuff. All these Greek names and such. I'm afraid I'm not going to pass and my Dad will kill me."
"I think you are overreacting Molly." I saw her cross her legs, showing me that she wasn't wearing nylons because I could see just the hint of her panties under her smooth thigh. I felt a little tingle.
"Maybe I am, but I don't want to get behind. Can you help me?" She batted her pretty eyes at me and turned a little to the side, revealing even more of her thighs. She saw my eyes.
I took a deep breath and sighed. I wasn't sure how to handle this. Was it appropriate for me to spend time with one student? I was reluctant to ask Abigail. She already warned me about fraternizing with students. "I don't know Molly. You should probably wait and see how things go."
"Pleaseeee!" she whined with a pretty pout on her face. "If you could just go to the library with me and show me how to do the research I would be very grateful."
I'm a sucker, but I figured the library was safe enough. "All right."
"Oh thank you. When can we do it?"
I figured I would make it hard on her. "How about tonight at eleven p.m.?"
I figured that since it was Friday night she would be partying and wouldn't want to do it. I was wrong.
"Great. There will be less people there to disturb us."
I didn't like the sound of that and I was about to say that I had changed my mind when suddenly my cell phone rang.
"See you at 11," Molly said as she rushed out of the room.
"But..." Before I could say anything more, she was gone. "Hello," I said in an irritated tone.
"Do you always answer your telephone like that?"
It was Abigail. "No. I'm sorry."
"Having a bad day?"
"No, not really. Just a student problem."
"That's not unusual," she laughed. "I was wondering if you wanted to go to dinner Saturday night?"
I didn't have any plans but I didn't have any money either since I hadn't gotten paid yet. "Uh... I... don't know," I said reluctantly.
She understood my hesitance and said, "Don't worry, it's on me."
I felt my face turn red with embarrassment. I suddenly had a vision of being a "kept" man. Still, it was a free meal from the boss. "All right. Where do you want to go?"
"There's a five star restaurant at a new hotel in town and I've been wanting to try it. I'll pick you up at seven?"
At least I wouldn't have to pay for a taxi to take us to the city. "Okay. See you then."
"See you."
It was almost eleven p.m. when I walked into the library. I didn't expect Molly to show up. Maybe it was just wishful thinking. When I looked around I spotted her sitting at a table in the back. She waved to me and I walked past the counter, saying hello to the two female students that were handling the desk chores.
"Hi Mr. Adams,"
"Hi Sondra," I said to one of the pretty co-eds. She was in my afternoon class.
"It's pretty late for you to be in the library isn't?"
"Yea, a special assignment," I laughed. "Not many people here on Friday night huh?"
"Only the losers," Sondra said, and then added quickly, "Excluding you Mr. Adams." A bright smile crossed her face.
I'm not sure I was an exception. "Yea, right!" I laughed and made my way over to the table where Molly was sitting. She had a bunch of books placed on the chairs and the table. The one empty chair was next to her. As I sat down I glanced at her and saw that she was wearing a tiny micro-mini skirt and a v-neck top. My eyes naturally traveled to the exposed cleavage. Molly had a substantial chest. I know it sounds like I'm a "boob" man, but I'm really not. Not that I mind large breasts but I have never really had a preference. However, it seemed like all of the girls I met at school (including one older woman) had substantial chests. It must have been something in the water.
"All right, where do you want to start?" I asked looking at the stacks of books.
"That's my problem; I don't know where to start," she said with a pretty pout.
"Well, I think you have almost every book in the library on philosophy. Let's pick out a couple first." I searched through the books and couldn't find any that I wanted. "Let's go and look for a couple." I went to the philosophy section with Molly following behind. I want one called "Philosopher's in Time," by Roger Joyce.
I was searching for the name when I saw Molly squat. I looked down and almost gasped. As she squatted, her leg's naturally opened. I could see that she wasn't wearing panties. It was obvious that she was a blond. Her pubic hair was almost white like the hair on her head. There was enough light that I could even see the inner lips of her vagina. When my eyes met hers I saw that she was watching me look between her legs. "Uh... uh... let's start with this one," I stuttered, quickly pulling a book from the shelf. It wasn't the one that I had been looking for but I wanted to get out of the deserted isle.
When I returned to the table, I could feel sweat beading on my brow. I sat down and opened the book. Molly leaned close, her breast grazing my arm. I nervously cleared my throat and began to go though some of the material.
Molly acted like she was listening but I think it was farce. As the evening wore on, I felt more and more pressure on my arm until her breast was practically flattened against my forearm. It was impossible for me to deny that she was coming on to me. However, just as I began to say something to discourage her, Molly boldly reached over and grabbed my thigh. I jumped, looked at her and then toward the counter. I saw that the two girls busy on their cell phones. "Molly," I said, trying to sound authoritative. Then, I reached down and grabbed her hand, taking it off my thigh. I felt my penis twitch.
"Sorry," she said with her eyes twinkling mischievously. She began to twirl a blond curl in her finger. Then, she acted like she was listening again. A few minutes later, out of the blue, Molly turned to me and pushed her arms together on the sides of her breasts, forcing a substantial amount of flesh above her top and said, "Do you think my breasts are too big?"
I naturally looked. "Molly..." I said like a reprimand.
She could see that I was flustered and she reached over and grasped my thigh again, this time, inches from my crotch.
I sat frozen in my chair as her hand began to move. For whatever reason, fear or excitement, I was paralyzed as her fingers slowly moved the several inches until suddenly she was grasping my hard penis. I sucked in my breath and my eyes opened wide.
"I believe you are thinking about something other than philosophy," Molly whispered and squeezed my pulsing penis. "However, I could be wrong." She moved her hand on the bulge in my pants as if to see if it was real. "Let me see it."
"Molly, this is nuts," I gasped as she reached for my zipper.
"No, these are nuts," she giggled as she cupped by squirming testicles through my pants. With a rapid movement of her fingers she pulled my zipper down. She had obviously done this before.
This is nuts! my mind screamed. Still I did nothing to stop her as she reached inside. "Oh God," I moaned.
"Mmmmm," Molly responded as her fingers circled my shaft. Then she abruptly pulled her hand out of my pants and said in a louder tone than necessary, "I think I saw the book we were looking for on a shelf in the back." With that the young girl grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the chair. My zipper was still down, as she led me through the tall rows of books again.



I followed like I had no control over my movements. In fact, at that moment, I didn't. I was thinking with my penis.
When we reached the end of a row Molly stopped and turned to me. Without missing a beat she knelt at my feet and reached for my open zipper again.
"Molly, this is crazy, there are two girls at the desk," I hissed with panic in my voice. I knew that there were other people in the library but I was more concerned with the girls at the front desk for some reason.
"Don't worry, they're friends," she whispered as her hand went inside my pants, then added, "They will keep a look out for me. I've done the same for them."
It was obvious that this was a conspiracy and that Molly had planned it all. I had fallen for it. I was such a sucker!
"Oh my," Molly gasped as she wrapped her hand around my penis again.
I moaned in spite of my fear.
"Very nice Mr. Adams," Molly smiled as she pulled my tool from my pants and held it inches from her face. She looked up at me with an almost innocent look.
I was too shocked to speak. I swallowed hard and looked back at the pretty, blue-eyed coed.
"I really need a passing grade in philosophy Mr. Adams." She pulled my penis downward and blew warm air on the pulsing head.
Suddenly I wanted to grab her head and force my penis down her throat. Instead I pushed my hips out at her. However, she pulled back.
"I'm only looking for a guaranteed "C."
Hell, it was only one student and she would have probably gotten a C anyway. I debated for about three seconds before I shook my head up and down. And, just like that I had compromised my principles. Obviously my principles hadn't been that strong in the first place.
Molly smiled brightly and opened her mouth to take me inside.
I moaned quietly as I watched the pretty teenager's lips wrap around the head of my penis. She began to suck. I reached for her soft hair and guided her mouth on my pulsing tool. She swirled her tongue on the head and jerked the shaft like an expert. I could hear her moaning deep in her throat.
After a few sucks, Molly pulled away and held my penis up. She stuck out her tongue and began to lick it like a lollipop. "Molly... lolli," I thought. I was sure that I would never forget her name now.
I watched the young girl lick and then suck me until I couldn't take anymore. The risky nature of the encounter was bringing me to a peak much sooner than normal. However, maybe I just wanted to get it over with. Either way, I could feel the sperm churning in my balls and I knew that my release was close. When my hips began to move faster, Molly pulled away.
She looked up at me and said, "Do you want to cum in my mouth or on my tits."
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I had never had a girl ask me that before. In fact, I had never cum on a girl's breasts before.
When I didn't answer Molly said, "No matter, we can do both." With that she put her mouth back on me and reached down to pull her top up, freeing her breasts.
Then I watched as she pulled my dripping penis from her mouth and knelt up on her knees. She was smiling as she wrapped her soft breasts around my shaft until only the head was visible. Then she began to move her breasts up and down, taking my penis into her mouth each time it appeared from between the soft orbs. "Oh Jesus," I moaned as my excitement grew. "Molly, Molly," I gasped in warning. She moaned again and moved faster.
"Oh Godddddd!!!" I groaned as quietly as possible. Suddenly, I felt my juice rushing up the shaft. Two quick spurts of sperm entered her mouth before she abruptly pulled the squirting head out. The next squirt hit her in the face, bringing a squeal of delight from her lips. The next several arched upward, landing on her breasts before streaming between the valley and around my still thrusting penis.
Soon my shaft was coated with sperm and the valley between her breasts was a sticky mess. When Molly finally let go of my penis, I staggered back against the bookshelf. I watched as she casually got up and pulled her top over her cum smeared breasts. My cum was running down her cheek.
"I think I need a Kleenex."
"Oh..." I said when I realized she wanted me to go get it. I pushed my penis back into my pants, zipped up and hurried back to the desk. I found a Kleenex in her bag and glanced at the girls at the front desk. Neither seemed to be paying attention to me. I picked up a couple of books like I was returning them to the shelf and headed back to Molly.
Molly wiped her face and dabbed at some of my juice on her chest. When she was sufficiently cleaned up, we went back out to retrieved the books and put them back. Then we straightened up the table and replaced the chairs. Neither one of us spoke. I didn't know what to say anyway.
Molly suggested that she leave first and I agreed. I watched as she stopped at the counter and said something to her two friends. I saw them turn quickly and look at me. I felt a cold chill run down my spine.
A few minutes later I walked past the desk and said good night to the girls. Sondra smiled and said, "Thanks for coming Mr. Adams." Both girls giggled.
Did she emphasize the word "coming," I wondered? Then, I called myself every synonym for stupid that I could think of as I headed home.
Chapter 3
By the following day, I had concluded that I was going to be fired. Fortunately, I have never been one to dwell on the negative; if it was going to happen, it was going to happen. That attitude helped get me through many dangerous times while on difficult missions in South America. The thought of losing a job was nothing compared to the fear of losing one's life. Even if I did get fired, at least Bo would still love me-provided that I kept feeding him... even a dog has principles.
I was dressed and ready for dinner early that evening. By the time I heard Abigail's horn outside, I was feeling pretty excited and more than a little nervous about the evening. I wasn't sure what she had in mind after dinner but I was feeling randy again so anything was possible.
I had on my best blue blazer, a tie, Dockers pants and loafers. Abigail was waiting in her big Mercedes as I came around the house. I saw her smiling at me as I hurried over to get in on the passenger side of the expensive car. I was pretty sure she didn't but an $80,000 car with the money she made as a dean.
"Hi Dean... uh... Abigail," I said as I got in. I saw that she was wearing a shiny green evening gown that was cut very low in the front, without shoulder straps, and it was short on her thighs. In fact, it was so short that most of her thighs were exposed. While I could see almost to her crotch, I couldn't tell if she was wearing panties or not. She also had on large jade and diamond earrings with a matching necklace and bracelet. I suddenly felt underdressed.
"Hi," she responded as she lifted the center armrest and patted the seat next to her.
I scooted over, feeling a little uncomfortable sitting that close. I got that same feeling of being a kept man again. However, it wasn't so bad sitting in an eighty thousand-dollar car next to a gorgeous woman-kept or not.
"Are you ready for a nice dinner and then maybe drinks at my place?"
I was pretty sure it would be more than drinks. "Maybe," I answered with a smile in my voice. Then I added, "But maybe I have other ideas about what we do after dinner."
She looked at me curiously and said, "Like what?"
I could see expectation and lust in her eyes. "We'll see," I said. I didn't know what I was talking about but I can be pretty good when it comes to improvising.
We passed a couple of cars and Abigail waved at people. I asked, "Aren't you afraid of being seen going out with someone that works for you?"
"No."
"You could get fired."
Abigail laughed loudly. "I don't think anyone is going to fire me at this school. Well, maybe if I fucked the chancellor in the middle of the stadium during a football game," she said and then added "Actually, that's not a bad idea." She laughed again and said, "No, he's too old and can't fuck anymore."
I didn't know what to say so I said, "Okay."
She could see that I was curious. "My grandfather started this university and I am by far the biggest contributor. I got the position of 'Dean' because of my money."
I must have looked surprised because she added, "You're naive Jim. Everything is about money... but not just at this University. It's like that everywhere. As far as my position goes, I do pretty much what I want and the University looks the other way."
"Does that include things like we did in your office?" I had to ask.
"Yes," she stated flatly. "If the truth was known, I'm not the only one. If any of that leaked to the press... well, the scandal would make national headlines." She laughed again. It was apparent that she really didn't care. Then she abruptly changed the subject and asked, "Tell me, how did you know that when you brought Katie into the office that she wouldn't run out screaming and report us?"
I couldn't tell her that I seen her coming out of her house while I was leaving Maria's so I said, "I just had a hunch from some of your comments and hers."
"I see." However, she didn't really sound convinced.
I added quickly, "You didn't seem to mind her seeing you in... in a compromising position."
She was quiet for a minute and then said, "As you know Jim, I am a highly sexual person."
That's an understatement, I thought.
"Katie is a sweet kid that I have helped out. She is grateful...if you know what I mean."
I think that there was a message meant for me in that statement. "I appreciate what you have done for me Abigail. I really do." Then I changed the subject away from me quickly. "So are you two lovers then?" I said, acting dumb.
"Yes," she answered without hesitation. Then quickly added, "But she's a virgin."
"A virgin!" I almost screamed. "At 26. I can't believe that! There aren't any 26 year old virgins left in the world... are there?"
Abigail laughed. "It's true. Believe me I have wanted to use my dildo on her but she won't let me."
I shook my head in disbelief... not just because of Katie being a virgin but that we were having this conversation.
"Hey, maybe you could seduce her for me. Then I could fuck her with my giant dildo." Abigail laughed loudly again.
"Are you serious?" I asked incredulously.
Her voice got serious when she said, "Maybe." The she reached over and grabbed my crotch and added, "But not until I'm finished with this."
My penis began to harden immediately, in spite of the fact that it sounded like she was going to use me for a while and then throw me away.
"Hmmm," she said as her hand rubbed up and down.
I figured that two could play at this game and placed my hand on her bare thigh. It was soft, warm and freshly shaven. She groaned as I slid my hand under her dress until I came to her crotch. She had panties on. I used my finger to gently trace a path up and down the crease of her vagina. I felt Abigail tremble and her legs opened wider. I smiled and rubbed a little harder.
Abigail forgot my penis and gasped, "You're going to make me crash."
"What a way to go," I answered and began to insinuate my finger under the leg band. "This thing has airbags doesn't it?" I added rhetorically. A second later my fingers found her flesh. I could feel that her lips were already wet. I searched for her hole and began to slip my finger inside.
"Jesus Jim," she gasped and snapped her thighs together, trapping my hand.
I wasn't done with her yet. I leaned close and whispered, "So, how did you like having my cock in your ass?"
She groaned.
"I know that I loved it. You have the tightest asshole that I've ever been inside of." I didn't tell her that she was my first and only ass... so technically I wasn't lying. Unable to move my hand, I wiggled my fingers in her soft flesh.
"Jim, please," she begged, keeping my hand imprisoned between her thighs as she tried to negotiate traffic.
I moved my fingers up and down her swollen lips before saying, "All right, if you insist." I pulled my hand from between her thighs and held my finger up to the light. It was dripping with her juice. I stuck the finger into my mouth and sucked it clean. "Mmmmm... you taste good."
"Oh Jesus," Abigail said and I could see the swells of her breasts moving up and down in excitement.
I continued the dirty talk for the next half-hour until we got to the restaurant. By that time Abigail was practically climbing the walls.
We pulled up in front of a relative new Hyatt Hotel. It was a 26-story hotel with an observation deck as the 27th floor. The hotel had two large glass elevators on the outside. The Valet smiled and I thought that he was going to wink at me as he took my keys. I returned the smile and took Abigail's arm. We walked arm in arm into the hotel and entered the elevator with a crowd of people. We stood close as the elevator ascended. "Look," I said, "You can see the steeple of the university."
"It's beautiful," Abigail said as she leaned closer to me, her soft breast pressing on my arm.
I took her hand discreetly and leaned close so that the other riders couldn't hear and said, "You're beautiful too."
Abigail smiled and squeezed my hand.
The door to the elevator opened and we were standing in the foyer of a large restaurant. Waiters were scurrying around and the room was bustling with people talking and eating. Three walls of the restaurant were floor to ceiling windows.
The hostess led us over to a small table overlooking the city. The table had a white tablecloth with candles and fresh cut flowers in the center. It was very romantic.
A young waiter came over to take our drink order.
"Paulo," I said in surprise.
"Mr. Adams," he responded with a smile.
"Call me Jim please. I didn't realize you worked here," I said. Then I turned and said, "Abigail VanBuren, this is Paulo Sanchez."
"Pleased to meet you," Abigail said.
"VanBuren?" Paulo said curiously.
Uh oh, I thought.
"Are you Dean VanBuren?" he asked.
"Yes, how did you know?"
"Maria Cortez is a friend of mine."
"Really," Abigail said.
"Yes, we are both from Colombia."
"Uh... Paulo, can we get a quick drink?" I said, trying to stop this conversation.
"Certainly."
Paulo took our drink order and left.
The second Paul left, Abigail asked, "How do you know Paulo?"
I had to think fast because I didn't want her to know that I had gone out with Maria. Somehow I didn't think she would approve. "Uh... I asked Maria for a nice Hispanic restaurant and she sent me to the place where Paulo works. He treated me really nice."

"I see," Abigail said but she didn't look like she believed me.
I reached over the table and grabbed her hand. "Did I say how beautiful you look tonight?"
"Yes," she answered with a skeptical look but then she smiled.
Apparently, she decided to let it go for now. I almost sighed in relief.
Suddenly I felt Abigail's foot touch my pants leg. She had slipped off her high heel and began to run her toe up my leg.
"Now, where were we," I said. "Oh yes, I was telling you how great it was to fuck you over your desk." I could see Abigail's eyes beginning to show lust again. She was pretty easy sexually but I knew that I had better not underestimate her. "Are your panties still wet?"
"Yes," she gushed and added, "And getting wetter."
"Let me see."
She looked at me like she didn't understand.
"Let me see how wet your panties are. Take them off and give them to me." I knew that there was a risk in taking charge, but I was pretty sure that she liked to be dominated sometimes. Some people in powerful positions get tired of being in charge all the time. I was gambling that Abigail was one of those.
Abigail started to get up.
At first I thought that maybe she was pissed and was going to leave. One look at her face told me otherwise.
"No... take them off here."
"Jim, I can't do that," she hissed in a strong whisper but sat back down. I could see that her breathing was already heavier.
I sat back and folder my arms impatiently and stared at her.
Abigail stared back at me for what seemed to be a long, long time. I waited. It was a battle of wills.
Finally, she blinked and looked around the room nervously. Fortunately there was a long tablecloth, which covered most of her lap.
With one last look around, Abigail moved closer to the table and slipped her hands down. I saw her struggling a bit but then she brought her hand up holding a pair of jade green panties. I held my hand out and she discretely placed them into my open palm. I could feel my heart beating hard as the warm material caressed my hand. Then I opened the panties. "You weren't lying were you?" I said when I saw that the crotch was soaked. I brought them to my nose and took a deep breath. "Sweet."
I think I saw Abigail actually blush. Her face was definitely red. I put her panties into my blazer pocket.
Then we were interrupted as Paulo brought us drinks and took our order. We ordered Maine lobster and a bottle of expensive wine. As we waited for the meal, I continued to talk dirty to her and her foot kept moving on my leg... one time reaching to the crotch of my pants.
When dinner arrived, we stopped our activity to eat. The meal was wonderful but I couldn't enjoy it as much as I normally would due to my state of excitement. After dinner and before desert, I excused myself and went to find Paulo.
I caught him rushing back to the kitchen. "Hi Paulo," I said.
He stopped and turned to me with a broad smile. The he shook his hand like he had burned it and said in Spanish, "Very hot!"
"Si!" I returned. Then asked also in Spanish, "What time does the observation deck close?"
"Ten p.m."
"Damn," I said and thought for a minute. Then I smiled and looked around. I whispered, still speaking in Spanish so hopefully no one would understand me, "Listen, is there anyway that you can get the emergency key to the elevator."
He paused and then said, "I think so." But he looked at me like he didn't understand.
"The lady and I would like a little privacy... with a view. Do you know what I mean?"
A wide smile crossed his face. "Si," Paulo smiled in understanding. "I can get it."
I tried to hand him a twenty but he refused and said, "Maria told me that you are going to get Juan's green card back."
Word travels fast. "I'm going to try but I can't promise." I didn't want him to get false hopes.
"That's good enough for me. I'll have it before desert is over."
"Thanks man." I held out my hand with the palm up.
"No problem," Paulo said and slapped my hand.
As I turned around to go back to the table, I stopped and called back to Paulo, "Hey Paulo... here."
I tossed him Abigail's panties.
He smiled when he saw what was in his hand. Then he brought the panties to his nose. Men are all alike no matter where they come from. Paulo put the panties into his pocket and rushed off to the kitchen.
When Abigail and I got onto the elevator it was after eleven p.m. I reached over and pushed the key into the emergency switch and hit the "up" button. I saw a surprised look on Abigail's face but she didn't say anything. The elevator when to the observation deck and I turned the key again, stopping it. Then I turned off the lights inside the elevator. On one side we could see the entire city. Behind us were the closed elevator doors, covered by large mirrors. It was almost like we were floating in the air.
I turned to Abigail and brought her into my arms and our lips met. Both of us moaned as our tongues began to work into each other's mouth. My hands slipped down her bare back until I found the zipper on the back of her dress.




"What are you doing," Abigail whispered excitedly as I began to slowly lower the zipper.
"You fucked me when you were dressed and I was naked and now I'm going to return the favor."
"Jim, we can't do that here!" she gasped in shock. I saw fear and excitement in her eyes, yet she didn't pull away from me.
I slowly slipped her top down until it was at her waist and her breasts were bared. Then I abruptly turned her around until she was facing out the window. I moved close behind her and grasped her breasts.
"Oh God," Abigail moaned as I kneaded her breasts while we looked out at the millions of lights.
I leaned close to her ear and whispered, "Don't worry, nobody can see inside unless they have a night vision scope."
I'm sure she had no idea what a "night vision scope" was. However, she seemed to relax and leaned back into me as I kneaded her soft flesh. I took both nipples in my fingers and squeezed them hard. I could feel little ripples of pleasure go through her as the slight pain quickly converted to pleasure. I bent my head and kissed her neck, working slowly up to her ear. "I'm going to fuck you until you scream so loud the entire city will hear."
"Ohhhh!!!" Abigail moaned and pushed her breast out to my squeezing fingers.
Keeping one breast in my hand, I reached down and pushed her dress down her hips. Abigail gasped as it fell in a heap at her ankles. I could feel her entire body trembling in excitement. My hand slipped down her soft ass to the crease. I reached underneath from behind and pressed my hand between her legs. It was my turn to gasp when I felt her sopping vagina. "God you're wet."
Abigail moaned and spread her legs.
I rubbed my fingers back and forth across the swollen inner lips. Her honey was literally dripping through my fingers and to the elevator floor. I searched and found her pulsing hole and pushed two fingers inside.
"Oh Jesus," Abigail groaned as she rose up on her toes.
As I began to move my fingers in and out, I added a third finger. Suddenly, her hips began to move back and forth frantically. Gradually I increased the speed until I was holding her up with one arm around her waist and literally "fucking" her with my hand. The squishing sound echoed around the elevator, as my hand became a blur. Her juice splattered on her thighs.
"Ohhhhhh Jesusssss!!!" Abigail moaned and began to convulse in my arms. Her legs trembled and her knees buckled.
Abigail isn't a large woman so I had no trouble holding her up as her body convulsed in climax. When her trembling slowed, I turned her around and held her to my chest, her breathing ragged and uneven. Without waiting for her to recover fully, I pushed her back until her buttocks touched the cold brass of the handrail. I lifted her slightly, sitting her on the narrow rail. I worked to open my zipper and bring out my almost painfully throbbing penis.
Abigail looked up at me with lust-crazed eyes. "Oh God yes, fuck me!" she gasped and wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. She didn't seem to care anymore that she was in a public place, totally naked.
With one quick movement, I buried my penis in her very accommodating hole. Abigail screamed in pleasure as her sweet flesh caressed my penis like a glove. I was too excited to be gentle and began to pound into her. I lowered my head and sucked her lips into my mouth, stifling a mutual moan of pleasure. Her legs squeezed me in a vise. I was pretty sure that my pants were going to be soaked in front but I was too excited to care at the moment.
I think Abigail began to climax the moment I entered her. I could feel contractions deep in her hole, squeezing me and working me to a peak far too quickly. I had been worked up from the moment we got into the car so I knew that I wasn't going to last very long.
"Oh God... I'm going to cum," I moaned.
"Yes, yes, yes," she responded and increased the bucking of her hips.
A second later I moaned and began to climax. I pushed into her as deeply as I could go and then released my seed. The pulsing seemed to go on for an extra long time. It might have been the situation, but whatever the reason, I kept shooting until my juice overflowed and began to run out of her stuffed hole.
Finally, when my penis stopped squirting and began to soften, I collapsed onto her, pressing her back to the window. I kissed her lips one last time. When I stepped back, my penis pulled from her hole, releasing a torrent of my sperm.
"Jesus," Abigail gasped. When she looked down she sighed and said, "I'm a mess and I don't have any panties."
I think that was a hint to give her panties back.
"Gee, I think I lost them somewhere. Actually, I believe I saw Paulo with them." I looked at her, trying to hold back my smile.
Abigail's eyes opened in shock, but then she smiled.
I told you she was a kinky lady.
"Don't worry, I have a solution." With that I lifted her legs again and went to my knees.
"Oh God," Abigail groaned as my mouth went between her legs.
By the time I led Abigail off the elevator, her body was like Jello. We both looked a mess; her hair was a disaster and her makeup smeared; my pants and jacket were wrinkled and there was a damp spot on my crotch... not to mention that my face was crusty with our combined juices. The Valet must have thought that we were on a drunken binge.
I just smiled at his strange look.
Abigail let me drive home. As I did, she leaned into me and fell asleep. Just as I was parking in front of her house, my cell phone rang. It was my friend at INS. I wasn't surprised that he was calling so late. These people work strange hours because they are dealing with time zones all over the world. He said that he had checked into Maria's boyfriend's situation and had discovered that he had been deported by mistake. There was a mix up with someone with the same name. In fact, the mistake was already in the process of being corrected before I had called. He said that they would expedite the return of Juan's green card. I disguised the conversation because I thought it was better if Abigail didn't know. I talked in monotone, however I was very excited by the news.
It had been a wonderful evening.
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Part IV
Chapter 1
It was barely light outside when I slipped my arm from around Abigail and crawled out of her bed. I dressed quietly, wrote a note to her and left it on the nightstand. I thanked Abigail for a delightful evening and said I would see her on Monday. As I left the house I decided to slip around to the back to see if Maria was up yet. She was an early riser so I thought I would take a chance. The truth was that I couldn't wait to tell her the good news about her boyfriend.
I saw that there was a light on so I tapped lightly on the door. A minute later, the door opened and I saw Maria peek her head from the opening. Her hair was damp and she looked like she had just taken a shower. "Good morning," I whispered. "I'm sorry to disturb you but I have some good news and I couldn't wait to tell you."
"Hi Jim," she said and smiled but looked a little nervous. She was wearing a white terry-cloth robe that she held closed at her chest.
I was a little surprised when she didn't open the door for me to come inside. Then I looked behind her and saw a pretty young girl standing in the doorway of the bedroom. She was dark skinned like Maria but smaller. It appeared that she had a bed sheet wrapped around her. I said, "Oh I'm sorry, I didn't know that you had a guest." I think I saw Maria blush.
"Sorry Jim," Maria said. She opened the door a little wider and turned her head toward the young girl and said, "This is a friend of mine, Juanita. She is visiting America."
"Hi," I said and waived my hand at her. She responded with a shy wave.
"Juanita doesn't speak much English. She is staying with some friends in Roxbury but spent last night with me."
It appeared as though they had slept together since she was standing in the doorway to Maria's bedroom and seemed to be naked under the sheet. I tried not to look surprised, but I was, just a little. However, I knew from growing up with sisters that girls often sleep together platonically and think nothing of it. It's an entirely different story for guys.
Suddenly, I realized that no one was speaking and that I was staring. I regained my composure and said, "Listen, I can come back later."
"No... uh... please come in." She opened the door wider and said, "I was just going to fix breakfast. Would you like to join us?"
I hesitated for a second and then stepped inside. "Uh... no thanks. Maria, I just wanted to tell you that Juan should be coming back to the U.S. soon. His green card is going to be returned."
For a second, Maria looked at me like she didn't understand. Then the cobwebs began to clear and suddenly her face lit up. "Oh my God," she screamed and leaped into my arms. I stumbled backward and fell over the arm of the sofa with Maria on top of me, nearly throwing both of us to the floor. She began kissing my face and squirming in unbridled excitement. I could feel the warmth of her naked body under her robe and, although I had been very satisfied last night, I felt myself getting excited. By the time her lips found mine I was hard. Then I suddenly remembered that we had an audience. I pushed Maria off of me and sat up, trying to regain my composure.
Maria turned to Juanita and told her in excited Spanish what had happened. The young girl's face broke into a bright smile and she put her hand over her mouth to stifle a scream.
Maria turned back to me and hugged me again. "What happened... how... when...?" she gushed in excitement. Then she curled up next to me with her legs under her, waiting for the story.
"Well, it appears that it was all a big mistake. Juan's name got confused with a less desirable person that is in this country illegally. The INS is still looking for him. But Maria, the truth is that I didn't do much."
"No, no, no, I know you did it," Maria said and began to kiss and hug me again.
If she wanted to believe that I had done it, then who was I to dissuade her. Forgetting about our audience, I turned the sexy woman until she was lying in my arms.
"Kiss me," she said as she stared up at me.
I brought my lips down to hers and moaned as I felt her tongue immediately enter my mouth. Then, to my total surprise she reached for my hand and brought it to her covered breast. As I continued to kiss her, my hand slipped inside her robe and grasped one soft and warm mound of flesh. We both moaned as our kisses turned very passionate.
I pulled away briefly and looked up. I saw Juanita watching us with excitement on her face. My hand was still on Maria's breast, under her robe, as I cleared my throat. Maria opened her eyes and turned to look at her friend. Then, to my surprise, she sat up and slipped her robe from her shoulders, baring both breasts. Without a word she went back into my arms, pulled my head down and almost forced a hard nipple into my mouth. I moaned again and began to suck.
Maria began to squirm with excitement and I could feel her hips moving on the sofa. Boldly I reached my hand down and slipped it between her thighs. If she didn't care that her friend was watching I wasn't going to worry about it either. I felt her tremble and then she opened her legs allowing my hand free access to her already wet sex. My finger searched through her fat lips until I found her pulsing hole. I pushed my finger inside her warm tunnel. Suddenly, the room was electrified with our passion. I sucked first one breast and then the other as my finger began to move in and out.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Maria moaned as she gasped for breath and moved her hips in rhythm with my finger movement.
I had no intention of stopping. However, just as I was moving my mouth to her other nipple I felt something. I pulled my head back and saw Juanita standing at my knees, totally naked. I must have gasped because Maria opened her eyes. I looked from one woman to the other. I couldn't read either expression and for a moment I was worried that I was going to be in the middle of a fight. I had the sudden urge to run. Then I saw the corners of Maria's lips turn up in an almost imperceptible smile. She pulled my head back down to her now heaving breast. As I began to suck her nipple again I felt Juanita push my legs apart and go to her knees. Maria sat up and let Juanita have room. My heart was pounding in my chest as I looked down and saw the big brown eyes of Maria's friend staring back at me. I groaned when she reached for the zipper of my pants. Maria pulled my head back to her breast to cut off any protest. A second later I felt my belt buckle being opened. Maria leaned close to my ear and whispered, "Lift up."
I continued to suck her nipple as I lifted my hips and let Juanita pull my pants to my ankles. As usual I wasn't wearing underwear.
I heard a gasp and then I heard Juanita say "Beautiful." The cool room air on my naked lower half forced a tremor of excitement through me. A second later I felt a warm hand wrap around my throbbing penis. At that point, I wrenched my head from Maria's grasp. What I saw almost made me climax; Juanita was on her knees between my legs, her face just inches from my exposed groin. She was staring at my throbbing penis with her dark brown eyes wide open. A shudder went through my legs as I watched her stick out her tongue and begin to lick my balls. Then I moaned and spread my legs wider, throwing my head back in submission. Suddenly I felt the young girl's mouth on my penis. I gasped and lifted my hips. I closed my eyes in fear that the incredible sight would have me climaxing in her face. If I hadn't had sex with Abigail so recently I probably would have climaxed.
Maria slipped her hand down and joined Juanita's as she turned back to me and pressed her warm and wet mouth to mine. I moaned almost helplessly as both women brought me incredible pleasure. In my wildest dreams I never imagined I would actually be having sex with two women at the same time. My hips began to move up and down as both women worked on me. Juanita would suck the head of my penis as Maria pumped the shaft.
"Juanita is a good... how you say... 'Cock sucker'," Maria whispered and laughed. "You'd never believe that she's a virgin."
I was so far gone that Maria's words barely registered. However, she was quite right about her friend being a good "Cock sucker." Her mouth felt like a vacuum cleaner. She would suck the head then lick down the shaft to my balls and back again. Then she would use her tongue to make little butterfly flicks just under the head. I felt her hand cupping my testicles while Maria continued to squeeze my penis.
I was moving rapidly toward a climax when Maria said something to Juanita that I couldn't quite hear. I watched as Maria moved slightly away from me and relaxed back onto the sofa. Then, to my total amazement, Juanita slipped from between my legs and knelt between Maria's. I hadn't thought that I could get anymore excited than I already was. I was wrong.
Juanita began to kiss slowly up Maria's soft thighs. Her tongue came out and left a wet trail as she moved closer and closer to the older woman's vagina. Then Maria moaned something in Spanish that I couldn't understand and almost violently pulled the girl's head until her mouth was buried in her wet flesh.
"Oh yes little darling, eat me!" Maria gasped in her native language. I understood that. Her hips began to move up and down as she directed the young girl's mouth. It was apparent that this wasn't the first time they had done this.
My excitement was greater than anything I had ever felt before or maybe since. I stared in fascination as the two women lost themselves in mutual pleasure. I could see that Juanita's face was getting very wet, attesting to Maria's excitement. I knew what that felt like. But Juanita didn't seem to mind and her mouth began to work more frantically. The sounds of her sucking mouth echoed around the room. It appeared that Maria was getting very close to a climax. However, before that could happen she pushed Juanita gently away. I could see a surprised look on the girl's face.
I sat in stunned silence, still unable to believe what was happening, as Maria turned to me. "Fuck me," she gasped. Then without asking she pushed me back and threw her leg across my waist, straddling my middle. A second later her large chest was pressed against me and she was searching for my penis with her hand. Juanita found it first. I could feel her mouth cover the head one last time before she fitted my penis to Maria's more than ready hole. When the head touched the hole, Maria hissed in pleasure and with one quick movement took me to the hilt. All three of us moaned.
Maria began to move slowly up and down as her mouth devoured mine. Soon we were rutting like two dogs in heat; my penis slipping in and out of her pulsing hole, making a sloppy sucking sound as her hips moved up and down in a rapid jerking fashion. Just when I thought the pleasure couldn't get any better, I felt Juanita moving closer to where our bodies were connected. I gasped as she began to lick my balls again. Her tongue started there and quickly moved upward until it was sliding up and down on the exposed section of my now very wet penis.
"Oh Jesus Maria," I gasped as the combination of Juanita's tongue and the tightness of Maria's vagina brought me close to my peak.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Maria screamed and her body began to convulse as she bounced up and down in abandon now.
"Ohhhhh!" I moaned as my balls tightened and suddenly I began to shoot my cream into her grasping hole.
Juanita struggled to keep her face at our joined groins as the two of us shuddered in climax. Maria clenching hole and Juanita's searching tongue made my climax last for what seemed like a long, long time. My testicles felt like they were shrivel to nothing as the sperm left them and filled Maria's willing hole.
A few seconds later Maria collapsed on top of me, her breathing ragged like mine. Her head was buried in my neck and I could feel her hot breath on my skin. When she could finally speak again, she whispered "Thank you."
"I should be thanking you," I answered breathlessly.
"No, I mean for getting Juan's card back."
I started to again say that I hadn't really done anything but it didn't seem necessary. Instead I whispered, "You're more than welcome."
Maria slowly lifted up and I felt my rapidly shrinking penis slip out of her. She flopped down on the sofa beside me. When we looked down, we saw Juanita still on her knees between my legs with a wide smile on her face. I had briefly forgotten about her in the heat of our climax.
Maria startled me when she said, "Mr. Adams is all messy Juanita. Be a good girl and clean him up."
With that Juanita moved back toward my groin and began to lick away our combined juices. I stared in amazement as she used her tongue to clean me like a cat licking milk from a bowl. I felt tingling in my groin again. However, after the two episodes of sex in less than eight hours, there was no way I was getting hard.
When the pretty dark haired girl was done with me she sat back with a shy smile and licked her wet lips. I saw Maria smile at her and then she slowly opened her legs. Without hesitation Juanita moved between them. I watched as she began to kiss up Maria's soft thighs again. Maria leaned back on the sofa and closed her eyes. Her hands slipped down and grasped Juanita's hair. She directed her face toward her saturated groin and moaned contentedly as her familiar lips touched her swollen vagina.
Within seconds both women were so absorbed that it was as if I was no longer in the room. I watched for a few minutes until I began to feel like a "third wheel." I said, "I guess I had better get going before Abigail wakes up."
Maria's eyes opened and she looked over at me and said, "Would you like to stay for breakfast?" Maria face was glowing with lust again and her legs were now over Juanita's shoulders, her thighs squeezing her cheeks tightly. All that I could see of Juanita face was her forehead and her eyebrows.
"I'd love to but I really have to get back to Bo. Can I take a rain check?"
"Anytime," she sighed with a dreamy look on her face.
I got up, put my pants on and walked to the door. As I stepped outside, I took one last look back and saw Maria pulling Juanita up and their lips going together. I shook my head in amazement.
Chapter 2
I walked around my house in a fog for the rest of the day. The events of the last 24 hours were muddling my thoughts. I thought of Abigail, Maria and Juanita. I couldn't believe that I had had sex with three beautiful women in one day. I was starting to think that this couldn't be real or that I had died and gone to heaven.
The ringing telephone brought me out of my haze for a moment. It was Katie.
"Hi Katie."
"Hi," she said brightly. "I was thinking that I don't really have anything to do tomorrow and was wondering if you wanted to go on a little picnic... I know a wonderful place not far from here... its beautiful and so peaceful." She said the words in a rush, nervously.
I hesitated for a second. I am embarrassed to admit that I thought about her being a virgin and that there might not be sex involved.
Before I could respond Katie said, "I'm sorry, I guess you have plans."
"Uh no... no I don't... I'd love to go on a picnic," I responded quickly.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. I'm just a little fogy this early in the morning. Do you mind if I bring Bo?"
"Of course, that's why I'm inviting you," she said with a smile in her voice and then added, "I love Bo but I figured that you wouldn't let him go without you."
We both laughed.
"I'll prepare everything and even pick you up. How about 11 A.M.?"
I could hear excitement in her voice and I smiled at her enthusiasm. "Great. I'll bring the wine. See you tomorrow."
It took me the rest of the day to finally get the cobwebs from my mind. When I did, I began to think of Katie. She was a sweet and beautiful girl and the kind that I could easily get hung up on. However, it wasn't a good time for a monogamous relationship for me. I obviously still had some wild oats to sow.
I was ready and waiting outside with Bo when Katie pulled up on Sunday morning. I was relieved to see that she was driving an old station wagon because I was worried about Bo trashing her car. The wagon didn't look like it could be trashed anymore than it already was.
Katie got out of the car and opened the back and I let Bo jump in. She was wearing a pair of tan safari shorts that fit her buttocks like a second skin and flared at the leg openings. On top she was wearing a yellow, long sleeved shirt that was tied in a knot at her stomach. The sleeves were rolled up and there were several buttons open in the front. I could see her orange sized breasts bouncing freely as she walked. The dark outlines of her nipples were clearly visible under the thin material.
I had on a pair of cargo shorts, sandals and a tight v-neck T-shirt.
It was a beautiful and warm "Indian summer" day as we headed out of town toward the mountains.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"There is a little lake in the mountains north of here. There shouldn't be anyone there this time of year." Katie looked at me with a wide grin.
I wasn't sure what the grin meant but there was a sparkle in her eyes.
It took a little over an hour to reach the lake. We turned off the main road and Katie followed a pine tree lined dirt road until we came to a clearing overlooking a large lake.
"Wow," I said as we jumped out of the car and stood with Katie on a hill overlooking the lake below. There was a well-worn path down the hill to a small sandy beach. "Bo's going to love this," I said. I went around and let him out of the back. We took the picnic basket and a blanket and walked down the hill. Bo suddenly took off toward the lake. He loves the water and he was already in by the time we got to the bottom of the hill. We spread the blanket out and sat down.
"Look at Bo!" Katie laughed.
He was swimming around chasing geese. They would take flight for a few seconds and land a few yards away from the furiously swimming dog. They seemed to find him more of a nuisance than a threat.
"He'll never catch them but that doesn't stop him from trying," I laughed. Then I leaned back on my elbow, propped my head on my hand and looked at the pretty girl sitting next to me. "This is nice. Thanks for inviting me."
"You're welcome," Katie answered as she leaned back on both elbows. The action served to stretch her blouse over her breasts, outlining the curves and the dark nipples. She was staring out at the lake and apparently didn't see me looking. "I used to come here all the time," she said almost in a sigh. "It's so peaceful and quite. It's a great place to think. Especially when life seems to be moving too fast."
I realized that this was a special place for Katie and I suddenly felt honored that she had invited me. I was still staring at her beautiful profile when she turned and smiled at me.
"What?" she asked.
"You're beautiful."
She blushed and changed the subject, asking, "Are you hungry?"
"I could eat."
We took the food out of the basket and set it up on the blanket. Katie had prepared ham sandwiches, homemade potato salad, macaroni salad, and fudge brownies. She also took out the only thing I had contributed-the bottle of wine.
"You went to a lot of trouble. I feel like such a mooch," I said as she opened the salads and prepared the plates.
"Nonsense. I love to cook."
"Beautiful and a cook too! Quite a powerful combination." Suddenly I realized how chauvinistic that sounded.
However, Katie smiled and didn't seem to take offense.
The salads were delicious. I hadn't thought I was hungry but I finished everything and asked for more. A while later, most of the food was gone and the wine bottle was empty. We were lying on the blanket looking up at the bright sun in a wine-induced haze when suddenly a torrent of water cascaded over us. Both of us screamed and jumped up. Bo was shaking his body violent to throw water off his coat.



"Bo!" I screamed and reached down and pushed him away. He thought I wanted to play and jumped up on me and knocked me on my butt in the sand. Then he pounced on me. Katie roared with laughter as I fought the wet dog off. I struggled to find a piece of driftwood and threw it as far as I could. Bo jumped off me and charged after it.
I looked up at Katie and saw her merriment. "Very funny," I said. Then I saw that Katie's blouse was soaked with large wet spots across her chest, making it almost transparent. She saw my stare and looked down.
She pulled her blouse out and away from her breasts and shook it. "Oh well, it'll dry eventually," she sighed. Then her expression changed and she got a naughty look on her face. "Since we're already soaked, why don't we go skinny-dipping?"
My eyes opened wide in surprise. It was apparent that the wine was having an affect on Katie. "I... uh... Katie," I stammered.
"Don't be a stick in the mud," she said and began to untie the knot in her blouse.
I sat with my mouth open as she finished untying the knot and then opened the one button holding her blouse together. She hesitated for a second before opening her blouse and then she quickly pulled it off her shoulders.
Suddenly she was standing half-naked in front of me. I almost gasped as my unbelieving eyes stared at her perfectly rounded breasts. They sat high on her chest, were milk white, showing she was rarely in the sun, and there were freckles on the top running almost to her nipples. The nipples were small and pink and perfectly suited to her breasts. They were already hard. I felt my penis pulse and begin to grow in my shorts.
Katie stood there for a minute, almost posing, letting me stare at her. Then she reached down and unsnapped the button on her shorts. Her hands were suddenly trembling as she pulled the zipper down and then quickly pushed her shorts down her legs.
This time I did gasp as her lower half was revealed. She had on a pair of tiny thong panties that barely covered her vagina. Her thighs were creamy and lightly freckled like the rest of her body. I don't think I have ever seen skin as smooth and blemish free as hers.
"Come on, it's your turn," Katie said as she pulled me to my feet. Then she sat on the blanket where I had been. She pulled her thighs up to her chest and placed her arms around her legs and then her head on her knees. Her pretty eyes stared at me, sparkling in anticipation.
As I stood uncomfortably in front of her, I felt the wine go to my head and make me sway. I took a deep breath, looked around and saw that Bo was in the water chasing the geese again. I hesitated, looking for some excuse not to strip in front of this beautiful girl. There appeared to be no way out. "Katie... uh... listen are you sure you want to do this?"
"Chicken," she said with a smile, her eyes and words daring me.
In spite of how uncomfortable I was, I felt myself getting excited again. My penis throbbed in my shorts and began to lengthen down my leg.
Katie's eyes went to my shorts. "Is that a pistol in your pocket or are you just glad to see me," she chuckled, quoting Mae West. While there was bravado in her stare, I detected a tremble in her voice that told me that she was just as nervous as I was.
"Uh... I don't... I don't have any underwear on." I thought I should warn her.
"Not a problem for me," she said flippantly. However, her rapid breathing showed that she was getting excited.
When it didn't appear that she was going to let me off the hook, I sighed and pulled my shirt over my head and dropped it to the blanket. I could see her eyes on my chest and my excitement grew. I hesitated before opening my belt. Then, I glanced up and down the deserted beach and slowly pulled my zipper down. "Are... are you sure about this?" I said again, giving her one last chance. She didn't answer but I could see excitement on her face. I let my shorts drop.
Katie sucked in her breath as my already half hardened penis was revealed. She had felt it in her hand the other night but I don't think she had seen it clearly. It pulsed and continued to harden in response to her stare. She actually licked her lips and for a moment I thought she was going to reach out and grab it. However, instead, she jumped up and ran down the beach, screaming, "Last one in is a rotten egg."
I watched her sexy butt as she ran for the water. Finally I shrugged and ran after her, my now fully hard penis bouncing in front of me. I heard her scream as she dove headfirst into the cold water. I did the same, the chill of the water engulfing me and taking care of my erection. I swam with strong strokes toward her. I had been a lifeguard for many summers and have always been a strong swimmer, so it was easy to catch her. When I did, she giggled and thrashed in my arms. We were in water a little over waist deep so I picked her up and threw her and then dove under to grab her again. Within a few minutes we were breathless and clinging to one another. It took my penis only a second to realize that I had a beautiful and half-naked woman in my arms.
Suddenly, our movements stopped and we stared at each other. Her hair was dripping and there were little rivers of water running down her face. I reached up and wiped her forehead and ran my hand down to her cheek. Her lips were open in anticipation as her eyes stared into mine. My lips moved toward hers almost in slow motion. We moaned as they touched and my tongue entered her mouth. I could feel my penis now pulsing against her inner thigh.
Katie could feel it too and groaned when she felt it rubbing the sensitive skin of her thighs. Her tongue forced mine back and entered my mouth. My arms wrapped around her back, pulling her close and forcing her breasts tightly to my chest. Soon the world around us faded. There was only she and I and the warmth of our naked bodies.
My penis was now at full staff again. Suddenly I felt Katie open her legs and let my penis slip between them. When the pulsing head touched her sex lips, I thought that she was going to let me enter. However, instead she lifted up slightly and let it slip past until it came out the back. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping me. I pulled my mouth from her and saw that her eyes were closed and that her mouth was open; there was undeniable pleasure in her expression. She began to rock her hips back and forth, causing her soft nether lips to massage the top of my shaft.
"Oh God Katie," I moaned.
She opened her eyes and suddenly pulled away from me. She stared into my eyes for a second as if she had to make a decision. Then she took my hand and pulled me toward shore. I followed behind her as we walked slowly up the sand toward the blanket. I admit that my eyes spend a lot of time staring as her sexy butt as it swayed with each step in the sand. When we were standing at the blanket, Katie turned and melted into my arms. Our lips went together and we were squirming against each other again. Her nipples burned into my chest like hot coals and my penis was dripping juice onto her thigh as our lips devoured each other, our tongues fighting for possession of the other's mouth.
I began to gently pull her down to the blanket. When I had her on her back, I slipped between her legs. My penis was throbbing and the head was touching her vagina. Katie pulled her lips from mine and looked into my eyes. This time I saw a worried look mixed with the passion.
"Jim... God Jim, I want to... but I'm not... I'm not ready yet." She said the words as if she could barely get them from her mouth. I could see that she was struggling with her emotions. "I can't."
To say I was disappointed would have been a gross understatement. I don't believe that I was every more ready then I was at that moment. However, I wasn't about to force myself on her. I said, "I understand." I didn't really but then I am a guy. With that, I began to kiss down her neck and across her breasts. As I licked toward her nipple, my tongue found tiny droplets of water that had been warmed by her body. I took them into my mouth and swallowed as if they had come from her and not the lake. Then, I sucked one of the hard nipples into my mouth and my fingers found the other. Katie moaned and squirmed under my caresses. I worked on her breasts for quite some time, sucking first one then the other until the only moisture left was my saliva. She quivered under me and shuddered with what I thought might have been a small climax. Then I began to kiss down her stomach.
"Oh God Jim... what are you doing?"
I lifted my head and whispered in a firm tone, "I'm going to eat you." Katie moaned and I felt her tremble like she was cold. However, her body was burning hot now. I began to kiss down her stomach again. I stopped at her belly button and pushed my tongue into the accumulated water that had gathered there. I tickled the little indentation before I slowly moved lower. My tongue circled the soft skin of her lower belly, moving down until it reached the elastic waist of her panties. I pulled back and looked down. The panties were totally transparent now and I could see her pubic hair. Without asking, I stripped off the tiny strip of material and threw it into the sand. Then I moved quickly to my knees between her legs. She didn't resist when I lifted her thighs and spread her legs. I saw that her head was pressed back onto the blanket and that her eyes were closed tightly. Her mouth was open as she gasped for breath. I think at that point, I could have done anything that I wanted.
It was my turn to moan as I gazed down at her swollen sex. Her pubic hair was strawberry blond and trimmed neatly; the water had matted the sparse hair, revealing her pink inner lips. My mouth was drawn to her center. I started at the top of her pubic mound and began to gently kiss then lick the soft down of hair. Slowly I worked my tongue downward. I used my fingers to pry open the outer lips. Then I paused and pulled my head back and looked at her swollen vagina.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Katie moaned and pushed her hips upward impatiently.
I stared at her little clit as it peeked from the protective covering. It looked like a miniature penis head, swollen with the skin stretched until it was shiny. I lapped at it with my tongue and felt Katie buck her hips up at me. She wanted more contact. Instead I pulled away and kissed her thighs on one side and then the other. Then I moved my tongue until it was at the lower edge of her dripping hole. I flattened it and lapped upward.
"Oh Jesus," Katie screamed and she reached for my head, grabbing my hair.
I smiled as her thighs tightened on my head as my tongue began to lick up and down her now quivering inner lips. Finally I centered my tongue on her hole and I pushed in as far as I could go.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" Katie went wild. Her thighs squeezed my head like a vise and her hips bucked upward. I began to suck her flesh like I was sucking a warm and juicy peach. Somewhere in the background I heard Katie scream that she was going to cum. I moved my mouth upward and sucked her clit. Katie went over the top. Her entire body stiffened. I pressed my mouth down hard and sucked even harder. Suddenly I was having a difficult time holding onto her as she convulsed violently. I was truly amazed by the extent of her reaction and the length of time her climax lasted. She twisted and turned and went up on her shoulders; her heels digging into my back as her hands grasped the blanket and sand underneath.
When her body finally began to relax, I followed her down, continuing to suck her wet sex lips. When she relaxed her thighs, I looked up at her. I could see that her breasts were still heaving and that her head was lying on the blanket, turned to the side. I pulled back; carefully removing her legs from my shoulders and letting them fall to the blanket. Then I crawled up next to her and pulled her still trembling body into my arms. She buried her head, almost shyly, in my neck. I was surprised when I heard her sobbing. It occurred to me that I had probably done something wrong or that she regretted what she had let me do. I let her sob for a few minutes before I got the nerve to say, "What's wrong Katie?"
She pulled her tear-streaked face from my neck and looked at me. "Nothing," she said between sobs. "That was... that was the most amazing thing that has ever happened to me."
"It wasn't your... your first time was it?" I asked stupidly.
She smiled and her face colored. "No. Abigail... Abigail has... you know... has done that to me... plenty of times. But... but it has never been that good. I thought I was going to faint."
"Wow," I whispered to myself. I was amazed that she thought that I was as good at oral sex as a woman could be. I took it as quite a compliment. However, it was probably because, unlike with Abigail, she had feelings toward me. I know that I feelings for her.
"Well, I guess we had better be going," I said, figuring the fun was over. However, Katie had other ideas.
"I don't think so," she said as she grabbed my arm with one hand and pulled me back, wiping the tears from her cheeks with the other. Then she pushed on my chest until I was on my back again. She smiled and reached down to grasp my still throbbing penis.
"You don't have to do anything to me," I said hoping desperately that she wouldn't agree. I sat up.
"I want to," she whispered. "But... but I have... I've never done it to a man before."
"Really?" I said in surprise. Katie was full of surprises. I almost asked if that meant that she had done it to a woman but I caught myself. That wouldn't have been gentlemanly.
"I've wanted to and ... and well guys have always wanted me to but I have never liked anyone enough," she whispered shyly. Then she looked at me with almost a little girl smile and said, "Will... will you show me how... you know... how a man likes it?"
I got a wide grin on my face and said, "It would be my pleasure. Just do what you like to have done to you. I'll tell you what I like best." With that I sat up for a minute to look for Bo. I saw him running down the beach now with something in his mouth. I glanced over Katie's shoulder and saw that her panties were gone. Smart dog! I thought and almost laughed. I moved over and gave Katie a little more room on the blanket and lay back down on my back again, pulling her with me. I turned and kissed Katie's lips and then gently pushed her head downward.
She took the hint and began to kiss down my chest as I had done to her. Her mouth stopped at my nipples where she gently sucked them and used her teeth to nibble on the little nubs. Then she began to work her way down my body, stopping occasionally to bite me gently here and there. As her lips reached my pubic mound, her hand wrapped around my almost painfully throbbing penis. There was a veritable river of my juice streaming down the shaft. She used it to lubricate the shaft as her hand began to move up and down. Her face was but inches from my throbbing penis. I closed my eyes and moaned when she began to lick the head. She held the shaft tightly and used her tongue to flick the sensitive area just under the crown. My legs trembled and I moaned to let her know how much I liked that.
Katie teased the head with her tongue before she took it into her mouth for the first time. I heard her moan deep in her throat and felt her sucking.
"Oh Jesus Katie," I gasped as her teeth gently scraped across my swollen head. The scraping was accidental, because of her inexperience, but it was also gentle enough to be pleasurable. I moaned when she used her teeth to nibble at the sensitive head. Then she began to pump her hand and suck at the same time. The excitement of the day was bringing me rapidly to a peak. I placed my hands on Katie's face and turned it toward me. I saw that my penis was stretching her mouth almost painfully, but her eyes were still wild with excitement. "Katie... I'm... I'm getting close," I warned and then added, "You don't have to take it... take my cum in your mouth."
Katie moaned and she reached up and forcefully pulled my hands away from her face. She began to suck harder and her hand moved faster.
"Oh God," I gasped as I felt my balls begin to churn. I could feel my balls tightening, preparing. My hips lifted from the blanket, forcing my penis deep into her mouth. "Ahhhhheeeee!!!" I screamed as suddenly my sperm hurtled up the shaft and into Katie's sucking mouth. My body was consumed in pleasure as pulse after pulse of warm cream shot from the head of my penis. I could feel Katie swallowing everything I had. She didn't miss a beat as her hand pumped me, forcing every drop of sperm from my balls.
Finally my hips fell back to the blanket. I felt and then heard my penis slip from Katie's mouth with a wet pop. I looked down with blurry eyes to see her swallow one last time and then lay her head heavily on my stomach. When I regained a little strength I pulled her up and kissed her. "Thank you," I said. "I've had that done a few times in my life but nothing that good." She blushed but didn't answer.
As the sun began to set over the lake we gathered up our belongings.
"Where are my panties?" Katie asked.
I looked at Bo and I swear that if a dog could smile, he did. "I guess maybe a goose snatched them," I said and laughed.
Katie looked at me and said, "Yeah, right!"
It was obvious that she thought that I had taken them. I held out my hands with my palms up and shrugged my shoulders. It wasn't the first time that Bo had gotten me into trouble.
Katie slipped on her shorts without panties and we walked to the car arm in arm. I put Bo in the back of the wagon, where he immediately fell asleep, and we headed home.
Chapter 3
As I suspected, I couldn't get Katie from my mind. She had gotten under my skin whether I wanted it or not. However, I knew that I had to resist. I had too many distractions to consider a permanent relationship and besides, I was pretty sure that she didn't want that either.
I avoided Katie all day. Finally, late on Monday, I checked her office and I was almost relieved to find that she wasn't there. Then I headed for Abigail's office to thank her again for the dinner on Friday night and the fun afterward. However, just as I was about to knock on the door, it opened and Katie walked out. I stepped back and stared at her in surprise. It was obvious from her look that she was surprised to see me as well. Hair was messed up and her clothes rumpled. I naturally assumed that she and Abigail had just had one of Abigail's "meetings." Strangely, instead of being angry or jealous, I somehow felt better. Katie being there more or less confirmed that she wasn't going to, or couldn't, change her routine for me.
"Hi," I said brightly when I had regained my composure.
Katie looked flustered and didn't respond.
"Catching up with Abigail I see."
"Uh... uh... yes," she said haltingly.
"It's all right Katie," I said meaningfully, nodding toward the door. However, she still seemed uncomfortable. "I understand Katie... really I do. You know I've been there too." I couldn't tell if she believed that I understood or not but she finally looked a little relieved.
She smiled slightly, leaned forward and whispered, "Call me tonight."
I smiled back and nodded. "Sure. And thanks again for the picnic yesterday. I really enjoyed it."
Katie blushed prettily and said, "I have to hurry." With that she disappeared down the hall.
I decided to wait for a better time to talk to Abigail since I guessed that she would be indisposed. However, as I turned to go I almost bumped into Molly.
"Oh Mr. Adams, just the person I was looking for," Molly gushed. "The sorority house that I'm rushing for is having a mixer Wednesday night and the girls were wondering if you would be the school chaperone... please." Her pretty blue eyes flashed at me. "I guarantee that you'll have fun."



I wasn't sure that the school required a chaperone and in fact, I was pretty certain that it didn't. However, I was just as certain that Molly would see to it that I had fun. But, it was the kind of fun that could get me into a lot of trouble-underage drinking and young girls. "I don't know Molly. I have a lot of work to catch up on."
"Please Mr. Adams. I'll get into a lot of trouble if you don't show up."
"Why on earth will you get into trouble if I don't come to your party?"
"I'm a pledge and if we don't accomplish the task... well some of the girls can be pretty cruel."
"Oh, I see." I wasn't totally ignorant of the hazing that still went on in colleges across the country. I looked down the empty hall before I said only half facetiously, "So you'll get a spanking if I don't show up?"
"Yes," she whispered with a surprisingly worried look on her face.
"I might pay to see that." The words were out of my mouth before I thought. I could feel my face turn red.
On the other hand, Molly's face turned from worried to lustful and she said, "You can spank me Mr. Adams... but it'll cost you a 'B' on my final exam." A big smile crossed her pretty face.
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. Here I was an intelligent man of 30 letting a teenager get one up on me. "Uh... uh..." I stuttered and tried to change the subject. "Uh... let me check to see if I can get my work done before Wednesday."
"Oh goodie," Molly squealed and jumped into my arms. She kissed my lips before I could push her away.
"Molly!" I scolded again looking down the empty hall.
She giggled and said, "You won't regret it Mr. Adams. I promise." With that she boldly reached down and grabbed my penis and squeezed it. Then she turned and walked down the hall. I watched in stunned silence as she swayed her sexy ass purposefully at me. I felt my face turn red when she looked back and saw me watching.
I agonized over whether I should go to the party or not. However, in the end, my lust overcame my reluctance, as it always did.
I don't know what time the party had started but by the time I arrived at 8 P.M. on Wednesday night it was in full swing. The sorority house was a large turn-of-the-century home that probably had twenty rooms. It was packed with kids; many of whom were already drunk. I couldn't tell which kids were 21 and who was under age, so I wasn't sure what good I was going to do as a chaperone. However, I was still sure that that wasn't why I was invited. The truth was that I didn't know why I was invited. There were plenty of young teachers at the school so why would they pick me? Maybe it was the fact that I had let Molly give me a blowjob in the library that gave me the edge. Maybe that showed that I was fair game. Nevertheless, there seemed to be very little upside and a lot of downside for me to be at this party. Still, the lure of Molly's promise to see that I had fun was clouding my brain. I was thinking with my penis again.
"Hi Mr. Adams," a pretty co-ed yelled to me over the loud music. It was Sondra, who I had met briefly at the library. She was in my afternoon class. "Here," she said, squeezing between dancing teenagers to hand me a beer.
"Thank you Sondra, have you seen Molly?"
"Yeah, she's around somewhere."
"Quite a party," I yelled, as I looked around at the frolicking kids.
"It's one of the biggest of the year. We get to 'introduce' the pledges to sorority life." Her face broke into a broad smile.
"I see." I didn't really but I figured I would find out.
"Well, I'll see you later," Sondra said with a smile and left me.
I wondered around, talking to the students that I knew and being introduced to others. It appeared that I was the only "adult" at the party. Suddenly, I felt a lot older than my thirty years. It was time to find another beer. Magically, Sondra appeared with a beer in her hand.
"Are you having fun yet?" she asked.
"Almost," I answered with a touch of sarcasm.
"Don't worry, you will." With that she disappeared into the crowd again.
After several beers I needed to find the rest room. I saw Sondra dancing nearby and asked her where the nearest bathroom was located. She told me it was upstairs and two doors on the right. As I walked away I remember thinking that it was a bit strange that she seemed to be wherever I was. I made my way through the thong of students and up the stairs. "One, two," I counted the doors out loud. My words sounded muted to my own ears; one of the effects of the loud music. I opened the second door and stopped dead in my tracks. It wasn't a bathroom but a dorm room. At first, my brain couldn't register what I was seeing. There were three guys standing in a row with their pants around their ankles. All three were sporting erections. However, the most amazing thing was that Molly was kneeling in front of the one in the middle sucking his penis and her hands were on the other two keeping them hard. The three boys looked over at me and smiled in an alcohol-induced haze. Molly, on the other hand, didn't seem to notice. She was far too busy sucking.
"Uh... uh..." I stuttered and began to back out of the room. Molly turned and looked at me, her eyes showing her surprise but she didn't stop sucking. As I closed the door I bumped into someone behind me. "Excuse me," I said and I turned and saw Sondra smiling at me. There she was again.
"I guess you found Molly."
"What's going on here," I whispered in a nervous voice, trying to keep voice under control.
The pretty girl smiled, lowered her voice and said, "It's like this Mr. Adams... Molly wants to join our sorority. There are twelve girls rushing tonight. We only have openings for six. To see which of them is worthy of our Sorority, they are required to "take care" of all of the guys at the party. The guys get to vote-the girls that get the highest points win."
"What do you mean by take care?" I asked stupidly.
Sondra smiled indulgently and said, "You know... give them pleasure."
The pretty girl moved very close to me and I backed up. Then, my eyes grew wide when her comment registered. I blurted, "There must be a hundred guys here!"
"Actually there are sixty-five for each girl-not counting you. They were selected very carefully... just like you." Her lips curled into a sexy smile again.
To say that I was stunned would have been a gross understatement. My mouth opened like a fish out of water but no words came out. Suddenly I realized that Sondra had backed me into an open dorm room. The noise of the door closing behind us brought me to my senses. "Uh... I have to... to get back downstairs to... uh chaperone."
"You don't think you were invited here to be a chaperone do you?"
"Uh... well... yes," I lied.
"Well, you're not doing a very good job," she laughed. Then her face turned serious and she said, "Come on Mr. Adams, there are no rules about having chaperones at parties here. This isn't high school." Sondra moved closer and pressed her substantial chest against me, forcing me back against the door. "You're not that na‹ve are you?" Sondra was a tall girl and her eyes were almost level with mine.
"No," I said unconvincingly. Suddenly, sweat broke out on my brow at the closeness of the young girl. Her body pressed harder against mine and I could feel unwanted excitement building. Sondra was a beautiful girl with long blond hair and a voluptuous figure. She was wearing a low cut tank top and a micro-mini skirt. The skirt was not only short but also so low on her hips that her pubic mount was almost visible.
"The Sorority assigned me the job to make sure that you have fun Mr. Adams. Are you having fun yet?"
That was the third time I had been asked that question. My answer was cut off by Sondra's mouth. My eyes opened wide in surprise as her tongue pushed between my lips. Suddenly, I felt her hand reach between us and grasp my rapidly swelling penis. I knew that I was in big trouble but I made no attempt to remove her hand.
When Sondra broke the kiss I saw that her eyes were burning with lust. She flattened her breasts on my chest and began to move her hand up and down my shaft. Then she leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "I've heard you like to fuck women in the ass."
My heart almost stopped at her words.
"You can fuck me in the ass if you want. In fact, you can fuck any hole I have Mr. Adams." With that, the young girl slipped to her knees in front of me.
I stood frozen from the shock of her words about me liking to "fuck women in the ass." Was she referring to what I had done to Abigail in her office? If so, how could she know? My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of my zipper being pulled down. Then I watched as Sondra reached inside and pulled my swollen penis from my pants.
"Oh yes," she whispered and took the head into her mouth without missing a beat.
I moaned in spite of the risk I was taking. I knew that this was beyond crazy but I was powerless to stop it. My hips began to move back and forth, forcing my shaft in and out of her sucking mouth. I could see her pretty eyes smiling up at me: almost smugly. As my excitement grew I reached for her head and pulled it toward me rather harshly. Sondra gagged but didn't try to pull away. Instead, she moaned and let me move my penis freely in and out of her mouth. As had happened a lot lately, my lust took over. I reached down and pulled her to her feet. Without a word I pushed her toward one of the bunk beds. It was covered with clothes and books-a typical dorm room. I pressed her against the board of the top bunk and moved my head toward her. Both of us moaned as our lips met again. Her tongue rushed into my mouth and her hips pressed against my throbbing shaft. Losing all control, I reached up and I pulled her top down until her large breasts were bare. She gasped when her breasts popped free. My hands found her soft flesh and hard nipples. I worked on both of them at the same time, squeezing her soft flesh. Suddenly, I was twisting her nipples and pressing my throbbing erection against her. She didn't seem to mind the rough treatment and gasped with approval. Our mouths were locked together and our tongues dueled. The young girl almost swooned in my arms.
She pulled her lips from mine and groaned, "Yes, yes, I love to have my nipples pinched."
I squeezed harder and felt her trembling. Then, I abruptly let them go and turned her around, forcing her to bend over with her hands on the bed. I reached under her tiny skirt and grasped her bare ass-she had forgotten to wear panties. "So you want to get your ass fucked?" I almost sneered.
"Oh God yes."
I pushed her skirt up to reveal the sweet globes of her buttocks. My hand was trembling as I reached between her legs and felt for her vagina. It was already dripping. With little resistance, two of my fingers slipped through the swollen lips and entered her warm hole.
"Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned.
I moved my fingers in and out until her knees started to buckle. Then I pulled my now wet fingers out and brought them to her little rose. I used my middle finger to find the hole and then slowly slipped it inside.
"Oh yes," she gasped and swayed her buttocks back and forth as if to aid me in my quest to get the finger all the way into her ass. When it was in as far as it could go, I pulled back and added the second wet finger. Soon, I was moving my fingers in and out and she was rocking back and forth.
"I'm going to fuck your ass now Sondra."
She moaned.
"Do you want my cock in your tight little ass?"
"Yesssss!!!"
With great speed I unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall to the floor. I stepped out of them and moved between her legs, using my foot to spread her feet apart. Then I brought the swollen head of my penis to her now dripping vagina.
"Jesus," Sondra screamed as I slipped it deeply into her.
After several strokes I pulled away and moved the now wet head of my penis to Sondra's rear hole. I pushed forward. It was a tight fit but I heard her grunt and then felt her relax her sphincter. The swollen head almost popped inside. Now it was my turn to moan as her warm anal canal literally sucked my shaft inside. A second later I was buried to the hilt. I paused to catch my breath.
Sondra wanted action however. She pulled forward, letting my penis slip almost out of her clenching hole and then pressed back hard.
I got the message and started to move in and out rapidly. A second later my thighs were slapping loudly on her ass cheeks. She moaned and I wondered for a second if I was hurting her. But she pushed back for more. It obviously wasn't the first time she had taken a penis in her ass.
"Ohhhh Jesus, I'm going to cum," Sondra moaned.
I wasn't far behind. When I felt her ass begin to pulse deep inside I lost control. Suddenly she began to scream in climax and I was filling her with my seed. Each pulse of her ass brought a responding squirt from my penis. It felt like a gloved hand was wrapped around my penis and milking me. Her anal canal continued to throb long after the last squirt left my penis.
Finally, I was spent and staggered away, my wilting penis slipping from her still clenching hole. As Sondra collapsed to the bed I could see little tremors rippling through her body. I turned and grabbed my pants quickly and slipped them on. Sondra had recovered by the time I buckled my belt. She stood up and pulled her skirt down and her top back over her breast. Then she smiled at me.
"That was wonderful Mr. Adams." She leaned forward and kissed my lips. As she walked out the door she turned and said, "You can have my ass anytime you want." With that she was out the door and gone.
I followed her quickly, peeking out the door first. I saw several girls hurrying down the hall beside Sondra. I could hear them giggling. It occurred to me that they might have been listening at the door. They all looked back at me at the same time. I knew that I had been set up.
At that point I figured it was time that I got out of there and headed straight downstairs and out the door. I chastised myself for losing control again. However, as I walked home, I could still feel Sondra's tight little hole squeezing my penis.
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Chapter 1
Brian Matthews stood near the bar watching his wife of ten years, Sara, flirt with a tall good-looking man. He could see the smile on her face from across the room. She stood close to the stranger, their hips almost touching. It was a position that would have made most husbands jealous. Brian reached into his pocket and felt the still warm panties that she had been wearing. She hadn't objected when he told her that she needed to take them off. He told her that he could see the outline through her dress. Although the beige cotton cocktail dress was very tight, they both knew that the panties couldn't be seen since there wasn't much to the tiny slip of material anyway. In fact, now that she didn't have panties on, if she stood in the light just right, the dress was almost transparent. If she hadn't shaved her pubic hair, it surely would have shown through.
A sigh escaped Brian's lips as he watched his gorgeous wife. She looked as trim and as sexy as she had the day he met her. Her breasts were still firm enough that she rarely needed to wear a bra, and her hips were still slim enough to look good in the tightest clothes.
It had been almost twelve years since a mutual friend introduced them while in college. Brian had been at a fraternity party with his best friend Patrick. It was the beginning of their sophomore year and they were preparing for the new school semester. That meant getting drunk. Brian had made a total fool of himself trying to get Sara's attention. He was just drunk enough to be bold. They were at a pool party and Brian was showing everyone how he could balance himself on one foot at the end of the diving board without spilling his beer. It didn't work. He and the beer went into the pool, clothes and all. Fortunately, Sara had thought his antics were cute.
For Brian, it was love at first sight.
However, it was apparent that Sara wasn't as enamored with Brian as he was with her. In fact, he found out later that she wanted to date around and wasn't interested in being tied down with one guy. It had taken two years for Brian to convince her to date him exclusively. That was the second best day of his life. The first was when she agreed to marry him.
Brian could see that Sara was nervous and excited as she stood next to the tall stranger. He knew that her juice was already beginning to trickle down her thighs. That was one of the many things he loved about her. Her vagina dripped like a faucet when she was excited. He could see her shifting from one foot to the other and knew that she was trying to stem the flow. He watched as she leaned over and whispered something into her new friend's ear. A smile crossed his face as he glanced around the room and then he nodded his head. A second later they were sneaking out the back sliding door.
Suddenly Brain felt a moment of panic as he watched them leave. His panic was not because Sara was going outside with a stranger but rather because he would lose sight of them. He looked around his boss's large Victorian style house and saw a spiral staircase leading upstairs. He quickly put his drink down and headed for the stairs. However, before he could make it to the steps, his boss caught him.
"There you are Brian. I've been meaning to talk to you about a re-engineering project that I've been thinking about."
"Yes, sir," Brian said, trying to keep the irritation from his voice.
"Well, I was hoping to put you in charge and I wanted to explain where I want to go with this."
"Thank you, sir. I truly appreciate the opportunity." It was quite a compliment that his boss thought enough of him to pick him for the project. However, it wasn't the best time to talk about it. Brian knew that there was no way to excuse himself without being rude, so he tried to listen patiently as his boss explained the project in painful detail.
Finally Brian's boss paused and said, "So what do you think?"
"Uh, it sounds great," Brian stammered. He had barely heard a word the man said. His thoughts were consumed with what was going on outside right now.
Brian was relieved when his boss's wife came up to them and asked if she could steal him away for a minute. He suppressed a sigh of relief as his boss excused himself and walked away. He looked at his watch. It had been ten minutes. He hurried upstairs. When he reached the hallway at the top he rushed to open a door to what he thought was a bedroom. Unfortunately, it was a bathroom. He tried another door and found the master suite. He hurried through the room to the French doors leading to the balcony. He gently turned the handle and stepped outside quietly.
It was a warm summer night with a bright moon in the crystal clear sky. The noise of the night insects was almost deafening as Brian slowly moved toward the ivy-covered railing and peeked over, hoping that he was in the right place.
A gasp escaped his lips when he saw his wife passionately kissing the stranger. Their bodies were pressed together tightly. Brian's head started to spin, as it always did at times likes these, and a tremor of excitement rushed through him as he watched his wife and the stranger squirm against one another.
It wasn't the first time that Brian had seen such a sight. Over the past six months he had seen her in the arms of a number of different men.
It all started the night they had gone to his niece's wedding. It was one of those boring family things and Brian wanted to leave as soon as possible. However, they had to make an appearance at the reception, at least. Sara, on the other hand, liked weddings. She liked to talk with friends that she only saw on rare occasions and she especially liked to dance.
Brian hated the small talk and wasn't much of a dancer. So, when a young man came over and asked Sara to dance, he didn't object. As the young man led his gorgeous wife to the dance floor, he glanced around and could see the eyes of other men on his wife. After that, half the single men, and a few that were married, asked her to dance. It might have been because she was wearing a low cut dress that exposed half her breasts. It may have also been because Sara liked the attention and was quite a tease.
By the end of the night, Sara had had a little too much to drink and was flirting shamelessly with them. Strangely, instead of being jealous, Brian found himself incredibly turned on. It came as a complete surprise to him. He had never been the jealous type but that had never been tested like this night. When they finally got home late that night, they made love like they hadn't done in months. Sara was like a tiger and ravished him with a passion that he hadn't seen in quite some time. They both went to sleep with smiles on their faces.
The following day Sara had apologized profusely and asked for forgiveness. Her surprise was obvious when Brian shrugged it off and said that he was happy that she had had fun. He told her that he knew that she liked to dance and was sorry that he wasn't very good at it. Besides that, he told her, it was fun watching her tease all those horny young men. He knew that the comment had shocked Sara but they had dropped the subject at that point.
A few weeks later, a similar incident happened. This time it was at a party at work. There was an older man who had cornered Sara. She was enjoying his attention and only made a half-hearted attempt to get away from him. When she looked for Brain, she saw him watching her with a strange look on his face. The man's hand began to slip down her hip until it was firmly on her ass. Sara's eyes opened in shock, but when she looked for Brain he was gone. Sara knew that the right thing to do was to smack his face, however, instead she took a slow sip of her drink and let his hand squeeze her ass.
Brian hadn't gone far. He had moved around until he had a clear view of Sara and the man standing in the corner. He could see that his hand was between Sara and the wall and it appeared to be moving up and down. Incredibly, Brian felt his penis begin to harden. He noticed that he wasn't the only one with an erection-the stranger's pants had a tent in them too.
Nothing more happened at the party but when he and Sara went to bed that night, the lovemaking was incredible again.
Over the next few weeks, there were several more incidents. Each one resulted in passionate sex when the two arrived home. Finally the subject had to come up in conversation. After a few minutes of stuttering around the issue, they both had to admit that the teasing had turned them on. It had been a long time since their lovemaking had been as intense or as frequent. After discussing it, they had agreed that as long as the teasing didn't go too far, it would be a nice way to spice up their marriage. However, they hadn't defined what "too far" meant.
Since that day, they had arranged several situations where Sara had become "involved" with men. They had found a bar in a town a safe distance away, where they could experiment without fear of being seen by someone they knew. For the most part, what happened was harmless teasing. Sara would dance and joke with men, allowing them liberties that weren't entirely proper but still within the realm of teasing. However, on two occasions, Sara had left the bar with men and made out in their cars. While the men obviously wanted to have sex, Sara only allowed heavy petting. She let them play with her breasts and then masturbated them. Each time, she told Brian the story in great detail before they made passionate love.
Now Brian was standing on the balcony watching his wife and a stranger kiss. This night had been charged with electricity from the very beginning. It seemed like something more was going to happen. The fact that Brian had never been close enough to watch before made this different as well.
Brian could hear Sara moan as she kissed the handsome stranger. He could see their open mouths working on one another. Occasionally he could see Sara's or the stranger's tongue as the kisses grew more passionate. Then he watched as the man's hands had slipped down her back until he was cupping her firm ass cheeks. Sara seemed to welcome the caresses and squirmed her hips into him. When his hands reached the hem of her short cocktail dress she still didn't protest. Suddenly the stranger pulled her short dress up to her waist, baring her naked buttocks. A gasp escaped Brian's lips and he heard Sara moan as the cool night air hit the warm flesh of her ass.
"God baby, you are one hot woman," the stranger said as he pulled his mouth from her.
Sara just moaned and buried her face in his shoulder. Then Brian saw her head jerk back and he could see that her eyes were wide open in shock. From the movement of the stranger's hand it appeared that he had found her vagina.
Brian reached down and grasped his hard penis as he continued to watch. He could see Sara's hips moving back and forth against the man's hand. Then she moved her feet apart and spread her legs, allowing him easy access to her undoubtedly swollen lips. The moan that escaped her lips reached Brian's ears and he trembled in excitement. He could almost see the finger plunging in and out of her sloppy hole. He watched her hips pushing downward in what appeared to be a desperate attempt to take his teasing finger all the way into her body.
Brian was beside himself as he watched from only a few feet above. He thought about pulling out his penis but was afraid someone would catch him. Instead he stood silently in the dark watching his wife as he rubbed his almost painful erection inside his pants. He could see the man's hand moving faster, working between her legs. Suddenly, he could actually hear the squishing sound of the man's now drenched fingers. He could see that Sara was gasping for breath.
Sara reached down and grasped the tent in the stranger's pants. "Oh God, it's so big," she moaned.
"Take it out," the stranger whispered.
Sara's glanced around to make sure they were alone, however she didn't look up or she would have seen her husband staring over the balcony. Then with trembling hands she reached between them and pulled the stranger's zipper down. A moan escaped her lips as she reached inside his pants and found his throbbing erection. She pulled his penis out and gasped, "Oh God!"
Brian almost gasped as well when he saw the stranger's long penis in the bright moonlight. It was so huge that it made her hand look small. He could see her fist moving up and down until a large drop of clear liquid bubbled from the slit. It sparkled in the moonlight.
"Let me fuck you," the stranger hissed, his hips beginning to move back and forth.
Brian gasped as he heard the words. His eyes opened wide in shock. Suddenly, he was trembling all over as he watched the man push his penis down until it was between his wife's legs. His breath caught in his throat as he watched his wife open her thighs and then saw the penis disappear. He couldn't believe that she was actually doing it; that she was actually having sex with a stranger. His head was spinning with excitement. He was finally watching his wife screw another man.
Unfortunately Brian couldn't tell that the stranger's penis had missed her hole and had slipped harmlessly between her legs.
"Noooo... I can't," Sara gasped and moved back, letting the penis flip up between them.
When Brian saw the man's penis appear, and heard Sara say no, he found himself strangely disappointed but relieved at the same time. It was a strange paradox for him; he wanted her to do it but yet, he didn't.
"Then suck me," the man hissed excitedly and reached up to press on Sara's shoulders.
Sara's legs seemed to buckle under her as she slid toward the grass. A second later she was on her knees and the large penis was inches from her face.
Brian knew that she had never gone this far. He wondered if she would go through with it... if she would actually take the stranger's penis into her mouth. He didn't have to wait long to find out.
The man placed both hands on her head and was pulling her face toward the pulsing shaft.
Sara resisted for a moment. Her eyes were wide with excitement.
Suddenly, Brian heard her moan of surrender, as she opened her lips and took another man's penis into her mouth for the first time since they had married. Brian closed his eyes for a second and took a deep and trembling breath. When he opened his eyes he saw Sara's stretched mouth begin to work up and down the long white shaft.
Brian was going crazy as he watched her suck the stranger's penis. He couldn't believe that she was going this far. He watched the man begin to direct her head back and forth with his hands. He could see the saliva-wet penis as it came out of his wife's mouth and actually hear the sucking sound. He had never heard or seen anything more exciting.
"That's it baby, suck my cock! Eat me! God, you can suck baby!"
The man's nasty words seemed to have an affect on Sara. She reached up and grasped his shaft with both hands, her fingers unable to touch. She began to pump her hands up and down rapidly.
"He's going to cum," Brian whispered in an unheard warning to his wife.
Sara already knew it.
"That's it... that's it," the stranger hissed as he pushed forward and pulled her head toward his shaft. "Ahhhhhhh!!!" he moaned, "I'm cumming."
Brain could see that Sara was surprised at the force of his ejaculation. Her eyes opened wide and her cheeks bulged out as her mouth filled with his cum. Another tremble went through Brian as he watched his wife swallow once and then again. Her fists continued to move up and down, milking the juice from the stranger's balls.
Amazingly, Brian watched Sara began to tremble. He knew the signs. Without touching herself, she had managed to climax. She moaned around the still spurting shaft and her body shook. As she climaxed, her mouth stopped sucking and the stranger's cum continued to fill her mouth and began to trickle from her lips. It ran down her chin and dripped to the grass. Some of it even splattered onto the soft swells of her breasts. Finally the stranger's penis wilted and slipped out of her mouth, leaving another trail of sperm on her chin. Sara quickly stood up and wiped the back of her still trembling hand across her mouth.
"I... I... my husband..." Sara gasped in confusion.
"I understand. My wife will be looking for me too."
Brian rushed out of the room and hurried back downstairs. He was at the bar getting another drink when Sara came back in. He tried to act like he had never left the party.
Chapter 2
Sara and Brian left the party soon after the incident with the stranger. For some reason, the ride home seemed twice as long as normal. Both Brian and Sara were silent as they sat close to each other, deep in their own thoughts. Sara placed her head on Brian's shoulder and reached down to warmly caress his thigh.
While Brian wanted desperately to talk about the evening, he had the feeling that Sara didn't. She had been unusually quiet as they left the party; possibly reliving what had happened. Or it could have been that she was embarrassed. Brian couldn't be sure. However, there was no question that Brian was still very much excited about what he had witnessed. He couldn't get the vision of his sweet wife on her knees giving oral sex to a stranger out of his head. He could still see the stranger's sperm dripping from her chin. In fact, when he looked down at his wife as she sat beside him, he could see a shimmer of the sticky fluid on the swells of her breasts. He knew that it was the stranger's cum. He wondered if she could still taste him.
Brian was dying to ask her for the details. When they were almost home, Brian finally broke the silence and asked, "Did you have fun tonight?"
"I guess," Sara answered in a non-committal tone. It was obvious that she wasn't sure how much she should reveal. They had agreed that she would always be honest and tell him what happened. But Brian knew that it had gone further than she, or even he, expected.
"So tell me what happened?" Brian pressed, trying not to sound impatient.
Sara hesitated but finally said, "Well, you saw us go outside. We kissed and he... he uh... he put his finger in me."
A chill went through Brian at her words. He wanted and needed more. "And?" he asked.
"Then I took his... his co... cock out and... you know... I got him off." Sara's face turned scarlet. Sara fell silent again.
Brian was somewhat relieved that she hadn't lied. However, he knew that she wasn't telling the entire truth either.
Brian fought the urge to tell her that he had watched. He decided to wait to reveal that until later. But, right now he felt frustration at her lack of detail. He thought that maybe a little stimulation would open her up. He reached over and put his hand between her legs. When he felt her open them for him, he smiled and moved his fingers to her still swollen sex. He began to run his fingers gently up and down between the lips and said, "I'll bet you wanted to fuck him didn't you?"
Sara didn't answer for a minute. Finally, she whispered, "Yes." Then she added truthfully, "But I didn't." Then she fell silent again.
The lack of detail was very frustrating to Brian. When she didn't add anymore, Brian decided that he had gotten all that he could out of her for the moment. For the rest of the ride home he played with her sexy lips, bringing moans of pleasure and renewed excitement from her.
When they arrived home, it took about ten minutes for them to get from the garage to the bedroom. They stopped and kissed multiple times, losing pieces of clothing as they went. Brian's penis had not really gone soft since the moment he saw them kissing.
Sara and Brian fell naked onto the bed; their bodies pressed tightly together, his lips searching for her heaving breasts. He could see the now dried flakes of sperm on the soft swells. His lips worked around those spots and to her hard nipples.



"Yes, suck my tits," Sara gasped.
As he sucked her nipples, he moved his hand between her legs to play with her excited and still swollen lips. He kissed back up her neck to her ear and whispered, "I'm sure you wanted his big cock in your sweet little hole, didn't you?"
Suddenly, Sara tensed, wondering how he knew that the stranger had a large penis. Then she decided that she was being paranoid. "Yes, it was big and hard," she gasped.
"Can you still taste him in your mouth?"
Sara's eyes flew open.
Brian began to move his finger in and out of her vagina as he hovered over his surprised wife and stared into her wide eyes. Then he whispered, "I saw you. I saw you sucking his cock."
"Oh God," Sara gasped, mortified that he had watched them, but maybe more concerned that she hadn't told him the entire story.
"I could see every inch of his big cock. I was standing on the balcony above you. I could see your saliva shining on his penis in the moonlight. I even saw him try to fuck you." Brian paused for a second and let that sink in. Then he added, "My cock was so hard I thought it was going to rip my pants."
Sara almost sighed in relief when she realized that he wasn't angry. Her body relaxed as the tension flowed out.
"So, how did his cock taste?" Brian asked.
"Go... good," Sara said hesitantly.
When Brian felt her vagina pulse, he continued his dirty talk. "I saw you swallow his cum too. I saw you drink every drop of his sperm except what dripped from your chin to your tits. You're such a slut aren't you?" he asked rhetorically. His fingers began to move rapidly in and out of Sara's now quivering lips.
Sara didn't answer but she whimpered and squirmed under his manipulations.
"I know you wanted that big cock in your pussy," Brain whispered excitedly as he slipped between her legs on his knees. He leaned close to her and continued, "He almost got it into you. For a second I thought it was in you."
Sara moaned as her mind flashed back to the incredible excitement she had felt at that moment. Suddenly, her excitement took over and without any further probing she hissed, "Yes... yes, I wanted his cock! I wanted him to fuck meeeee!!!"
Brain groaned as he held himself over Sara, his penis just touching the wet and swollen lips of her vagina. "My cock's not as big as his, but you still want me to fuck you, don't you?"
"Oh yes... oh yes," she moaned and grabbed Brain's ass cheeks as her hips lifted from the bed.
Brian pulled back slightly, not allowing Sara to accomplish her goal. "I'm not sure my cock is big enough for you after seeing his," he teased. Then he moved the head of his own substantial penis until it just touched her hole, still avoiding her attempts to take him inside.
"Please... please, fuck meeeee!" Sara wrapped her arms around Brian's neck and her legs around his waist and she tried to pull him down to her squirming body.
Brian tried to resist, attempting to draw out their excitement. However, his own excitement was rapidly becoming too much for him. He circled his hips, letting the swollen head of his penis become wet with her copious juices. Finally, with a bellow, he dropped his hips and his penis slipped easily into her swollen hole.
"Ahhhheeeee!!!" Sara screamed. She pulled her husband's hips into her and took him all the way to the bottom. Then she tried to pull his lips to her own.
However, Brian hesitated for a second, remembering where Sara's lips had been. Then he moaned and let his lips meet hers. His tongue went into her mouth as her warm hole surrounded his throbbing penis. The room quickly filled with the sloppy sounds of their coupling and the bed squeaked and groaned under their frantic movements.
When Brian pulled his lips from Sara, he bent to her ear again and said, "God sweetie your pussy is so hot and wet tonight. That big cock must have really turned you on. Watching you play with it and then suck it drove me crazy."
"It was soooo big," Sara moaned. "It stretched my lips but I wanted to take it inside me so bad." There was no hesitation now as excitement consumed her. They were both too far gone for concern about jealously.
"You're my sweet little slut aren't you?" Brain gasped as his hips pounded into her.
"Yes... yes, I'm your slut."
"My slut. My sweet and wonderful slut, with another man's sperm in her stomach." Brian words were bringing them both quickly to a peak.
"Yessssss... I'm your slut. I sucked his cock and drank his cum. That's what you wanted, isn't it? You wanted me to suck another man's cock didn't you?
"Oh God, yesssss!!!" Brian gasped.
I love you... I love you..." Sara hissed as her body began to shake in climax. Her fingernails dug into Brian's ass and her legs squeezed him tightly to her. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she gasped.
"I'm cummmmmmmmiiiinnnnngggg!!!" Brian screamed as he unleashed his long pent up sperm. It felt as though his balls were exploding as he pumped his sperm deep into his loving wife. Their bodies trembled and shook as their cries of pleasure echoed throughout the room.
Finally, Brian's body fell heavily onto his wife. Then he rolled to the side, his rapidly shrinking penis slipping from her saturated hole. He pulled her into his arms and held her tightly. A minute later the two of them fell into a satisfied and exhausted sleep. Sara with a stranger's cum in her stomach and her husband's cum running from her satisfied hole and Brian with his balls empty, and his penis limp, lying uselessly on his thigh.
Chapter 3
When Brian came downstairs the following morning, Sara was sitting at the table still in her dressing gown. By this time she was normally already dressed and ready for work. She didn't look up from the paper as he entered the kitchen. He walked quietly over to the counter and poured himself a cup of coffee.
As he turned and leaned against the counter, he began to worry that she might not feel well. Or worse yet, that she was upset by what had happened yesterday. She didn't look up from her newspaper when he walked over and sat down. "Aren't you going to say good morning?"
Sara lowered her paper and smiled self-consciously at him. "Good morning," she whispered and her face flushed.
It was obvious that she was uncomfortable about what had happened. However, Brian was in a good mood, only slightly embarrassed about his complicity in what had transpired. "Aren't you going to work today?" he asked, in an attempt to break the ice.
"I thought I would take a vacation day."
"Oh," Brian said. They normally took their vacation days together. "Sara, are you okay... with... you know... what happened last night?"
Suddenly, she looked like she was going to cry. "I... I... don't know." Then tears started to form in her eyes. "I... I just..." she said and her voice trailed off and she started to sob.
"Oh God Sara, I'm sorry," Brian said and quickly came around the table. He went to his knees and grabbed her hands in his. "I didn't mean for this to upset you. I love you so much. It was all my fault." He held her hands to his cheek and felt like crying himself.
Sara looked shocked as she stared down at her husband. "You... you didn't mean to upset me? Brian, I'm the one that... that... did it." Her voice was almost a scream in total disbelief that Brian was blaming himself.
"I encouraged you."
Sara started to answer but no words came out. She didn't know what to say. The tears poured down her cheeks as her heart filled with love. She slipped from her chair until she was on her knees in front of him. "God I love you," she whispered as her lips met his.
Brian was surprised but delighted by her reaction. He moaned, almost with relief and pulled her to him, his tongue entering her willing mouth.
The kiss quickly turned passionate.
Brian wrapped his arms around her as their tongues dueled. With a moan his hand found her soft breast under her robe. A second later he was searching for the opening and slipped his hand inside.
Sara moaned as her excitement grew rapidly. She pushed Brian back until he was on the floor and she was lying on top of him. She stared down into his eyes as she reached down for the zipper of his pants.
"I'll be late," Brian protested weakly as Sara pulled his hard penis from the opening.
"Shhhh," she whispered as she moved her head down. A second later she took his penis into her mouth.
"Ohhhh!!!" Brian moaned as he looked down and watched her begin to suck him. He could see her eyes looking up at him as her tongue worked on the pulsing head. Suddenly, he could imagine her lips wrapped around the stranger's penis last night. Another moan escaped him and he closed his eyes, chastising himself for imagining her with another man while she pleasured him. However, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't get the image from his mind.
Strangely, the same vision flashed into Sara's mind. She moaned and sucked harder, her hand pumping the shaft in an attempt to banish the image. When she couldn't shake the image, she pulled away, bringing a moan from Brian. She stood up and looked down at her husband on the floor. With a smile filled with lust, she opened her robe and let it drop to the floor, standing naked above him. She moved until her feet were on either side of his legs. Then she slowly squatted and reached for his penis.
Brian's face was wild with passion now. He watched as his wife held his penis to her wet sex lips. Another moan escaped him as she took just the head into her hole. When he tried to push upward, she moved away and giggled. It was her turn to tease him.
"Please!" he pleaded.
She did it again and again, letting only the head enter her. It wasn't long before they were both mad with passion. Finally, she centered the head on her hole and pushed downward.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" they both moaned as his penis slipped all the way into her body.
A second later, Sara started to bounce up and down, groaning with pleasure.
Finally, Brian lost the image of his wife sucking another man. Now all he saw was his gorgeous mate with her eyes closed in the throes of passion. He reached up and grasped her breasts.
Sara opened her eyes and smiled at Brian as she moved up and down with a regular tempo. Her heart was pounding with excitement at the love she saw in his eyes. Suddenly, without warning, she began to climax.
Below her, Brian could feel her trembling in pleasure as her vagina began to squeeze him. His excitement boiled over. "Oh God baby," he moaned as he joined her.
When Sara felt him filling her with his sperm, her own climax intensified. She began to move up and down more rapidly. She grunted as waves of pleasure washed over her as she took all he had to offer. Her climax went on for a long time.
Finally, Sara collapsed onto Brian's body, gasping for breath. When she could breathe again, she looked down at his face and smiled. "You had better change your pants and get going or you're going to be late for work." With that, she pulled away, letting his rapidly shrinking penis slip from her, followed by a gush of sperm. She smiled one last time at him before she picked up her robe and left the kitchen with his sperm streaming down her thighs.
Brian lay exhausted on the kitchen floor for several minutes trying to figure out what had just happened. A smile was on his face as he pulled himself to his feet and shook his head. That was better than make-up sex, he thought, and they hadn't even had a fight. The smile was still on his face as he left the house for work.
Chapter 4
It was nearly 11:00 AM when Brian's office phone rang.
"Hello."
"Hi sweetie," Sara said with a smile in her voice.
"Hi."
"I just wanted to call and tell you how much I enjoyed this morning. It's been a long time since we were that spontaneous."
"I know. It was fun," Brian answered. He wondered why she was calling since they rarely talked at work. He figured it had to have something to do with what happened yesterday.
"I've been thinking a lot this morning."
"Uh oh," Brian laughed.
"Seriously, I wanted to say that you are a wonderful husband. It's not many husbands that would... would let their wife do what... do what I have done in the past several months," Sara said, suddenly very nervous. She had thought all morning about what she was going to say and even practiced it, but now she found the words hard to say.
Brian was silent for a moment. He said, "It's not one sided or even altruistic. I get as much, maybe more, pleasure than you."
"I'm beginning to realize that. Still, it's hard to believe that you like the thought of me with another man. I would go crazy if I thought you were with another woman."
"I don't want another woman," Brian said and added, "You're plenty for me." He laughed self-consciously.
Sara laughed nervously too and paused. Finally she said, "Brian, I know that the phone is not the proper place to talk about this but I just couldn't wait until you got home. Things went pretty far with the guy from the party and I think we need to discuss where all this is going."
"I thought we had. We agreed that it was fun and had spiced up our relationship," Brian said, trying not to sound defensive. Then, when Sara didn't say anything he asked, "Do you want it to end?"
"No!" she answered a little too quickly and in a voice louder than necessary. She caught herself and said, "I mean... I mean it has made our love life much more exciting. But, how far do we let it go?"
"How far do you want it to go?" Brian threw the question back to her.
"I don't know. I know that I love you and that I don't ever want it to hurt our relationship."
"We won't let it. I love you too. Listen, why don't we talk about this when I get home."
"Okay. But Brian, I... I got a call from Terry. You know, the guy from the party." The words came out in a rush. She obviously didn't want to end the conversation before she told him.
"What did he want?" Brian asked as if he didn't already know the answer to that.
"Uh... he wanted to know if I... if I wanted to go out with him Friday night."
Suddenly Brian realized that this was the real reason for the call in the middle of the morning. For a moment he felt a sudden anger rising. Sara had been prodding him without telling him the real purpose of her call. However, the anger just as quickly changed to excitement. "What did you tell him?" he asked in a non-committal tone.
"I said that I would let him know."
"Do you want to?" Brian felt a stirring in his pants.
"Only if you want me too."
"That's not fair Sara," Brian said tensely. She was the one bringing this up and he felt like she was trying to have him make the decision.
"You're right. Yes, I would like to go out with him. But, but I'm scared."
"Of what?"
"Everything. I barely know the guy and I'm not sure I'm ready for what he wants. I'm still not sure you are ready either."
Brian started to say that he was more than ready but decided to wait. For some reason he didn't want to appear over eager. The thought was incredibly exciting to him, however he wanted Sara to be ready too. He said, "Let me think about it and we'll talk when I get home."
"Okay," Sara said. She couldn't tell what Brian was thinking but she knew enough not to push it now. "I love you sweetheart."
"I love you too. See you tonight."
When Brian walked into the house at six forty-five, the house was unusually quiet. "Sara," he called out but didn't hear an answer. He walked through the living room to the dining room. He saw that the lights were turned down and that there were lit candles on the table and it was set with their best china and crystal.
Brian heard something behind him and turned around.
"Hi sweetie." Sara stood in the doorway smiling at her surprised husband. She had on a low cut and short cocktail dress. Most of her thighs and breasts were uncovered. The rest of her was barely covered by the tight black dress that had a split up the side, clear to her waist. Her hair was freshly styled and she had makeup on. Her lipstick was bright red and she had on blue eye shadow.
Brian had never seen the dress she was wearing. Suddenly he realized that she looked like a hooker. A smile came to his face. "What's going on?"
"I just thought you would enjoy a little TLC after working so hard today."
Brian almost laughed. He had barely gotten any work done today, especially after their conversation. Another smile came to his lips as he put down his briefcase and opened his arms.
Sara practically ran to him. They hugged warmly and then kissed. Brian's penis was already hard and pressing to his wife's stomach. He was ready to take her right there. However, she pushed him away and spun around and then said, "Do you like?"
Brian's eyes were swimming in excitement as he stared as his wife. He could see that the top barely covered the nipples of her breast and that the bottom was only inches from revealing her vagina. The split up the side showed that she wasn't wearing panties. "I love it!"
"Do I look like your little slut?"
"Mmmm," Brian moaned and tried to pull her into his arms.
Sara held him back. "Why don't you shower and change and I'll have a cocktail waiting for you."
Brian pulled her to him again and kissed her. "I don't know if I can wait that long." When Sara pushed him back again he said, "Okay," and reluctantly went upstairs. A few seconds later he was in the shower. As he washed himself, he thought of what was waiting downstairs and his penis began to harden. He lathered up his crotch and used his hand to stroke his rapidly swelling shaft. Suddenly, in his mind he saw Sara with Terry. Sara was wearing the same dress and they were in an embrace. He felt his legs tremble in excitement as he watched the older man's hands slip under the short dress and squeeze her sweet ass cheeks. When he felt his balls begin to churn, he stopped his hand movement. He wasn't going to waste it in the shower-he had a better place for his cum.
When Brian came back downstairs, Sara was waiting. She handed him a drink and led him to the sofa. Then she snuggled next to him. The two of them sat quietly for a few minutes.
Brian felt the strong drink begin to relax him. He turned to Sara and said, "So is this what you're going to wear on Friday night?"
Sara's eyes lit up and she smiled broadly. "I don't know. Maybe I'll wear nothing at all," she said and then laughed. Her hand slipped down to Brian's already tented pants and wrapped her fingers around his hardness. She began to move her hand.
However, Brian stopped her. He saw her surprised look and said, "I was thinking about our conversation today, especially what you said about being scared. I made a phone call to Patrick today." Brian paused as he thought of his friend.
Sara looked at him strangely.
Patrick had been Brian's best friend in college but they hadn't seen each other in six months, since the funeral. Actually, Patrick was more than Brian's best friend. He had been madly in love with Sara. Sara and he had dated while she was also dating Brian. Surprisingly the two men kept their friendship while competing for Sara's affections. Fortunately for Brian, Sara had chosen him to date exclusively and eventually to marry. It was a difficult decision for Sara because both of them were handsome and fun loving. Brian seemed to be the more mature of the two. After college, Patrick had moved to the West Coast and married his high school sweetheart. Tragically, there had been an auto accident six months ago and, while Patrick was injured, his wife died. Brian had gone out for a week after the funeral to be with his friend. Since then Brian had tried to stay in touch because he knew his friend was taking the loss very hard.
The question in Sara's mind bubbled over and she asked, "What does Patrick have to do with this?"



"Well, I was thinking about inviting him out for a week or two," Brian said and paused. When he saw that Sara was still confused he said, "You know that Brian was madly in love with you and probably still is."
"So?"
Brian realized that he was going to have to spell it out. "You said you were scared. I thought that maybe someone you knew would be easier for the first time."
Sara's eyes opened in surprise. "He's... your best friend," she gasped.
"That's what makes it perfect. You like him, he likes you... don't you see?"
"Wow," Sara said when she couldn't find any other words.
"If you don't want to do anything with him then he can just come out to visit. He is still hurting and it would be good for him to get away. He hasn't even dated since the funeral."
Brian could see the wheels turning in Sara's head. He knew that she would eventually see the logic.
Finally, a smile crossed her face. "Let me think about it," she said, using the same words he had used earlier when they spoke about her date with Terry. However, Brian knew that there wasn't a lot to think about-she just didn't want to seem overeager.
Brian pulled Sara to him and their lips went together passionately. He felt Sara pressing her hips to his and his hands reached down and grasped her sexy ass.
Dinner was forgotten as their passion grew. A few minutes later they were naked and consumed in passion. Sara's mind flashed back and forth between Patrick and Terry. As she climaxed, she envisioned both men making love to her at the same time. Amazingly, Brian had a similar image in his mind. Only he was sitting in a chair watching his wife make love to the two men.
Chapter 5
Sara was scheduled to meet Terry at a bar downtown at eight. She had been incredibly nervous all day. While she and Brian had agreed that she wouldn't go "all the way" with Terry, she realized that the responsibility was hers. In fact, Brain seemed more comfortable than she was that she could control the situation. However, it occurred to her that he might not mind if she did give in.
Brian was in the living room watching TV when Sara came down. "Very nice," he said when he saw her choice of dress.
"You don't think that I'm over dressed do you?" she asked nervously.
"Not at all," Brian said as he stared at his beautiful wife. She was wearing a soft summer dress that had a low cut bodice with spaghetti straps straining to hold up her substantial breasts. It was made of thin yellow cotton and looked wonderful with her tanned skin. Her dark and hard nipples were clearly visible, attesting to her excitement. It was also very short, revealing a substantial portion of her smooth thighs. She wasn't wearing nylons and Brian wondered if she had on panties. On her feet she had four-inch high heels.
"Turn around," Brian said.
Sara spun around and looked over her shoulder at him.
"Very, very sexy. If I were Terry, I might rape you."
Suddenly, Sara looked concerned.
"I meant figuratively," Brian added quickly.
"I know but... I... I'm as nervous as a teenager on her first date," she said and then added, "God, I can't believe I'm doing this."
"It's not too late to back out."
"Do you want me to?"
"No," Brian said and stood up to pull her into his arms. His hands slipped down her back until they reached her soft ass cheeks. He started to kiss her but she resisted.
"My makeup," she said.
"Right. I suppose it will get messed up later though," he laughed. Then with a smile he slowly pulled her dress up in back. He was almost disappointed when he found that she was wearing panties.
Sara saw the look and said, "I can't be that easy. You don't want him to think that I am a complete slut do you?"
"Well...."
They both laughed.
Brian walked his wife to the door and kissed her cheek. "Be good. I'll be waiting for you."
"I love you," she whispered and then turned and left.
Brian took a deep breath and then sighed; it was going to be a long night for him. He headed back to the living room and sat down in his favorite chair. He picked up a book and settled back for a long evening.
The bar was crowded as Sara entered. She saw the eyes of many of the men, and some women, on her as she walked in. She strained her eyes in the dark and smoky room. For a minute she thought that Terry wasn't there. Then she saw him waving to her from a booth. Her heart started to pound as she walked over nervously, her legs feeling like rubber.
The handsome man with graying hair smiled at her and stood up. "I didn't think you were coming."
"It's only eight fifteen. A girl shouldn't be too eager you know."
"I know but... well, I'm glad you came. What do you want to drink?"
"Something with lots of alcohol."
Terry smiled, his teeth shinning brightly. "I know what you mean. I've had two already to settle my nerves."
The comment surprised Sara and she showed it.
"This is not something I've done before," he said to her unasked question. "I'm guessing it's the same for you."
"That's true," Sara answered, feeling her tension start to wane. It somehow made her more comfortable that he wasn't experienced. However, she knew that he could be lying to her.
As they waited for Sara's drink, Terry told her about himself. He was an architect at a large engineering firm and had worked there for twenty years. He was originally from Canada but was now an American citizen.
She had detected a slight accent.
Sara found Terry quite charming but, surprisingly, somewhat shy. She told him a little about herself, leaving out some major details. She wasn't sure how much she should share. After all this was just a little fling. She figured that it wasn't necessary to tell him that she was married; he already knew that. Besides, both of them were wearing wedding rings.
Terry reached over and took Sara's hand. "I don't know about you but I am very nervous. It has been a long time since I have been out on a date."
"Me too," Sara said shyly.
"I also have to admit that I though long and hard about calling you. I picked up the phone ten times and hung it up. I couldn't get you off my mind after what happened at the party. It was incredibly exciting."
"It was for me as well." Sara's face colored slightly and she felt her panties begin to get wet.
Terry looked into Sara's eyes and paused as if he were searching for words. "Does... does your husband know where you are right now?"
The question shocked Sara. She just assumed that he would think she was looking for a little fun behind her husband's back. Suddenly, she didn't know what to say.
"For some strange reason, I think that he does."
Sara nodded her head.
"That's okay with me. In fact, it's great. Your husband is a lucky man."
Sara got an incredulous look on her face.
"No, really. I've always wanted my wife to do something like this. We even got close one time. She fooled around with one of my best friends at a party. But that was years ago." Terry could see that Sara didn't look like she believed him. He decided to change the subject. "Did I say how sexy you look tonight?"
"Thank you," Sara answered shyly.
"Would you like to dance?"
"I'd love to."
Three dances later they returned to the booth. They were laughing and talking like old friends as Terry slid in next to Sara, their thighs touching. A second later she felt his warm hand on her thigh. A tremor went through her as his fingers caressed her through her thin summer dress. As the waitress came over, Terry's hand found the warm flesh inside her knee. Without thinking, Sara opened her legs enough to allow his hand to move upward until his fingers were on the soft skin on the inside of her thigh. When she saw the waitress looking, she closed her thighs quickly, trapping his hand to stop it from going higher.
The waitress smiled knowingly, then took the order and left.
Sara knew that the waitress had seen where Terry's hand was. However, instead of embarrassment she grew more excited. Gradually she released the pressure on the hand and allowed it to move higher. Her face flushed at her boldness. Then a little moan escaped her lips when his fingers touched the gusset of her now wet panties. Her eyes glazed over as the searching fingers found the elastic of the leg band and slipped underneath. Sara's body stiffened but she didn't close her thighs. "Terry," she gasped when she felt his fingers touch her swollen lips. Her eyes closed and she gripped her drink tightly in her fingers and tried to act calm. Suddenly her heart was pounding in her chest and her breath was becoming labored.
A smile crossed Terry's his face when she opened her thighs willing, giving him free access to her vagina. He searched her now swollen inner lips until he found the opening and then slipped a finger inside. He felt her tremble and her hole pulsed and squeezed his now active finger. Then he added a second finger, pushing both as deeply as the position would allow.
Sara tensed when she saw the waitress coming back with their drinks and whispered, "Terry!"
Terry ignored her protest and kept his hand between her legs.
Sara could see the waitress's eyes staring between her legs again. There was obvious envy on her face.
Terry pulled his now wet fingers slowly from between her legs. He looked at the waitress and said, "Thank you." She sat the fresh drinks down and took the empty glasses and reluctantly left.
"I think she likes you," Terry whispered.
"Me?"
"Yeah. I can always tell." Terry smiled as he took a sip of his drink and watched the waitress until she was out of sight.
Sara's face flushed with the realization and another tremor went through her. She had never thought that way about another woman. It occurred to her that there were a lot of thoughts she was having that she had never had before.
Terry turned to Sara and looked into her eyes. Slowly his mouth moved toward hers.
Sara moaned as their lips met. She opened her mouth and let his tongue inside. As they kissed, she felt Terry reach for her hand. Another little moan escaped her lips when she felt his wet fingers on her on. She felt him gently rub her own juice across her fingers. Suddenly she was squirming in her seat. The seam of her panties had slipped between her lips and was rubbing on her swollen clit.
Terry was staring into Sara's eyes as he slowly brought her now wet fingers to his lips. His tongue came out and he licked the juice from her fingers. Then, he pulled her lips to his again. They both moaned.
When Terry broke the kiss, he whispered, "We had better get out of here before we get arrested."
Sara took one last drink before she slid out of the booth and they left. She allowed Terry to pull her close as they waited for the valet to bring his car.
"What about my car?" Sara asked as Terry's Lexus was brought around.
"We'll come back to get it. Are you hungry?" Terry asked as he waited for her to get into the car.
"Uh... no, not really," Sara answered. She was far too excited to think about something to eat.
"I'll call and cancel the reservations." Terry came around and got into the driver's seat. "Would you like to just park somewhere and talk?"
Sara knew that they wouldn't park and talk. However, that was fine with her. "Yes," she said.
A few minutes later they were on the highway. They drove for several miles toward home before pulling off the main road and onto a dirt road. They drove for a minute and turned into a grassy opening surrounded by trees.
"It's an old farm. No one will bother us here, because I own it," Terry said to Sara's unasked question.
As soon as they were stopped, Terry placed his hand behind Sara's head and pulled her lips to his. A second later his hand came up to caress one soft breast. A moan escaped Terry's lips as he felt the hard nipple in the palm of his hand.
Sara reached up and slipped the strap of her dress down her shoulder, uncovering her breast. She moaned as Terry kneaded her breast as his lips devoured hers.
When Terry pulled back and began to kiss down her neck, she placed her hand on his head. She let him kiss the hot skin of her neck and down to her chest, leaving a trail of wetness behind. "Oh God," she gasped when his lips caught her nipple. At the same time she felt him pulling her other strap down until both breasts were free.
Terry moaned as well as he lost himself in her soft flesh. He was a very oral lover and loved to please a woman that way. However, his wife no longer seemed to be interested in his oral skills. He sucked first one nipple and then the other. He even pressed them both together so that he could lick both nipples at the same time. "God I love your breasts," he gasped.
Sara was moaning constantly now. Her thighs squeezed together on her very swollen sex lips and her ass squirmed on the seat. She had never had her breasts treated like this before. Electric shocks ran from her nipples all the way to her vagina. Incredibly Sara felt like she might climax from the breast stimulation alone. Then, when Terry gently bit one nipple and squeezed the other tightly in his fingers, she did climax. It wasn't an earth shattering climax but rather one that made her tremble with a flush of warmth that radiated from her breasts to her vagina and back again.
When Terry felt it he doubled his efforts, sucking and squeezing her breasts until the tremors slowed and then stopped. He pulled back and saw that Sara's eyes were closed. "Would you like to get in the back?"
Sara opened her eyes. She bit her lip in indecision. "I... I don't know if I'm ready to... to go all the way." That may have been the most difficult words she had ever uttered. She wanted desperately to make love to this man. Still, there was something stopping her.
"That's okay," Terry whispered. "We won't go any further than you want. I promise."
Slowly Sara nodded her head.
"Wait a minute, I have a better idea," Terry said. He got out of the car and opened the trunk. When he came around to Sara's side of the car he was carrying a blanket. He opened the door for her and said, "It's a beautiful evening."
When the blanket was spread on the grass, Terry took Sara in his arms again. As their lips met, he pushed her dress down her body and let it drop at her feet. Now she stood practically naked in just her panties and heels. A gently summer breeze caressed her body and she shivered, but not from being cold. She couldn't believe she was almost naked outdoors. It was the first time since she was a small girl.
Terry pulled his lips from Sara and whispered, "Let me pleasure you." With that he slipped to his knees in front of her. He moved his head forward and gently kissed her stomach, making little goose bumps appear on her soft skin. He kissed over the skimpy material of her panties until his lips touched her covered sex.
Sara's hips pushed forward as she felt Terry's mouth on the now soaked crotch of her panties. Then she gasped when he sucked the material and her swollen lips into his mouth. "Oh God," she moaned.
As the accumulated juice in her panties filled his mouth with sweetness Terry reached up and placed his fingers into the waistband. With one quick motion he pulled the panties to her ankles. His mouth moved quickly back to her dripping vagina.
"Ohhhh!!!" Sara moaned and her knees began to buckle at the thrill of his lips on her swollen flesh consumed her.
Terry felt her reaction and helped her to lie on the blanket. When she was on her back looking up at him, he smiled. Then he bent to kiss her neck before working down to her breasts. However, it didn't spend a lot of time there this time. He kissed across her now heaving chest and down to her stomach.
Without her willing it, Sara's legs opened and her hips lifted from the blanket.
Terry smiled and pressed her back down, continuing his slow journey. However, before he reached her center he pulled back.
Sara's eyes opened wide when she felt him getting between her legs. A rush of panic went through her when she realized that he might be getting into position to penetrate her.
The panic must have shown on her face because before she could protest, Terry lifted her legs upward until her thighs were pressed to her breast. Then he moved his stomach and bent his head and began to kiss down her thigh.
"Oh God," Sara moaned as his lips neared her sex again. She was having difficulty breathing now.
Terry paused and gazed down at the swollen sex of the beautiful woman. He could see her juice shinning on her lips in the bright moonlight. He could smell her fragrance as it mixed with the sweet smells of summer around them. The combination made his head spin as his mouth moved toward her throbbing lips. His head dropped and his mouth opened.
"Ahhhhheeee!" Sara screamed, her voice echoing across the night breeze. Her hands reached out in reflex and grabbed Terry's head. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she pulled his mouth down and lifted her hips. Suddenly it felt like his mouth was devouring her. He was sucking and licking voraciously, his tongue plunging deep before his mouth sucked her lips inside. Sara had never felt anything like it. The naughtiness of what she was doing, the sensual feeling of being naked outside and the skill of her new lover was making the juice pour out of her like never before. She threw her head back and forth and moaned incoherently as she rushed toward another climax.
Terry would have smiled but his mouth was otherwise busy. He couldn't believe what a sensuous woman he had found. He used his tongue to find all the right spots, licking her from her hole to the swollen clit and back again until soon his mouth and chin were dripping with juice. At one point Terry pushed Sara's legs up until she was almost doubled over on her shoulders.
Sara opened her eyes to see him leering down at her exposed crotch. She watched as his head moved downward as if in slow motion, expecting to feel his mouth on her vagina again. "Oh my Goddddd!!!" she screamed when his tongue found her puckered rose instead.
Terry stiffened his tongue and forced it into her back passage.
Sara opened her mouth as if to scream but nothing but a gasp came out. She could feel the muscles inside her anal canal resisting as if trying to force the intruder out. However, her lover would not be denied. He pressed harder until his tongue was deep inside her dark passage. Then she felt him begin to plunge it in and out before sucking the ring into his mouth like a vacuum. She saw a shooting star streak across the night sky and a second later she became that shooting star. She locked her thighs around Terry's head, her high heels digging into his back as she began to convulse in pleasure. Finally, a scream left her mouth as fireworks went off in her head.
Terry hung on, his sucking lips never leaving her hole. It could feel the tiny ring puckering in his mouth pulses of pleasure went through her.
Sara's climax went on for a long time. Each time she thought she was done, Terry would find a new place and she would begin to convulse again. Amazingly, she had never climaxed more than once in a session. Nor had she ever had her ass sucked. It was a night of firsts for her.
When Terry felt Sara's trembling diminish he moved his mouth from her still pulsing rear hole. Lovingly he kissed the tiny hole before moving his mouth to her wet thighs, licking up her juice. He could hear Sara moaning softly above him, almost as if she were in pain. However, he knew better.
Chapter 6
Brian was sitting in the family room reading but his mind wasn't on the book he had on his lap. He was like a father impatiently waiting for his daughter to return from her first date. However, the visions in his mind were nothing like a father thinking of his daughter. He could see his loving wife lying naked in the arms of a strange man with the stranger's penis throbbing and waiting to enter her. His own penis had barely been soft all night and he fought the urge to masturbate.



He looked at the clock and saw that it was after midnight. It occurred to him that they might have already consummated their relationship.
At that very moment, Sara was in the process of unbuckling Terry's pants. She was on her knees and still naked as she slowly slipped his pants to his ankles. Her hands began to tremble as she reached up to pull down his underwear. Just inches in front of her eyes she could see the huge tent the large shaft made in his shorts. With a deep breath she pulled the shorts down, letting the penis spring forward.
"Oh my," she gasped as the large shaft and swollen balls appeared. It was truly the largest penis she had ever seen. When she had given him oral sex the last time, it had been hurried and she was worried about being caught. Now she wanted to take her time-to enjoy teasing him. "Lay down," she whispered.
Terry hurried to take off his shirt and lay down.
Sara knelt between Terry's legs and reached out with trembling hands to grasp his throbbing penis. She wrapped her hands around it and had plenty left over above her fists. She pumped her hands up and down several times and watched his clear juice begin to stream from the large slit. Then she watched in fascination as the juice trickled down the shaft as if in slow motion and crossed her fingers. She used her finger to smear it across the swollen head and when she lifted her finger, spider webs of juice clung to the swollen crown. The bright moon made the clear juice sparkle.
With one hand still around the shaft, Sara lifted Terry's large balls with the other. She was truly amazed by the size and weight of the twin orbs. They filled the palm of her hand with some left over and she could actually feel them moving, squirming in her palm. Then, almost as if she were drawn to them, she bent her head and stuck out her tongue. A smile came to her lips when she heard Terry moan. Her tongue worked a wet path across the wrinkled surface and down below. Then she opened her mouth as wide as possible and forced one testicle inside. It filled her mouth and stretched her cheeks. She began to suck.
"Oh Jesus," Terry moaned as he felt her sucking him. He lifted up and squirmed as her tongue tickled the swollen orb inside her mouth.
Sara released that one and took the other one inside and did the same thing. When she was done, both balls were dripping with her saliva. She continued to caress them with her fingers as she brought her tongue to the shaft. Slowly she licked up and down the hot skin until it too was covered in her saliva. She pumped her hand slowly up and down the now wet shaft and felt him tremble.
Sara sensed that Terry was close to a climax and was careful not to pump his shaft too hard or fast. She was truly enjoying teasing him. It had been quite a while since she had spent this much time on oral sex. Brian always liked it when she sucked him but it was always a preliminary to other things. Tonight, she was going to take her time.
When Sara moved around to Terry's side, he looked up at her. She smiled and lay down on the blanket and placed her head on his stomach. Now his penis was pointing directly at her face. She grasped the shaft again and pumped it slowly as she watched the head fill with blood with each stroke. It looked like it was going to explode and was dripping a steady stream of his juice. After watching in fascination for a few minutes, she stuck out her tongue until it was in the path of the running stream of excitement. When the juice hit her tongue, it changed direction and began to trickle into her mouth.
"Mmmmm," Sara moaned as the sweet juice entered her mouth. She swallowed and stuck out her tongue for more.
Terry's breath was ragged and his chest heaved as his excitement grew almost out of control. His fingers gripped the blanket beneath him tightly.
Finally, Sara had to have his penis in her mouth. She opened her mouth wide and moved her head down.
"Oh my God," Terry moaned and lifted his hips, ready to shoot his load.
Before he could climax, Sara pulled back. She licked the head and then lifted the shaft so that she could tease the sensitive skin under the crown. Then she sucked the head inside again and pumped the shaft with a few quick strokes.
Terry's legs tightened as he fought for control.
Sara almost giggled as she felt Terry struggling below her. She was enjoying driving him mad and was going to make him wait a long time for relief. However, she miscalculated and as she tickled the head with her tongue she heard him moan loudly. Suddenly, the slit in the head of his penis opened and the shaft pulsed. Without warning, a torrent of white cream shot from the opening and hit Sara directly in the face. The force of the blast startled her and she squealed and drew back. Then she quickly opened her mouth. However, before she could get the head inside, another squirt shot out and arched over her head, splattering across her hair and onto Terry's chest. Finally she got her mouth over the pulsing head and the next blast went directly into her mouth. She closed her lips around the head and began to pump the shaft rapidly. Her throat worked quickly and she swallowed repeatedly sucking his sweet cream into her stomach.
When Sara lifted her head, she felt Terry's cum running down her face. She turned to him and saw that he was lying with his arm across his eyes. When she moved toward him, he moved his arm from across his face and smiled at her.
"That was... ammmmmaaaazing," he gasped. "I don't think I have ever climaxed for that long." Then he held his arms open to her.
"Uh... I need something to clean up with."
"Not yet," Terry said and pulled her face toward his. He moaned as her cum wet lips touched his.
Sara could feel her vagina throb as the cum on her lips smeared across his. With a moan she pushed her tongue into his mouth.
Terry sucked her tongue and lips until the juice had disappeared.
Sara pulled away and smiled at him. "I still need something to clean up with," she giggled as his juice trickled across her nose and down her cheek.
Terry handed her his shirt.
Sara did the best she could to clean up but it was impossible to clean the cum out of her hair. Then she fell into his arms and lay against his chest. She could still feel his rapid breathing.
They stayed like that for a long time, enjoying the warm afterglow of satisfying sex. Finally Sara pulled away and said, "I guess we had better get going."
"Okay," Terry said.
They were quiet as they got dressed and started back to pick up Sara's car. When Sara got out she leaned back inside and kissed Terry.
He said, "Thanks. I had a wonderful evening. It was amazing."
"Me too," she whispered and smiled before she hurried to her car.
Brian's head was back on the chair and his eyes were closed. The book he had been reading had fallen to the floor. The turning of the key in the front door brought him from his slumber. He sat up startled and turned toward the door.
The door opened and Sara walked into the house. Before she took another step she leaned back against the door and sighed.
Suddenly, Brian sucked in his breath and his eyes opened wide. Sara was a mess. The pretty dress was wrinkled and it appeared to be soiled. Her beautifully styled hair was in ruin. "Are you all right?" Brian asked excitedly as he jumped up from the chair, fearing that she had been attacked.
Sara continued to lean against the door. A broad smile came to her face and she nodded her head up and down.
"You look a mess. What happened?" Brian said as he rushed over to her.
"It okay sweetie," she said when she saw his worried look. "I'll tell you all about it. Can you get me something to drink?"
Brian helped her over to the sofa and then hurried to the bar. He came back with a glass of Scotch with ice and handed it to her. He sat down next to her quickly.
"Thank you," she said as she took a big drink.
"So what happened?" Brian asked anxiously.
"Hold on sweetie, let me get my breath." Sara took a deep breath as she leaned back on the sofa. She took another drink before she spoke. "Well, we went out for drinks and talked. He is a really nice guy. He's an architect and is originally from Canada."
Brian wanted to say "Get to the good part," but instead he waited.
"Then instead of going to dinner, we cancelled the reservations and went parking like a couple of teenagers."
"Did you... you know...?" Brian couldn't wait anymore.
"No we didn't screw," Sara said before he could finish the question. "He has the most wonderful mouth though. I think he ate me for an hour or more."
Brian felt his penis begin to twitch at her words.
"My pussy is going to be sore for a week."
Brian's eyes grew wide.
"Let me show you," Sara said and pulled herself from the sofa. She slowly pulled her short dress up, gradually revealing her well-eaten vagina.
"Oh my God," Brian gasped. He had never seen her vagina as swollen or as red. The outer lips were still puffy but the inner lips were positively huge. They were protruding from the inner ones and it almost appeared that they were still pulsing. He reached his hand out to touch her and she jumped back.
"I sorry sweetie but it's too sensitive." Sara saw Brian's look of disappointment. "Don't worry, I'll take care of you in another way and then I'll make it up to you tomorrow. Okay?"
"All right," Brian responded, somewhat disappointed.
Sara smiled down at him and said, "Sit back and I'll tell you what happened."
Brian begrudgingly sat back and watched his wife get to her knees.
"Well, we went to an old farm out off Burlington Pike," Sara said as she began to open Brian's pants. "It actually belongs to Terry. We started to make out in the car but then he suggested that we use a blanket."
As Brian watched and listened, Sara pulled his half-erect penis out of his pants. She stopped talking for a second to suck it into her mouth. It didn't take her long before his penis was fully hard.
"Then, he ate me. Brian, I climaxed for so long that I thought it was never going to end. He teased me and sucked me until I was screaming continuously. But, you know what the most amazing thing was..." Sara said and stopped licking Brian's penis. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at her husband. "The most amazing thing was that he... he actually sucked my asshole! God, I went off like an explosion."
"Oh Jesus," Brian moaned. He had always wanted to do that to Sara but figured that she would think it was too gross.
"He sucked it and tongued it until I almost passed out," Sara said dreamily. "You'll have to do that to me soon."
Brian moaned and trembled at the thought.
Sara began to suck him again as she pumped his shaft with her hand.
Brian's head began to spin with excitement. He could almost see Terry's head buried between the sweet cheeks of his wife's sexy ass. Suddenly, his balls began to churn as he neared his peak.
Sara wasn't ready to let him climax yet. She pulled her mouth from the throbbing head of his penis, but kept her hand around the shaft. Slowly she pumped him as she blew warm air on his already hot penis.
Brian moaned in frustration and lifted his hips from the sofa.
"Not yet sweetie. I want to tell you how I sucked him off. You want to hear what your sweet little slut did, don't you?"
Brian couldn't answer. His mouth was open as he gasped for breath. However, he desperately wanted to hear so he settled back down and watched as his wife gently flicked her tongue across the slit in the head.
"Terry was ready to cum, just like you. I teased him for a long time, licking the drooling head," Sara said, licking Brian like she had done to Terry. "Unfortunately, I didn't realize how close he was to climaxing." Sara giggled. "You should have seen it. The head grew to twice the normal size, I swear. Then before I could open my mouth it shot off directly into my face. Then the second shot went over my head and into my hair."
Brian's eyes opened wide as he looked at the top of his wife's head and saw that her hair was matted. He hadn't noticed that before. His fingers were a fraction of an inch from where Terry's cum had landed. An incredible wave of electricity rushed through him. "Oh God," he moaned and his hips lifted from the sofa again.
Sara pulled back and looked up into her husband's lust contorted face. "He came right into your little slut's face. Then I drank everything he had. Do you want to cum in my face too?" A naughty smile crossed her face.
"Ohhhh God yes!" Brian moaned.
Suddenly, Sara was excited again. She pulled her husband's pulsing penis down until it was pointed at her face. Her lips pursed together as she began to move her hand purposefully up and down his shaft. Her face was a mask of concentration as she watched the little slit open and close, almost like a fish's mouth. There was a steady stream of clear juice running out.
Brian's heart was pounding in his chest like never before. His head was spinning and his mouth was suddenly very dry. He gasped for breath as his balls prepared to send his cum hurling at his wife's waiting face. "Ohhhhhhh Jesusssssss!!!" he screamed as his penis lurched.
Sara squealed as the little slit expanded and his shaft throbbed in her hand and shot his thick cum directly at her face. Luckily she closed her eyes before it hit. The white cream splattered on her eyelids and across her cheek. The second shot hit her forehead and flew into her hair. It was even harder than the first. Another blast of cum hit her and then another, covering her face in his white cream. Almost immediately it began to run in tiny rivers down her cheeks. Finally the pulsing slowed until there was only a trickle cum running from the head.
Brian lay sprawled on the sofa with his head back and his mouth open, gasping for breath. He was too exhausted to move.
Sara stared up at her husband in amazement. She had never seen him cum so much. His juice was dripping from her cheeks and chin and onto her chest in long gobs. There was even a large gob running off her nose. "I think I need a shower now," she whispered. She stood up on unsteady legs and smiled down at her husband.
Brian smiled back weakly. He was just a little embarrassed by what he had done. However, Sara had encouraged it. "I love you," he said.
"I love you too." Sara held her hand out to her husband and they walked upstairs.
To be continued...
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Chapter 1
I entered my morning class a little late on Thursday and was surprised to see that Molly wasn't there. When she didn't show up by the time the class was over, I began to get a little concerned. She was normally very reliable and, so far, hadn't missed a class. It was nearly eleven thirty and I was still in my office when Molly walked in.
I was relieved when I looked up and saw the pretty co-ed. "There you are Molly. I was a little worried about you."
She looked a little frazzled as she came over to my desk. "Sorry Mr. Adams. I was serving my penance for not accomplishing my task last night."
It took a few seconds to realize what she was referring to. I asked, "Your penance?"
"Yes. Unfortunately I only took care of four of the five guys that were my responsibility. Jimmy Redmond passed out before I could get to him."
"Uh... oh... I... I see," I stammered, immediately uncomfortable with the conversation. However, I had to ask, "What was your penance?"
"I was spanked," she stated flatly.
I tried to keep my calm but her words were like an electric shock to me. I felt myself getting excited. "Well... uh... that's too bad."
"I told you that some of my sisters could be cruel," Molly said, now standing very close to me. "Do you want to see?" she whispered.
Before I could answer, Molly turned around and bent over my desk and pulled her short skirt up. I gasped as my eyes fell on her reddened cheeks; both appeared to be swollen and looked very tender. "My God Molly!" I gasped.
"They're really hot too. You can touch them if you want to."
Almost without thinking I reached my hand out and touched her red cheeks with my fingers. Then I slid my palm across the soft surface. They were indeed hot.
Molly began to move her buttocks back and forth as my hand moved across the surface of her soft skin.
Suddenly I realized what I was doing and pulled my hand away as if I had been burned. "This is unacceptable Molly. We need to report them," I said in a weak attempt at indignation.
"It's okay Mr. Adams. I... I kind of liked it. It made me hot." With that Molly spread her legs and bent further over. "See?"
I gasped as I stared between her legs and saw the glistening juice on her swollen sex lips. Almost in a trance I reached out and touched her vagina with my fingers.
"Mmmmm," Molly moaned and squirmed her hips.
Again I realized that we were in a very public classroom and pulled my hand away. I stood up and said in a stern voice, "Molly, come to my office." With that I grabbed some books on my desk to keep in front of my tented pants and left the room. I could hear Molly hurrying to catch up. When I got to my room I quickly unlocked the door and ushered Molly inside. I looked both ways down the hall before entering and locking the door. For once I was glad my office didn't have any windows.
Molly stood next to my desk in the tiny office.
My office was about the size of a large broom closet with a desk, two chairs and a small table. The room was strewn with papers and books. I quickly locked the door and walked over to my chair and sat down. "Okay Molly, we need to talk about this. You should know that there are strict rules about hazing at this school," I said. I took a lined pad and picked up a pen. "You can sit down Molly."
"I'd rather not, if it's all the same to you," Molly said with a smile.
"Uh... yes... uh, I understand," I said, trying to maintain my composure. "Now... uh... who are these girls?"
"I said that it was okay Mr. Adams." She walked around and leaned against my desk.
I tried to act professional but I couldn't help staring at the pretty teenager's thighs. Her skirt was pulled up, almost to her groin. I already knew that she didn't have panties on. I sat back in my chair in an attempt to put a little distance between her and I. That was a mistake. It gave Molly room to move between the desk and me.
"I've never been spanked before. It made me very excited," Molly almost hissed as she boldly placed a foot on the chair between my legs.
Suddenly, I had a perfect view of her swollen vagina. I realized for the first time that it was totally devoid of hair. The outer lips were fat and smooth-the inner lips were red and swollen. I could see that her sex juice was now trickling down her thighs. I could even smell her excitement. My head began to spin.
"I think it makes you excited too," Molly said and moved her foot until it was pressed on my throbbing erection.
I sucked in my breath and watched as if hypnotized as her foot gently massaged my groin. While I knew that I should put a stop to this, I also knew that it was far too late. I sat frozen as the young girl suddenly knelt between my legs. Her eyes were glassy as she opened my belt and pulled my zipper down. I helped by lifting up when she reached to pull my pants down. "Molly..." I started to say but stopped as her warm hand wrapped around my shaft. "Oh Jesus," I gasped as her mouth covered the swollen head. I reached out and grasped her head, my fingers tangling in her blond hair.
"Mmmmm," she moaned as I directed her head up and down on my shaft.
My hips began to lift from the chair as my excitement grew.
Suddenly, Molly pulled her mouth from my penis with a loud pop. She smiled and stood up. "I don't want you to cum in my mouth this time. I have a better place for it."
My eyes were as round as saucers as I watched her pull her tight skirt up to her waist and climb up until her thighs were on the arms of my chair. She reached between us and grasped my penis.
"Molly," I gasped again as she began to rub the swollen head on her wet vagina.
"Oh yes," she groaned as she fitted the head into her hole. Then she moved her hips down, slowly taking me inside her.
At that point, I was beyond caring about the stupidity of what I was doing. I grasped her hot buttocks in my hand and began to move her up and down. We both moaned in pleasure.
"That's it, fuck me... fuck me!" she gasped and began to move up and down with the help of my hands.
My old wooden chair was squeaking as it strained under our combined weight and the room was suddenly filled with our moans and the sloppy sound of our groins slapping together.
I could feel Molly's juice trickling down my balls as we both neared out peaks. "Oh God Molly, I'm going to cum!" I warned.
"Yes... yes... yes, cum in meeeee!!! Fill me... ohhhhhhh!!!"
Molly's vagina began to pulse around my shaft. Suddenly, my balls pulled up tight and I felt my sperm rushing up the shaft. "Ahhhhh!!!" I gasped and pulled the young girl's hips down on my shaft until I was buried as deeply as I could go. My body began to spasm as my sperm poured into her willing hole.
Molly's thighs strained in their position on the chair as convulsions racked her body. Her climax seemed to go on for a long time until finally she collapsed onto me.
We stayed in that position for several minutes. Finally, I pushed Molly up. We both groaned as my penis slipped from her sloppy hole.
"Thanks Mr. Adams. Now I won't have to get the rest of my punishment."
I looked at her strangely and said, "What does that mean?"
"My sisters told me that I could avoid the rest of my punishment if I got you to fuck me," Molly said with a wide grin. "Now I have the proof."
We both looked down and saw my cum trickling out of her hole.
"Sorry but I have to hurry. My big sister is waiting for me in the ladies room." With that Molly pulled her skirt down and turned and rushed out of my office.
I closed my eyes and leaned back in my chair. Once again I had played the sucker.
Chapter 2
I called Katie that evening and we talked for a long time. Still, we avoided the subject of Abigail. It seemed that our individual relationship with her was private or somehow off limits. That worked for me.
Katie invited me to her place for dinner on Friday night. I thanked her and said I would see her tomorrow.
When I got to my office in the morning there was a note stuck to the door. It was from Abigail and said that I should be in her office this evening at 6 P.M. The note didn't explain why. Immediately I became worried. Could she have known about the party? I thought. It seemed that nothing was secret at this school.
I was worried all day but I didn't say anything to Katie when I saw her at lunch. I didn't think that it had anything to do with her.
It was almost six when I entered the administration building. It was quiet now that most of the staff had gone home. As I turned the corner I almost bumped into Katie as she came out of the ladies room. I stopped in shock. She had changed her clothes. Instead of her normal schoolteacher attire, she was wearing what looked like a private school girl's uniform. She had on a blue blazer, white blouse, and a blue and red checked pleated skirt with black shoes and white socks. Her red hair, which she normally let hang to her shoulders, was pulled back into to braided pigtails.
"Katie?" I said stupidly.
"What are you doing here?" she asked, appearing just as shocked as I was.
"I got a note to be at Abigail's office at 6."
I saw her face flush. "So did I."
Now I was genuinely worried that Abigail had found out about Katie and I. She had warned me not to fraternize with students or faculty.
"I don't understand. Why are you dressed like that?"
"Abigail... Abigail told me to."
I stood frozen. Then I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost 6 P.M. I didn't want to add lateness to whatever trouble I was already in. "We had better get to her office." We both turned and walked down the hall, deep in our own thoughts. I tapped on the door and heard Abigail tell us to come in.
Abigail was sitting at her desk when we entered. "Please sit down," she said, barely looking up from something she was reading. I had come to expect that.
Katie and I sat in the two chairs in front of her desk. I glanced over at Katie and saw her attempt to pull the impossibly short skirt down. Most of her thighs were still bare.
Suddenly the room was deadly quiet. Only the ticking of the clock on the wall interrupted the silence. I glanced over at Katie several times and saw her squirming uncomfortably on the chair. I wasn't comfortable either; my heart was thumping in my chest and I was breaking out in a cold sweat. Still, I tried to remain calm.
It seemed like hours before Abigail looked at us over her reading glasses. She stared for a minute then put what she was reading down and sat back. She carelessly tossed her reading glasses onto the desk. "Well, it seems that the two of you have violated a basic rule of mine." She paused, her lips pursed like she was scolding petulant children.
I glanced at Katie and she looked at me. How does she know? I thought again. I certainly hadn't said anything. I wondered if Katie had. We both sat quietly.
Abigail crossed her legs casually, showing an expanse of her sexy thigh. "Nothing to say huh?"
"Abigail... I... Katie... it's my fault." I tried to sound gallant but it didn't come out that way. It sounded more like a whine.
"I don't want your excuses." With that Abigail stood up and walked over to the door. The click of the lock made both Katie and I jump. Katie looked like she was going to cry. We watched as she walked back behind her desk and sat down.
"Come over here Katie."
Katie looked at me and hesitated.
"Now!"
Katie jumped up and hurried over to Abigail, her head down.
"Take you're jacket off."
She stripped off her blazer and laid it on the desk.
I almost gasped. The white blouse she had on was totally sheer and her braless breasts were plainly visible.
"Come closer," Abigail said and pulled Katie close to her. "At least you obeyed me about your clothes." Abigail turned to me and said, "Katie likes to dress like a little girl for me sometimes." With that she reached up and ran her painted fingernail across a nipple, barely hidden under the thin white material. It immediately hardened and Katie shivered noticeably.
Suddenly I felt stirring in my groin. I shifted in my chair and watched as the older woman gently rubbed one nipple before moving to the other. Katie's breath was coming more rapid now as she stood with her hands behind her back, almost swaying.
"She has lovely breasts doesn't she?" Abigail asked rhetorically.
I could see that Abigail's eyes were filled with lust now. I watched as she began to unbutton Katie's blouse. Katie looked over at me with dread in her eyes. But I could see excitement as well.
When the blouse was all the way open, Abigail reached up and pushed it off her shoulders and let it fall down her back. The cuffs held the blouse at her wrists behind her. She didn't try to remove it.
I stared at her gorgeous breasts. She looked like a very well built high school girl. Her breasts sat up proudly and the pink nipples looked like pencil erasers. This was the second time I had seen them and like the last time, I was amazed at how creamy the skin appeared, with only a spattering of freckles on the surface.
"Katie loves to have her breasts played with," Abigail said and began to cup the firm orbs with her open hands. She added, turning her head slightly toward me, "But you already know that." Then, as she remained seated, she pulled Katie closer and brought one hard nipple to her lips.
Katie groaned. She appeared almost helpless as she looked over at me. However, from her flushed face and hooded eyelids, I could see that she was getting very excited.
The room filled with the sound of Abigail's sucking lips. She sucked one nipple into her mouth before letting it slip out with a pop. Then she did the same to the other. I heard Katie whimper and could see goose bumps on her arms.
"Yes, little Katie gets very excited when I play with her breasts. Let's see how excited she is." With that Abigail reached down and slipped her hand under Katie's short skirt.
My penis was now throbbing in my pants as I watched her fingers disappear under her skirt.
"Umm, her panties are positively soaked," she said and then with one quick motion, Abigail pulled her panties down to her knees. Then her hand went back up her skirt. Katie gasped and trembled and I could see Abigail's arm moving. "Spread your legs," she ordered. Katie tried but the panties at her knees kept her from moving very far. "Let's get these off," Abigail said.
Katie moaned and let her pull them off her feet, her hands going to Abigail's shoulders for balance.
"My, my, these are wet," Abigail hissed excitedly as she held the soaked crotch up for me to see. Then she brought the panties to her nose. "She smells sweet. Just like the virgin that she is." She smiled and tossed the panties at me. They landed in my lap.
I looked down and then back up at her. She had a smug look on her face. I began to think that she was doing this to punish me for breaking her rules. It appeared that she was going to make me watch as she took her pleasure.
Abigail reached back under Katie's skirt.
"Ohhhh!!!" Katie gasped and went up on her toes.
"Ah yes, she is still a virgin. Her little hole is still so tight." Abigail looked at me and said, "I'm surprised that you didn't get further."
I wasn't sure if that was a reprimand or if she was mocking me. Regardless, I could feel myself getting very excited as I watched her hand continue to move under her skirt.
Then Abigail stood up and pulled her hand from between her legs. With her standard 4 inches high heels she was at least two inches taller than Katie was. It made Katie look even more like a teenaged girl. Abigail pulled Katie to her and wrapped her arms around her back. The two made quite a contrast: the older woman dressed in a fashionable business suit and the half-naked young girl.
I watched in amazement as she brought her lips to Katie. Katie didn't resist. Instead she almost melted into her arms. I heard Katie moan as Abigail reached up and grasped her pigtails, pulling her head back. Her lips followed, pressing almost violently to Katie's open mouth.
By this time my heart was pounding in my chest with excitement and my penis was throbbing. Instead of feeling jealous at Abigail's handling of Katie, I grew even more excited. Katie seemed to be enjoying it. I know that I was. In fact, strangely, instead of jealously, I felt even more attracted to Katie. I can't to this day explain it. I have learned since that most men love to see two women together. But I have no idea why. We just do.
My thoughts were interrupted when Abigail broke the kiss and stepped back. Then she reached down and swiftly pulled her tight skirt up to her waist. I gasped when I saw that she didn't have on anything under her skirt. She sat back down and spread her legs.
Katie looked over at me and I could see that her face was now a mask of lust. But I could also detect indecision. She bit her lip and looked from me to the woman sitting in front of her with her legs obscenely spread. Her eyes shifted down to her crotch. With a little whimper of surrender and without being asked she slipped to her knees. Her hands were still held behind her back by the cuffs of her blouse but she could pull them forward enough to grasp Abigail's knees. She pushed her legs further apart and bent forward.
Suddenly, the desk was blocking my view. I sat up in the chair in time to see Katie's face disappear between Abigail's thighs.
"Oh yes!" Abigail hissed. She reached down and grasped Katie's pigtails again. Then she lifted her legs and wrapped them around her shoulders, scooting down in her chair.
My penis was ready to split my pants as I watched the seemingly innocent girl go to work on Abigail. Abigail held her hair as if to guide her. However, it was entirely unnecessary. Katie's head bobbed up and down and I could hear her lips working on Abigail's vagina.
"That's it sweetie, eat me. Suck my cunt!"
The room was quickly filled with Abigail's moans and little whimpers coming from Katie. Soon Abigail was squirming in the chair and her head was thrown back as she neared a climax. I watched her face grimace in pleasure as she bucked her hips upward. Suddenly, her hands left her pigtails and pulled Katie's head harshly between her thighs. "Yes... yes... yes... I'm cummmmmmmiiiiiiinnnnnggggg!!!" she screamed as her body began to thrash in the chair. Katie held on, continuing to suck until the older woman's legs fell from her shoulders.
When Katie finally pulled back and looked at me I saw that her pretty face was dripping with Abigail's juice.
A few seconds later Abigail recovered and she helped Katie stand up. Then she made her lie back on the desk with her legs spread before her. "It's your turn," Abigail whispered to Katie as she slid her chair close to the desk and lifted the girl's thighs.
Katie's head was over the front of the desk leaning back. Her eyes were open and she was looking directly at me from her upside down position. I watched the pleasure cover her face and her eyes close as Abigail began to eat her.
I couldn't take anymore and I stood up. I could see Abigail's eyes watching me as I pulled my zipper down. However, she didn't pull away so I opened my pants and dropped them to the floor. I stepped forward and placed my dripping penis on Katie's mouth. I could still see the sticky remains on her lips from her activity between Abigail's legs. She opened her eyes and looked up at me startled. But then she opened her mouth and took the head inside. "Oh Jesus," I moaned as I pressed forward, burying my penis in her throat. I could feel Katie gag but then her throat opened for me. I pushed until my balls were touching her forehead. I could feel her throat caressing me and then she gagged a little again. I pulled out and let her breathe before pushing back in. Soon, I was working my penis back and forth as Abigail sucked her. It didn't take long before I felt Katie trembling. She stopped sucking and her body began to convulse with her climax. It was almost too much for me and I had to pull out or risk cumming in her mouth. I figured Abigail wouldn't like that. I was right.



As soon as Katie's climax was over, Abigail pulled away. Now her face was as wet as Katie's had been. She had a Cheshire cat grin on her face. She pulled Katie up and took her hand. Then she walked around the desk and stepped in front of me. She sat on the desk and leaned back. I turned to Katie and looked at her. She was smiling now.
"Put him in me Katie," Abigail hissed excitedly. "I want to fuck him until he cums and then you are going to eat me again. That's your punishment for sneaking around my back."
I almost laughed. Some punishment, I thought.
Katie reached down and wrapped her hand around my pulsing shaft. The warmth of her soft hand almost made me climax. Fortunately she didn't squeeze or pump me; she simply pulled me closer to Abigail's wet vagina. Then she positioned the swollen head at the entrance to Abigail's dripping hole. She slowly fed my penis in.
I fought to keep my hips still. If I started to pump her now I was sure I would climax. I watched as my penis disappeared inside the older woman. Finally, Katie had to pull her hand from my penis and the remaining inches slipped inside. Both Abigail and I moaned.
Abigail lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist. Her heels dug into my ass, signaling me that it was time to move.
I pulled my penis out slowly and then threw my hips forward until I was all the way inside her again.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Abigail moaned and gasped for breath.
I didn't let her catch her breath as I began to move rapidly in and out. When I turned to Katie I saw her staring at our sex organs. Her face looked like a child at Christmas. I assumed that she had never witnessed anyone having sex before. I began to move faster, creating a sucking sound.
I felt Katie place her hand on my naked buttocks and she began to push me forward like I needed help. I turned and looked at her. Her mouth was open and her breathing was rapid again. She was clearly excited. I reached behind her head and grasped a pigtail. I pulled her lips roughly to mine.
"Mmmmm!!!" Katie moaned as my tongue entered her mouth like my penis was entering Abigail.
I was lost in the kiss when I felt Abigail tense. I had almost forgotten about her. I pulled away from Katie and watched as the older woman began to convulse in pleasure. Her grasping vagina was more than I could take. With a bellow I unleashed my sperm deep into the still climaxing woman. I could feel Katie's fingers digging into my ass cheeks as she pressed me forward.
Soon my balls were empty and my penis began to wilt. I looked down and watched it slip out of Abigail's stretched hole. I took a deep breath and stepped back, falling heavily into the chair behind me. A second later I watched Katie go to her knees and take my place. Her head blocked my view of Abigail's vagina so I couldn't see what Katie was doing. However, I could hear the sucking sounds. Then I saw Abigail wrapped her legs around her head again and she grasped her pigtails, letting out a groan of pleasure as she pulled her head forward.
I watched in fascination as Katie's head moved back and forth and then up and down. It was obvious that she had done this more than once. However, I was pretty sure that she hadn't done it when Abigail was filled with cream.
It didn't take long before I heard Abigail gasping. Her hips lifted from the desk and she tensed as another climax rushed through her. When she settled back down, Katie didn't stop. She continued to eat her until she climaxed several more times. I saw Katie trembling several times and wondered if she had climaxed as well.
A short time later Abigail pushed Katie's head away, got up from the desk, then went around to her chair again. She straightened her clothes, put her glasses on and sat down. Katie stood up next to me and we looked at Abigail. "You two may go now. I hope you learned your lesson." Her lips curled up in an almost imperceptible smile. Then she picked up a paper on her desk and began to read.
Katie and I knew that it was time to go. We left her office and walked down the hallway in silence. Now that the excitement was over we both seemed a little embarrassed. However, before we stepped outside the building I stopped and pulled Katie back. I looked at her face and saw concern. She knew what was coming.
"Katie, how did Abigail know about us?"
She looked away from me and her face flushed. She hesitated.
I waited.
"I... I... told her." She looked up at me with pleading eyes. "I'm sorry," she said. "Abigail has a way of getting things out of me."
I tried to look mad but it was impossible. I pulled her to me and kissed her. I could feel her the tension in her body ease. The kiss lasted for a long time, gradually turning passionate. I realized that there might still be people in the building and pushed Katie back. "Are we still on for Friday night?"
Katie's eyes sparkled and she smiled brightly. "Yes."
"See you then," I said and kissed her briefly again. As we parted I felt excitement at the thought of what Friday night would bring.
Chapter 3
I was a little late getting to Katie's house because I stopped to pick up some flowers. I felt my heart flutter when she opened the door and I saw her smiling face. She was dressed in a lime green cocktail dress that was cut in a V down her chest. Thin straps held it up, running across her shoulders. The soft cotton flowed down her trim waist and was tight across her hips. It was modestly short on her thighs.
"Wow, you look great," I said as I handed her the flowers.
"Thank you," she answered.
I leaned forward and kissed her gently. She lifted up and prolonged the kiss, pushing her sweet tongue into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her body to me as the kiss grew passionate. My hands slipped down her waist to grasp the soft cheeks of her buttocks. I could feel my penis begin to harden.
Katie broke the kiss and pushed me back. "Later," she whispered. "I have dinner on." With that she took my hand and led me into the house.
I sat on the sofa as she hurried off to get me a glass of wine. When she came back she curled up next to me on the sofa. We tapped our glasses together and then sat silently for a few moments.
"Katie..."
"Jim..."
We both started to talk at the same time then stopped and laughed.
"You first," I said.
"Uh... I don't really know where to start. I guess I just wanted to explain about... about... you know, what happened in Abigail's office."
"You don't have to explain anything."
"I want to because I don't want you to think that I set you up. I... I didn't know what Abigail was going to do."
"I know that. I could see that you were as surprised as I was."
"Abigail has a way of getting what she wants. My relationship with her started right after she hired me. I'm embarrassed to say that I went along with it because of my job."
"I know, so did I."
"But that's not why I do it now," Katie said and I saw her face flush. She continued. "Abigail taught me things... things that amazed and excited me. Until her, I had never even thought of another woman. The first time... the first time we did it, I was shocked and embarrassed. But I was also determined to keep my job. It paid twice what anyone else offered me. After the first time together, each time was a little easier, until finally, I had to admit that I liked it."
Katie paused and looked at me expectantly.
"You got paid twice what anyone else offered you? I only got a 20% increase." I said. Then I smiled.
Katie smiled back and slapped me on the shoulder. "I'm trying to be serious."
"All right, I'll behave. The truth is that she made me an offer I couldn't refuse either. I was surprised when I realized that there was more to the job then met the eye. I wasn't totally naive but I wasn't all that experienced either."
Katie looked down at her wine glass and then continued almost shyly. "We've been doing something almost every week since I started here. I guess that I've used it as an excuse not to find my own relationship. I used her as my sexual outlet. Then you came along. After... after we went to the beach together I thought I could resist her." She paused and took a drink of her wine. "But when she told me to come to her office the next day, I couldn't say no. I realized that I still need her. I know it's wrong but the excitement I get when we are together is more that anything I have ever felt with anyone... that is until you."
I looked at her, trying to keep my expression neutral.
"I care a lot for you Jim. Maybe more than a lot, but... but... I'm confused." Katie's eyes started to well up with tears.
"I understand Katie," I said and reached up to caress her face. She turned her face and kissed my hand. "I'm not going to judge you. And I certainly don't think any the less of you. If I did, I would have to condemn my own actions. I care for you too Katie. In fact... in fact," I said and paused. "Katie, I think I'm in love with you."
Katie's tears overflowed and began to stream down her cheeks. However, her face brightened and she said, "I love you too Jim."
She fell into my arms and our lips met. Then I pulled away and took her wine glass and mine and sat it on the coffee table. I pulled her back into my arms and kissed her again. When my hand found her breast, she moaned into my mouth and lifted her chest toward me. I slipped my hand down her top and squeezed the soft orb. I could feel the nipple harden in my palm. Then I pried my lips from hers and began to kiss down her neck, leaving little love bites along the way.
"God Jim," Katie gasped when I lifted her breast from the top of her dress.
My lips found the nipple and I began to suck. Just at that moment a bell went off in the kitchen.
Katie reluctantly pulled her breast from my lips and said, "Dinner is almost ready."
I moaned and tried to pull her back but she pushed away and hurried to the kitchen. A few minutes later we were sitting at the dining room table eating by candlelight. The food was delicious and I was surprised that Katie was such a good cook. However, my excitement at being so close to her took away some of the pleasure of the food.
When dinner was over, Katie got up and came around and sat on my lap. We kissed for a few minutes. My hand reached for her thigh. I was surprised when she stopped me. She stared into my eyes for a moment and then stood and took my hand. I followed her as she led me down the hall and into the bedroom.
I guess that I shouldn't have been surprised that the bedroom was ready for us. There were pretty lavender satin sheets on the turned down bed. The lights were low and there was soft music playing. I took Katie into my arms and pulled her close. We started to dance slowly. I caressed her back as my hands slowly slipped lower. When I reached her buttocks I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin material. She wasn't wearing panties. I pulled her to me, pressing my hard penis to her stomach. I knew that she could feel it.
I kissed her lips again as my hands reached for the straps of her dress. I gently lowered them until the top of her dress fell from her breasts. Then I pushed it over her waist and let it fall to the floor. I pulled her back to me and we began to dance again. She was entirely naked now except for a pair of high heels. I was still fully dressed.
Katie reached down and grasped my shaft through my pants. I moaned and she looked up at me. "Make love to me Jim," she whispered.
"Are you sure?" I asked. I'm not sure what I would have done if she had said no. I stared into her eyes and saw an incredible look of love.
"Yes," she whispered.
I pushed her back until she was seated on the bed. Then I knelt at her feet. "God you're beautiful." I gazed at her body.
Katie blushed prettily.
I tore my eyes from hers as I slowly pushed her thighs apart. Suddenly I was staring at her sweet vagina. Then I bent forward and began to kiss down her lightly freckled thigh. The skin was incredibly soft and warm under my lips. As I neared her center, I could smell her excitement. The sweet aroma excited me. I lifted her legs and spread them further open. My heart began to pound in my chest as I stared at her hairless vagina. It was swollen and dripping. I lowered my mouth.
"Ohhhhhh Godddd!!!" Katie cried as she lifted her hips to my mouth.
I moaned as her swollen outer lips caressed my cheeks as my tongue sought her hole. I pushed in deep and found that there was a pool of juice deep inside. I dipped my tongue in to it and brought it back to my mouth. A little moan escaped my lips. Suddenly, my mouth went wild. I sucked the swollen inner lips into my mouth over and over before pushing them out and searching for her clit. I found the sensitive little pea hidden under a protective covering of skin. I felt her jump when I lapped my tongue across the swollen nub. Then I sucked it into my mouth. Katie screamed and grabbed my head. I could feel her body trembling as she climaxed.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," she moaned over and over as her climax raged through her.
I continued to suck and lick her for a long time. I think she had several more small climaxes. I don't know how long I would have stayed there if she hadn't pushed my head away. I backed away but continued to kiss her swollen sex and the soft skin on her thighs.
Finally I felt her lift my face from between her legs. She looked down at me and whispered, "Fuck me Jim. I need you inside me."
I stood up and hastily removed my clothes. When I was totally naked I stood in front of her. I grasped my penis and moved my hand up and down. I could see her eyes devouring my body.
"I want that in me," she gasped. "I want that big cock in my virgin pussy."
A tremor rushed through my body at her naughty words. My knees suddenly became very weak.
We crawled onto the cool sheets and I took her in my arms, pressing my lips to hers again. She didn't seem to mind that they were soaked with her juices. Then I kissed down her chest until my lips found her nipples again. Soon she was squirming under me on the slippery sheets. My finger found her swollen sex and slipped inside. It was tight, wet and warm.
"Mmmmm!!!" Katie moaned and her vagina pulsed around my finger.
It felt so tight that I wondered how I was going to get my penis inside. I added a second finger and worked both in and out. She opened her legs wide and let me gently stretch her. When I thought she was ready, I pulled away and crawled between her legs. She opened them wide for me then wrapped them around my waist. I lowered myself slowly until my penis head touched her vagina. It slipped down between the swollen lips but didn't enter her hole.
Katie frantically reached between us and took my penis in her hand. She guided it to her hole.
"Oh God," I moaned as the head slipped inside. I looked down and saw that Katie's face was a mask of concentration. She was breathing heavily through her open mouth.
I pressed slowly downward. I could feel her tight sphincter muscles resisting. But I was insistent and pushed harder. About half my penis slipped inside. I stopped when I heard Katie whimpering. I thought that I might be hurting her.
"No... no... no... don't stop!" she gasped.
"Are you ready?" I asked.
Her answer was to wrap her arms around my neck and lock her legs around my waist.
I pushed once more and my entire penis slipped inside her.
We both gasped in pleasure and relief.
I froze with my penis all the way inside and my balls lying gently on her wet lips. I could feel Katie's heart beating in her chest. The rhythm matched mine. Her stretched lips felt tight around the base of my penis.
After several minutes, I felt Katie's hips begin to move. When they did, I gently pulled a little way out and pushed back inside. I did it again, pulling almost all the way out with just the head inside. Her tight hole squeezed the head like a vise. I could feel her slick membranes caressing me, trying to draw me back in.
"Oh God Jim... please... please," Katie begged.
I was too excited to tease her. I dropped my weight, forcing every inch of my shaft deep into her hole.
"Ahhhhheeee!!!" Katie screamed as her hole opened to take me to the bottom.
I began to move my hips up and down, slowly building the tempo until I was pounding into her. She took everything I had and lifted up for more.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me Jim."
I doubled my effort, driving down with such force that the bed squeaked under the strain. There was a rasping sound as our bodies writhed on the satin sheets.
Suddenly Katie squeezed me tightly with her legs and pushed up into me before she froze. She gasped and suddenly her body began to convulse under me. I held on, continuing to pound her as her climax peaked. I felt my balls begin to tighten. "Oh God Katie, I'm getting close," I gasped. I was trying to warn her. However, when she didn't answer, I said, "Should I pull out?" I asked the question because I wasn't sure if she was on any kind of birth control.
"No... no... I want you're cum in me. Please cum in meeee!!!" she screamed and began to climax again.
My penis pulsed and explosions went off in my head. "I love you," I gasped as I filled her womb with my seed.
Epilog
The door to my classroom opened and I saw Katie come in.
"Where're the kids?" I asked.
"They are staying with Aunt Abigail this evening."
"Oh really," I said and smiled.
"Yes. Maria and Juan are coming over for dinner and then the four of us are going to have a little fun."
I smiled brightly and thought of Maria and her husband Juan. It had been a couple months since we had gotten together for a night of mutual loving. As Katie sat on my lap, I counted my blessings: A great wife and kids, a great job teaching horny students, and incredibly sexy friends. What more could a man ask?
The End.
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Part II
Chapter 1
Sara was excited and very nervous as she wondered around the house aimlessly, straightening up and moving pillows from one chair to another. She finished cleaning the already clean living room and sat down with a glass of wine and tried to relax. Patrick's plane was due in at 3 P.M. and Brian was at the airport waiting. She had tried all day to occupy herself but nothing seemed to keep her mind from slipping back to images of what might happen with Patrick.
Brian, on the other hand, had gone to play golf in the morning and seemed to be more than comfortable with Patrick coming to stay with them for two weeks. He didn't seem to have the same reservations about what this could mean to their relationship. Still, in spite of her concerns, Sara was looking forward to Patrick's visit with great excitement. It had been so long since she had seen him.
Her thoughts slipped back to the college years; back to a time when she was carefree and the worst thing she had to worry about was the upcoming chemistry test. In those days, while Brian was special to her, she had resisted his desire for her to date him exclusively. She was having too much fun playing the field to be tied down to one guy. Still, while she dated a number of guys, she wasn't a total slut and was very selective about who she slept with. Sure she had a few one night stands, but every girl that she knew did that occasionally, especially when they had a little too much to drink. Before she settled on Brian though, Patrick was the only other guy that she dated more than a few times. He was handsome, charming and nearly irresistible. However, they had never actually gone all the way. There were several times where they had petted heavily and had given each other pleasure with their hands. To this day, Sara didn't know why she hadn't slept with either of them. It was most likely because she liked them both so much and couldn't bear to hurt either one.
The ringing phone startled Sara from her deep thoughts. It was Brian telling her that they were on their way home. When Sara hung up, she sat back again and took a big drink of her wine. Her hand was trembling. Settle down, she told herself... Brian said it would be okay. He seemed to be so calm about all of this. But for many reasons she couldn't take this step casually. Just a few short months ago she would have laughed at anyone that said she would ever sleep with another man besides her husband. Yet, if everything worked out, that's exactly what she was going to do.
As Sara thought about what she had done sexually in the last several months and what she was about to do, she felt excitement building again. The half bottle of wine she had already consumed had something to do with it. Wine always made her especially amorous. Then, suddenly, for some inexplicable reason, her thoughts drifted to Terry. A little chill went though her. He had called yesterday and wanted to go out, reminding her of the fun they had had the last time. She had put him off gently, telling him they would get together again soon. While Brian said it was okay to go out with him again and even encouraged her, she wanted to focus on Patrick right now.
Suddenly Sara's face flushed. Here she was thinking of sex with two men, neither of them her husband. Brian called her his "sweet little slut." Maybe she was a slut she thought... sweet or otherwise.
Brian and Patrick laughed and joked as they drove away from the airport and entered the expressway. It was as if time had stood still; they talked about their college days, the girls and the wild parties. It seemed liked yesterday but also like a thousand years ago. They both knew that things were very different today. Both of them had married and gone their separate ways after college. Then, six months ago, almost to the day, tragedy had struck Patrick when his wife had died in an auto accident... in a car that he was driving. While the physical scars had healed for Patrick, the mental one probably never would.
"So how are you doing now Patrick?" Brian asked, changing the tone of the conversation to more serious matters.
"Okay I guess," Patrick answered with a touch of sadness in his voice. Then he turned and gazed out the window and his eyes began to tear. He wasn't doing well at all. The tragedy had struck him very hard and while he desperately wanted to move on, it was almost impossible. Everywhere he looked in the house he was reminded of his life before that day. Now he was hoping that this vacation would give him a little reprieve from his grief. It was going to be great to be with good friends. Brian was like a brother to him and Sara... well, he was looking forward to seeing Sara again. After all these years and the shock of recent events, he could still feel excitement at the thought of her. However, he could also feel the sting of her rejection of him. In truth, he had been madly in love with Sara. However, he had never let her know or let it spoil his relationship with Brian. Brian had won her and he and Sara seemed very happy now.
"Sara is so excited about your visit," Brian said, interrupting Patrick's thoughts in order to change the subject to a more pleasant topic.
"Really?"
"Yes! I can't believe it myself, but she always had a thing for you," Brian laughed. Then he added, "Truthfully... I think she still does."
Patrick chose to ignore the last comment and said, "Yeah, but she chose you." Suddenly he wanted to take the words back. It sounded too much like he was a sore loser.
"I know it was a tough decision for her," Brian said seriously. "I only beat you out by the skin of my teeth."
"I always wondered what she saw in you," Patrick returned with a laugh, his mood suddenly improving at the thought of Sara.
"Maybe I have a bigger dick!"
"Yeah, right! In your dreams," Patrick shot back. He paused for a moment and then said, "You know Patrick, I've always wondered something." He paused again, suddenly very nervous. He knew that he needed to be careful about his next comment.
"What?"
"Did... did you two guys... ever... ever sleep together." Brian knew the answer to that question already, or at least he thought he did, since Sara had said she hadn't.
"Hey man, I can't answer that question... she's your wife."
"You did! You slept with her!" Brian exclaimed.
"No I didn't," Patrick returned quickly. "We never had sex." That wasn't exactly the truth. He added, "Well... we never slept together anyway." Before he thought though, he said, "Not that I didn't want to." He could feel a sudden twinge of excitement.
"I asked her but she would never tell me," Brian lied. "However, sometimes I think she sees you when we make love."
Patrick was stunned and he didn't say anything; he didn't know how to respond to that statement.
Brian sensed how uncomfortable Patrick was at that point and added, "Listen man, I'm not the jealous type. What happened between you two is between you two. The truth is that if I had to chose any guy in this world to be with my wife it would be you."
The car became very quite after that. Brian felt like he had said enough and Patrick still didn't know what to say.
Sara hurried outside when she saw Brian's car turn into the driveway. She stood on the steps as the car pulled up and Patrick and Brian got out.
Patrick looked the same as she remembered. He was about the same height as Brian but with sandy blond hair and blue eyes. He always kept himself in great shape and had the broad shoulders and trim hips to prove it.
Sara rushed down the steps and ran toward Patrick. His face broke into a broad smile, his teeth shinning. Sara almost bowled him over as she jumped into his arms screaming "Patrick!"
Patrick picked Sara up and swung her around in excitement. "God I've missed you!" he said. Then he let her feet touch the ground again and said, "Let me look at you." He held her at arm's length and ran his eyes up and down her body. She was wearing a pink tank top with a pair of white shorts. The tank top was a bit too small and made her breasts look even larger. The shorts were made of a stretch material and emphasized every curve of her lower body. "My goodness, you look good enough to eat."
Sara blushed at his words but a chill went through her.
When Patrick realized what he had said he blushed as well. He hugged her to him again, feeling her soft breasts on his chest. It brought on a stirring in his groin.
"Come on in Patrick, Sara can show you to your room and I'll get you something to drink." Brian led the way, carrying his suitcase. Then he gave the luggage to Patrick and went to the kitchen. Sara directed Patrick to his room.
They had decided to let Patrick have the spare bedroom on the first floor. It would give him some privacy.
When they reached the room, Sara stepped inside with Patrick. He placed his suitcase on the bed and turned to her. His face broke into another smile as he looked at the pretty woman. "Wow, you haven't changed a bit."
"Sure I have... we all have. A few pounds here and there and everything gets too tight." Sara really hadn't gained a pound since college. The only reason that her clothes were too tight was that she had chosen to wear them one size too small today.
"Well, you look great." Patrick walked back over to Sara and placed his hands on her hips. Her eyes suddenly hypnotized him. The room fell silent except for their rapid heartbeats. Sara moved closer. Patrick's arms went around her and he pulled her tight to his chest. Suddenly their lips were pressed together and Sara's tongue was in his mouth. He could feel her breasts pressing into his chest and her warm groin against his. When he began to harden, he pushed Sara away. "Uh... uh... I'm sorry," he apologized.
"Nothing to be sorry for," Sara said as she stepped closer and pressed her body to him again. "It's been a long time. I've missed you." She could feel his stiff shaft pulse and a shiver went through her.
"Me too," Patrick said but moved back, feeling guilty for kissing his best friend's wife. He quickly turned back to the suitcase and began to unpack his clothes.
"You can unpack later. Let's go out and have a beer." Sara grabbed his hand and led him out of the room.
They went back into the living room where Brian was waiting. Soon they were sitting, telling stories and laughing. Before they knew it, they had all consumed too much and it after midnight.
"Well, I guess you're pretty tired Patrick. Sara can get you some bed sheets and towels. I think I'm going to turn in." With that Brian shook Patrick's hand and said he would see him tomorrow.
Sara helped Patrick put sheets on the bed. As she bent over she could feel the short shorts pull up and knew that she was exposing the lower swells of her ass cheeks. A chill raced through her when she turned around quickly and saw Patrick's eyes. She smiled at him and showed him where towels were in the bathroom. Her eyes went to the crotch of his pants and she could see that her teasing was working. When the bed was made and Patrick was settled in, she said goodnight and they kissed quickly. Then she went upstairs to take a shower.
Brian was already asleep when she came out of the shower. She put on a pair of panties, wrapped a towel around her head, slipped on a white terry cloth robe, and then went down to check on Patrick.
When she reached his room, she saw that his door was slightly ajar and that the light was still on. She started to knock but then decided to just peek inside. Pushing the door open slightly she looked inside. She stifled a gasp and pulled her head back quickly, placing her hand over her mouth. Patrick was lying on his bed naked with his eyes closed and his hand wrapped around his very stiff penis, masturbating. At first Sara thought she would just leave. Then she realized that it was an exciting opportunity. She tapped lightly on the door and heard rustling in the room and then she heard Patrick quickly say, "Just a minute." She almost giggled at the sound of panic in his voice.
She waited several seconds and pushed the door open and peeked inside. "Am I disturbing you?"
"Uh... uh... no... uh, come in," Patrick answered, obviously flustered. He had been very close to a climax when Sara knocked and had just gotten the sheet over his lower half when she stepped in.
As Sara walked over to the bed, she glanced at Patrick's groin. The sheet was covering his nakedness now but the tent of his penis was clearly visible underneath. Sara pretended not to notice but a look of panic was still on Patrick's face. She sat down on the bed next to Patrick, her own heart pounding in her chest. Her eyes were drawn to the tent in the sheet again and she felt her panties getting very wet.
Patrick saw Sara's eyes and looked like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "Uh... Sara... uh, I'm sorry..." There was no way he could deny what he had been doing.
"No need to apologize Patrick. I shouldn't have barged in on you," Sara said and gently placed her hand on his thigh. Suddenly she could feel the heat coming through the cotton sheet. "It's been a long time huh?" Her eyes glanced boldly at the throbbing tent. Her heart fluttered when she saw it throb as a dark spot formed where the tip of his penis touched the white sheet.
"Yes," Patrick said sheepishly.
"Well, I just stopped down to make sure you had everything you needed. I guess I'll let you get back to business." A knowing smile formed on her face and she leaned forward as if to kiss Patrick's cheek. Instead, their lips came together again. At the same time, her robe opened and a breast fell out, landing heavily on Patrick's bare chest.
Patrick moaned as Sara's tongue entered his mouth and her hand squeezed his thigh. He could feel her hard nipple burning his flesh.
Sara pulled back and looked down at her naked breast.
Patrick's eyes opened wide as he stared at her exposed breasts. The soft white orb and pink areola almost hypnotized him. He swallowed hard and looked up at Sara's smiling face.
She giggled and said, "Oops!" Then she calmly lifted the large orb and placed it casually back inside her robe. A tremble of excitement when through her and she could feel her juice soaking through her panties. "Goodnight," she whispered and got up and started to walk out of the room when suddenly a very naughty thought occurred to her. She stopped and turned around. Then, as she stared at Patrick lying frozen on the bed, she reached under her robe and pulled her panties down. "Here," she said as she flipped the wet material to him, "This should help." With one last smile she left the room.
Patrick lay on the bed in stunned silence. He couldn't believe what had just happened. If he didn't have Sara's panties in his hand he would have thought it was a dream. Almost out of reflex he raised the panties to his nose and breathed in. His penis lurched under the sheet as her musk assailed his nostrils. He slipped the hand holding the panties under the sheet and wrapped the wet crotch around his penis. It only took a couple of strokes before he was adding his sperm to the already wet crotch.
Chapter 2
Sara was humming to herself as she walked downstairs the following morning. She still had on her bathrobe but without panties. Last night had been somewhat of a turning point for her. Seeing Patrick again had brought back so many long, lost feelings. While she loved Brian with all her heart, there was a special place for Patrick. She was rapidly getting comfortable with the fact that Patrick was going to be the first man besides her husband to have her-mind, body, and soul-since she had married. It was an incredibly exciting and liberating thought. And, as long as Brian was encouraging her, she would be a fool not to enjoy it.
As she had done last night, when she reached Patrick's door, she eased it open and peeked in. And, just like last night she gasped at what she saw. This time Patrick was asleep. Sometime during the night he had kicked the sheet off and was now lying totally naked. Also like last night he had an erection. She recognized morning erections-Brian had them all the time. This one seemed to be much more exciting to Sara because it didn't belong to her husband.
Sara tiptoed into the room and stood over his bed. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she stared down at his hard penis. When they had dated, she had held it in her hand a few times and jerked him off but she had never really seen it. Now that she had an unobstructed view, she found it quite beautiful. It was about as long as Brian's but much thicker. The head was shaped like a small apple and was a light shade of purple. The veins in the shaft bulged as the blood rushed through them forcing the head to pulse with life. Sara had to suppress the urge to touch it. A tremor of excitement went through her as she imagined the large head sliding between the lips of her vagina. Suddenly she looked down at her feet as her toe touched something wet. A gasp escaped her lips when she saw her panties lying on the floor; the crotch was obviously soaked with Patrick's sperm. Her hand was trembling as she reached down and picked them up. It appeared that he had cum in them recently. The material was still warm and she could smell the unmistakable smell of fresh sperm.
Suddenly, Patrick stirred on the bed and Sara began to panic. Instead of dropping the panties, she quickly stepped into them and pulled them up her thighs. When the wet crotch touched her already swollen vagina, she almost swooned in pleasure. As she pulled the panties tight, the gusset covered her hairless sex lips, smearing the warm sperm across the smooth skin. Her legs began to tremble so much that she had to sit down on the bed.
"Uh... Sara... what... uh..." Patrick stuttered as he rubbed his sleep filled eyes.
"Sorry Patrick, I just wanted to ask you if you wanted some breakfast. I didn't mean to wake you," Sara said, trying to keep the excitement from her voice. She squeezed her thighs together and felt Patrick's juice squishing between her lips.
Patrick sat up in bed and suddenly realized that he was entirely naked and that he had a raging hard-on. "Oh God," he moaned and grabbed a sheet and pulled it across his middle.
"It's all right Patrick... I've seen those before," Sara laughed. "Brian says all the guys call them 'piss hardons'. He has them practically every morning." She patted his leg affectionately and said, "Why don't you get dressed and I'll fix us breakfast." Then she got up and walked slowly toward the door, very conscious of the wetness between her legs. She could feel Patrick's stunned eyes on her but she didn't look back. She wondered what he would think when he couldn't find her panties.
Brian was sitting at the table in the kitchen with a cup of coffee and the paper when Sara entered. He looked up and smiled. "Is Patrick up yet?"
"Yes, he's up," she said, the double meaning lost on Brian. "Unfortunately I woke him." She walked over and sat on Brian's lap. Then she bent and kissed him with undeniable passion.
Brian could feel the heat of her body. He pulled away and said, "Wow, what got into you?"
She leaned close to his ear and whispered, "I was naughty this morning."
Suddenly, Brian was all ears. "What'd you do?" he asked excitedly.
"Well, I left my panties with Patrick last night and he masturbated into them... twice I think."
"What?" You left your panties with him?"
"Yep and he jerked off into them."
"How do you know that?"
"Because I have them on now and they are soaked with his sperm."
For a second Brian was stunned. Then he gasped, "Oh my God Sara." He pushed Sara from his lap and grabbed her hand, pulling her toward the stairs.
"Brian, Patrick will be out for breakfast in a minute," she protested.



Brian wasn't listening. He pulled her up the stairs and into their bedroom. As soon as the door was closed they were kissing passionately. Brian hastily pulled her robe from her shoulders and dropped it to the floor, leaving her in just the wet panties. Then he dragged her to the bed and pushed her onto her back. As Sara watched with an amused smile, Brian frenziedly stripped off his cloths. A second later he was lying on her, his naked chest pressed to her breasts and his tongue in her mouth.
Sara was already excited, but as Brian's hand worked toward her crotch she began to gasp for breath. She spread her legs wide as his fingers touched the wet panties.
With his middle finger Brian pushed the panties into the crease and moved it up and down.
Sara began to groan as she felt him lift the crotch with a finger. A moan escaped her lips as his finger slipped into her wet hole.
"Oh Jesus Brian... fuck me!"
Brian didn't have to be told twice. He slipped her panties off quickly. But, before he threw them to the floor he glanced at the crotch and saw that it was soaked with cum and Sara's own juice. A second later he was aiming his throbbing penis at her more than ready hole.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sara moaned as his penis slipped inside her. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist and pushed her hips up at him. "Yes... yes... yes... fuck me."
Soon, Brian was slamming into his excited wife. The room echoed with their combined moans and the sloppy sound of their coupling. It didn't take long for Brian to reach his peak. "Oh God sweetie, I'm going to cum."
"Yes, cum in meeeee!!!" Sara hissed as her own climax took over. Her body trembled and convulsed with pleasure as her husband filled her with his seed. Each pulse of juice brought on a convulsion inside Sara. She could feel her hole filling until it overflowed with juice and trickled down her ass cheeks. Just as her climax began to wane she imagined what it would feel like to have two men's sperm swimming inside her. A moan escaped her lips as another climax rushed over her.
Brian collapsed exhausted onto his still climaxing wife. Their coupling had been quick but intense.
When they had recovered, Sara stood up and looked for the panties. With a lustful smile she retrieved them and pulled them back up her thighs.
Brian looked at her with surprise.
"Well, I need something to keep your and Patrick's cum from running down my legs don't I?" Her face lit up with a big smile.
Brian was astounded at his wife's transformation. Up until that day she had always rushed to take a shower and wash his sperm out of her immediately after sex. Now she was going to walk around with her panties filled with two men's cum. Brian shook his head in amazement and smiled back at her. "My sweet slut," he whispered and held his arms open to her.
Chapter 3
Brian took Patrick to play golf after breakfast and Sara went shopping. They were going to meet back home that afternoon to have a cookout and enjoy lounging at the pool.
The guys made it home before Sara and put on their bathing suits and went out to the pool. They were on their third beer when Sara stepped out of the house.
Brian stopped speaking in mid-sentence when he saw his wife.
As Sara walked over to the two men, she swayed her hips more than usual. It might have been because she wasn't used to wearing high-heeled sandals. Her heels clicked and her firm breasts bounced seductively with each step on the warm concrete. Her outward boldness belied her inner turmoil. It had taken all her nerve to put on the new suit and walk out of the house. Her knees were ready to buckle as she stopped in front of the two wide-eyed men. "Do you like it?" she asked and spun around in front of them. She had on a one-piece swimsuit that couldn't have contained as much material as a two-piece bikini. It was canary yellow and made of some type of elastic cotton. The cloth at the crotch barely covered her groin and was tight enough to leave an indentation between the lips. There were two tiny, inch wide, strips of material forming a V running up on either side of her belly button. The material stretched slightly wider as it crossed her breasts, barely covering her nipples and leaving the inside and outsides of her breasts bare. Her hard nipples were clearly outlined under the thin material. Above her breasts the material continued over her shoulders and down her back to meet again at the divide of her buttocks. Then the material came back together and disappeared between the cheeks to form one piece again between her legs.
Patrick took a big gulp of his beer as Brian struggled for words.
"Uh... uh... Sara... uh... God!"
Sara pouted her mouth and said, "You don't like it!"
"No!" both men said as the same time.
"It's... it's amazing," Brian finally said.
"Uh... I'm getting a little hot," Patrick said. He jumped up and ran over to the pool and dove headfirst into the water.
Sara smiled as she watched Patrick run to hide his excitement. Then she turned and sat on her husband's lap. "Mmmm... I think you do like the suit," she whispered as she squirmed her naked buttocks into his crotch and felt his swelling penis.
"God Sara... where did you get that?" Brian's eyes were drawn to his wife's almost naked breasts.
"I found it in a little shop downtown." She turned and looked at Patrick who was swimming laps. "I think it had the desired effect on Patrick too."
"You're amazing," Brian said with a smile and shook his head.
"I think I'm learning how this seduction stuff works," she whispered with a naughty smile and a giggle. She kept her voice low and said, "Why don't you go inside and get the burgers ready and start the grill. I'll entertain Patrick while you're gone."
It was Brian's turn to smile. His penis was now throbbing under Sara's still squirming buttocks. "All right, but don't fuck him on the diving board."
"I'm not promising anything."
Sara let Brian get up and then glanced down at the tent in his swimming trunks. A sudden thrill of pride went through her. It was quite flattering that she had two men with raging erections just because she put on a revealing bathing suit. Her confidence at her seductive ability was growing by the minute.
"Mind if I join you?" Sara said as she pulled an inflated floating chair over to the side of the pool.
Patrick had swum twenty laps and was catching his breath when he saw Sara pulling the chair over so that she could get onto it. "Sure," he said breathlessly, wiping water from his face. He looked up and squinted into the bright sun. Sara was squatting, holding the raft, her body blocking the sun now. He could plainly see her smiling face. When his eyes dropped lower, he had to suppress a gasp. Her breasts might as well have been bare for all the good the tiny slips of material did to cover them. Her legs were spread and in her squatting position, the material at the crotch had pulled entirely between her lips. In fact, the smooth outer lips on either side of her vagina were half exposed.
Suddenly it was too much for Patrick again and he quickly moved backward and began to swim the backstroke away from Sara. He closed his eyes in an attempt to get the image of her almost naked body from his lust filled mind.
When Sara was situated on the raft, she paddled over to Patrick, now standing at the shallow end of the pool. "I forgot my beer. Would you be a sweetie and get it for me?" Sara didn't care about the beer; she wanted to see Patrick get out of the pool.
"Uh... uh... sure," Patrick said, reluctantly. He took a deep breath and climbed out of the pool.
Sara's watched Patrick, admiring his sexy butt and legs. She could see that he had obviously kept himself in great shape. The water made the fabric of his tan suit almost transparent as it clung to his strong buttocks. It molded them like a second skin. A chill of excitement ran though her as she stared boldly at him. She watched as he bent over and quickly pulled two beers from the cooler and turned to come back to the pool. A smile crossed Sara's lips as she watched him try to hide his obvious erection with the cans of beer.
"Thank you," Sara said as she took the offered can. Her eyes were fixed on the tented swimsuit. "I see that you have a little problem again. Or, didn't it go down from this morning?" Sara laughed heartily.
"Sara, please," Patrick whispered and blushed. His words sounded almost like a whine.
"I'm sorry," she said, but it didn't sound much like an apology. "Sit down and talk to me."
Instead Patrick slid into the water beside the floating raft.
Sara pulled the raft over until she had Patrick blocked between the side of the pool and her. "It's so good to have you here Patrick. It's been a long time."
"I'm glad Brian called. I really needed a break."
"I'm sure it's been tough," Sara said sympathetically. "Have you started to date?" Sara already knew that the answer was no.
"No. A lot of my friends have tried to set me up but I... I'm just not ready."
"I understand. I always got the impression that you and Sally had a good thing going."
"We did. We were very much in love," Patrick said and his face showed his pain.
"I understand how you feel. I don't know what I'd do without Brian," Sara said seriously. "He is truly my soul mate... for life."
Patrick looked a little surprised at that comment. He remembered the passionate kisses last night and this morning.
Sara knew what he was thinking. "Brian and I are... are very compatible. You see, he's not the jealous type," Sara said. Her hand, which hand been on the side of the air mattress, moved an inch to touch Patrick's bare stomach.
Patrick's eyes opened wide, not only because of the touch of her hand but also because of her statement that Brian was not the "jealous type". Those were the same words that Brian had used when they had talked on the drive from the airport. He looked down in disbelief at Sara's hand as it began to gently caress his stomach.
"This bathing suit is a little too small for me I'm afraid," Sara said as she turned slightly toward Patrick and raised her knee. "It cutting into me at a very delicate place." With that she boldly reached down and pulled the crotch piece from between her lips, totally exposing her bald vagina.
"Sara!" Patrick gasped and swallowed hard. He stood frozen as his eyes stared at her exposed sex.
Sara took that opportunity to insinuate her hand into the waistband of his trunks. Quickly, before he could protest, her hand plunged underneath and grasped his still hard penis.
"My God Sara... Brian," Patrick gasped as he looked toward the house.
"Don't worry, Brian won't bother us." She could feel his warm penis pulse in her hand. She squeezed it once and then began to move her hand up and down. "I've dreamed about you... and this," she said and squeezed him for emphasis. Her other hand moved down to her exposed lips.
Patrick watched without moving. His eyes were as big around as saucers.
Sara's fingers reached her sex and she began to tickle her now wet lips. "I have often regretted that I didn't let you have me when we were dating."
"Sara this is crazy," Patrick almost hissed, ignoring her statement, but doing nothing to stop her moving hand.
"Just relax," she whispered, "I know it's been a long time for you." Sara began to move her hand more rapidly under the water.
"Ohhhh!!!" Patrick moaned as his excitement grew rapidly. He glanced at the house and then back at Sara. He saw that her face showed excitement and concentration as one hand worked on him and other on her.
"I'm getting so wet," she whispered and spread her lips with two fingers as if to prove it.
"Oh God," Patrick moaned when he saw her wet and swollen inner lips exposed in the bright sunlight. His hips began to move with her hand, rustling the water and making waves.
Sara smiled and moved her hand up to the swollen head of Patrick's penis. She gently caressed the smooth surface, using the water as a lubricant. Then she wrapped her hand around the shaft again and pumped him.
"Sara... Sara... I... I'm going to..."
"It's okay. Cum for me," she whispered and moved her hand faster. "Cum for me Patrick!" It sounded like a command.
Suddenly Patrick's body stiffened. His eyes closed and his head dropped to his chest. A little whimper came from his closed lips and he trembled.
Sara felt the shaft pulse and suddenly her hand was surrounded by a sticky warmth. She smiled and pumped his shaft, forcing his sperm from the head and across her fingers. Some of the sperm floated away but much of it clung to her hand.
Suddenly, the slider opened and Brian walked out with a tray of hamburgers.
In panic, Patrick slid down the wall of the pool and under the water.
Sara watched him disappear and casually straightened her swimsuit. As Brian walked by, she held up her beer like she was proposing a toast.
Brain looked down and saw Patrick swimming underwater away from them. Then he looked at his wife and wondered why she was holding her beer up. He thought that she might need another beer. Suddenly, his eyes opened wide and he almost dropped the tray. It was unmistakable; Sara's fingers were covered in something white and sticky. It was trickling across her fingers and onto the can.
Sara smiled and brought the side of the can to her mouth. She stuck out her tongue and lapped upward, taking Patrick's cum onto her tongue and then into her mouth.
Brian closed his eyes in fear that he was going to cum in his own shorts as the tray of raw hamburger trembled in his hand.
Sara swallowed and then giggled. Then she lay back on the mattress, closing her eyes and sighing. Suddenly she felt very powerful... and incredibly naughty.
Chapter 4
The rest of the afternoon and evening, Patrick was very quiet around Sara. She wasn't sure if it was because he was embarrassed about the incident at the pool or if he was lapsing back into depression. While she was concerned about his change in mood, she didn't regret what had happened. She knew that she and Brian would have the better part of two weeks to bring him around.
That evening she tried to give Brian the details of what had happened at the pool. However, before she finished the story Brian threw her on the bed and practically "fucked" her brains out. Once the passions had cooled they talked long into the night, hatching a plan to insure that Patrick would become a willing partner.
The following day, Brian and Patrick went to play golf again. Later the three of them went out to dinner and then back to the house to watch the first Monday night football game of the year. Both Brian and Patrick were avid football fans and had played together in college, although they were both second stringers and spent more time on the bench than on the field.
When they got home from dinner, Patrick and Brian changed into their favorite football watching clothes; cut-off college jerseys and gray cotton practice shorts.
Sara prepared some snacks. When she came out of the kitchen, Brian and Patrick were tossing around a football in the living room. She stopped and placed her hands on her hips, shaking her head. "You 'boys' are going to break something," she said in admonishment but she had a smile on her face.
Brian and Patrick stopped tossing the football and looked sheepishly at Sara. "I'm going to get comfortable," she said, still shaking her head as she went upstairs. She wasn't a great football fan but she always got pleasure in seeing Brian's enthusiasm.
The football was back in the air as soon as she was out of sight.
The game was already in progress when Sara came down to the clubroom. She stopped in the doorway at the foot of the stairs and took a deep breath. A tremble of excitement ran through her as she walked into the room.
Brian was sitting on the sofa at one end and Patrick at the other. The only light was from the large screen TV. Brian continued to watch the game but Patrick turned to Sara. He tried to hide his surprise but his facial expression gave him away.
Sara had on a purple camisole top that was made of a gauzy material. It was see through with the exception of two strategically placed stars, centered over the nipples of her otherwise bare breasts. Below, she had on a matching pair of pleated harem pants that hung sensually down her legs and were tied at the ankles. The material of her pants was as see through as the top, but the pleats made it difficult to tell if it could really be seen through.
Sara could feel Patrick's eyes on her as she squeezed past his knees and took a seat between the two of them, closer to Patrick. "What's the score?" she asked.
"No score yet," Brian said without looking at Sara. "Ahhh... that's a ridiculous call," Brian practically screamed as a penalty flag was thrown on the field. Brian's enthusiasm wasn't entirely for the game however. He was only half interested in what was happening on the TV. He was just as interested in what was happening next to him. However, his job was to act oblivious and pretend to focus on the game.
"I'm not sure what you guys see in this football stuff," Sara said.
"I thought you liked football?" Patrick asked.
Sara leaned forward and picked up a beer from the coffee table. When she did she felt her breasts swinging freely under her thin top. The patch of material at her nipples grazed her already hard nipples. She was pretty sure that Patrick had a good view as he had to look past her to see the television.
Patrick didn't miss it. His eyes opened wide at the sight of her naked breasts silhouetted by the light of the television.
Sara lingered longer than necessary in front of Patrick before sitting back. Then she turned to him and said with a smile, "I like football player's butts. Isn't the quarterback for Miami a cute one?"
"I have no idea," Patrick responded. In spite of his desire not to look, he couldn't help staring at her breasts.
Sara smiled and lifted her chest as she turned back to the television.
They all settled back to watch the game. As the game progressed, Sara inched closer and closer to Patrick until her thigh was touching his. She took every opportunity to lean forward in front of him, insuring that the light from the television continued to illuminate her almost naked breasts. Occasionally her eyes would glance down to Patrick's crotch. Because of the low room light she couldn't be sure but it appeared that her actions were having the desired effect; there appeared to be a bulge in the leg of his shorts.
"Did you turn the air conditioner down again?" Sara asked Brian.
"Yeah, it was warm in here."
"You must have ice water for blood," she said and got up and retrieved an afghan from the back of a chair. When she sat back down she drew the cover over her legs and carelessly flipped the end over Patrick's lap. A smile crossed her lips when he didn't move it. She figured he was happy to have something to cover the bulge in his shorts.
Sara waited a few minutes before she did anything. She took a deep breath and held it. Then she slowly moved her hand under the afghan until her knuckles were just touching Patrick's bare leg. She felt him move away. A second later her hand followed until she was touching him again. When she knew that he couldn't move any further, she boldly lifted her hand and placed it on his thigh.
Patrick stared at the TV, his eyes unblinking.
Sara's heart was pounding in her chest as her hand began to move on his leg. She gently caressed his thigh, slowly moving higher as her fingers played with the soft hair. She stopped momentarily when her fingertips reached his shorts. When Patrick made no move to stop her, she moved higher. She felt Patrick tense as her fingers went under the opening of his shorts; she knew that she was close to his penis; she could actually feel the heat. Her hand trembled as she moved it closer. She felt a tiny bit of sticky wetness. She made circles with her fingers, smearing the juice around his soft inner thigh. She moved another fraction of an inch and she felt the tip of his penis with her little finger. Her heart almost stopped and she paused, waiting for a negative reaction. When he made no move to stop her she continued. One by one, her other fingers joined the little one until she had the swollen head in her hand. Suddenly the two of them sat frozen, their hearts pounding with excitement.



Brian was dying with curiosity. He knew something was going on but was afraid to look. Out of the corner of his eye he could see both Sara and Patrick staring straight ahead.
Sara stopped a moan in her throat as she felt Patrick's penis pulse in her hand and squirt sticky pre-cum. Growing bolder by the second, she moved her hand until her fingers circled the shaft. She squeezed it and moved her hand almost imperceptibly.
Patrick sucked in his breath and his hips lifted slightly as he squeezed his buttocks, forcing his lower half to tense. His head was spinning with excitement.
"Half time," Brian announced suddenly and stood up.
Sara and Patrick jumped. However, Sara didn't relinquish her hold on Patrick.
Brian walked around the back of the sofa and said, "I'll get us another beer."
Sara could almost feel him staring over their shoulders. She knew that he couldn't miss the bulge in the afghan where her hand was holding Patrick's erection.
Even after Brian was gone, Sara and Patrick continued to look straight ahead. There was a smile on Sara's face and a look of shock on Patrick's.
Sara began to move her hand up and down now. She took deep breaths to calm herself as she felt the long shaft sliding in her hand.
A second later Brian came back downstairs. "Sorry guys," he said, standing in the door, a safe distance away, "We're out of beer. I thought there was some in the refrigerator in the garage. I'll run out and get some more."
Patrick turned and looked at Brian. "Uh... uh do you want me to go with you?" he offered half-heartedly. While he would have welcomed the chance to get away from Sara, he knew that his hard penis would be obvious if he stood up. He also suspected that there was a large wet spot on the front of his shorts.
"No, I won't be long." Brian didn't wait for an answer and hurried back upstairs. He didn't go to the store because there was plenty of beer in the garage refrigerator already. Instead he slipped outside and around to the back of the house. There was a small window under the deck that would give him a view into the clubroom. The window sat high on the wall in the basement and was only about 12 inches square. However, it was big enough to see almost the entire basement.
With the sound of the front door closing, Patrick reached down and grabbed Sara's hand and stopped her movement. "Sara, this is... I... appreciate... uh... but," he stuttered. He had no idea what he was going to say.
Sara quickly moved forward and brought her lips to his and pressed her chest to him. Her hand remained on his penis.
Patrick moaned helplessly and let her kiss him, opening his mouth for her searching tongue. He could feel her soft breasts on his chest as her hand began to move again.
Sara pulled back and said breathlessly, "Let me see it. Let me see your big cock." With that she threw the afghan from their laps. Then she reached down and pushed his shorts up, freeing his throbbing erection. "Oh God," she groaned. It was larger than she had imagined. The head was swollen purple and pulsing and there was a steady stream of clear juice running from the slit. She held it up to the flickering TV light and pumped her hand several times, bringing another moan from Patrick and causing more juice to stream from the head. Then, before Patrick could protest she dropped her head and took the drooling tip into her mouth.
"Saraaaa!" Patrick gasped and his hand went to her head as if to stop her. However, the pleasure was such that he couldn't find the strength to pull her head away. Instead, his fingers went into her soft hair and he followed her head up and down.
Outside the house, Brian was going mad. He had a pretty good view of the back of Sara's head as she sucked Patrick. Unfortunately, the window was dirty so he couldn't see as clearly as he wanted. Still, it was far more exciting then he could have ever imagined. He suppressed the impulse to take his penis out.
Sara could feel her juices pouring from her excited vagina and suddenly realized that she was going to soak the couch. She pulled her mouth reluctantly away and stood up. Her knees almost buckled as she swayed in front of the surprised man. "Do you like my jammies?" she asked cutely.
"Uh... they're... uh... very nice," Patrick answered with a shocked expression.
"They are very naughty though. Look!" With that she turned around and bent forward slightly. Then she reached back and pulled open the material covering her buttocks.
"Oh my God," Patrick gasped helplessly as he stared at Sara's sexy butt. The silky material of her harem pants surrounded her cheeks like a picture frame. The white of her blemish free skin contrasted sexily with the gauzy material of the purple pants.
Sara smiled over her shoulder at Patrick. Then she straightened up and turned around to face him. "It's doesn't just open in the back," she said and spread the material in front to expose her smoothly shaven sex lips. She could feel the juice literally dripping from her swollen lips.
"Oh Jesus," Patrick moaned as he stared at her swollen sex. He was having a difficult time catching his breath. His penis throbbed and he thought he was about to climax. He leaned his head back on the sofa and closed his eyes.
Suddenly they heard the front door open and close. Damn, Sara thought, why couldn't he stay out there just a little longer? Sara sat back down quickly and pulled the cover over their laps again. Her hand went back to Patrick penis as she leaned over and whispered, "I want to jerk you off. But you're going to have to wait until the end of the game. I want you to cum exactly when the game ends." With that she sat back smiling, her hand slowly massaging Patrick's throbbing penis once again.
Patrick trembled and groaned in frustration.
By the time Brian came back down carrying a six-pack of beer, it was almost the end of the third quarter. He opened three of them and sat them on the coffee table.
"Did I miss anything?" he asked as he took his position on the sofa again.
"Uh... uh... no... nothing," Patrick stuttered.
Brian looked at the score and saw that Miami had scored twice. "What do you mean nothing? Miami scored twice! What happened?"
"Uh... I must have missed it. Sara and I... were... uh talking."
"A fine friend you are," Brian said in mock anger. He sat back to watch the game.
For the rest of the game Sara kept Patrick on the verge of climaxing. She would slowly stroke him until she felt him start to squirm, but she would back off whenever she felt him getting close. Occasionally she would wrap her palm around the head of his penis and twist it slowly until she could feel him trembling. Then she would use his copious juices to make the shaft slick and run her hand up and down several times rapidly before stopping.
It was agonizing for Patrick. Each time he would get close Sara would ease up. Now he was desperate to see the game end. Unfortunately, it seemed that it was the longest game in history. The officials were constantly throwing flags and stopping the clock. The last two minutes of the game took almost twenty minutes to play.
Finally, there was only thirty seconds left and Miami was up by one point. The fans were going crazy and they began to count the seconds. Sara began to move her hand in time with the count down. "Twenty-nine, twenty-eight, twenty-seven," the crowd screamed. Sara's hand went up his shaft on the even numbers and came down on the odd in a steady but slow cadence. "Twenty-six, twenty-five, twenty-four, twenty-three." She felt Patrick trembling and lightened her grip. She was going to deny him his climax, as she had promised, until the last second. "Ten, nine, eight, seven, six." Sara tightened her hand again and moved it more rapidly. "Five, four, three, two, one."
Suddenly Brian jumped up and threw his hands into the air. At the same moment, Patrick's penis throbbed and began to squirt a huge load across Sara's hand. Fortunately for him, between the screaming fans and Brian's victory yell, his own moans of pleasure were covered.
Sara almost climaxed herself as she felt Patrick's penis throb and squirt his warm cream over her hand. Each pulse forced more of his creamy juice across her fingers.
As soon as the last squirt was out, Patrick straightened himself and stood up, turning toward the door. "Well, I think I'm going to hit the sack," he said in an exhausted tone of voice. He wanted to get out of there before the lights came on and Brian saw what a mess his shorts were. "See you in the morning," he said. With that he rushed out of the room and upstairs.
Brian, who was still standing, turned and looked at his wife on the sofa. She looked like the cat that ate the canary. He raised his eyebrows at her and smiled. Then he quickly sat down beside her and pulled her lips to his. Their lips pressed together passionately and their tongues dueled. When they finally pulled apart, they were breathless. "Well?" Brian asked excitedly.
Sara didn't say anything. Instead she pushed him back onto the sofa. A second later she had his hard penis out of his pants. Then she held her hand up to the light from the TV. "What do you think?"
Brain saw the glint of sperm covering her hand. "Oh God," he gasped and watched as she brought her dripping hand to his penis.
Sara moved her hand up and down his shaft before she dropped her head to take it into her mouth. She moaned deep in her throat at the combined taste of her husband's penis and Patrick's cum. It took only seconds for Brian to squirt his cum into her sucking mouth. She swallowed and felt her vagina quiver. Then, with a little squeeze of her thighs, she joined him in climax.
Chapter 5
Sara tapped lightly on Patrick's door. It was after midnight but there was still a light on. She heard Patrick tell her to come in. She walked in, still wearing the camisole and harem pants.
"Sara what are you..." Patrick said but stopped when he saw Sara put her finger to her lips and whisper "Shhhhh."
"Brian is asleep," she said as if he could hear them. She walked over to the bed and stood looking down at Patrick. Then without a word, and to the incredible shock of Patrick, she crawled up on the bed and straddled his chest.
Patrick's eyes looked like they were going to bug out of his head. His mouth was open as if to speak but nothing came out.
Sara casually moved up his body until the crotch of her pants was almost touching his face. Then she reached down and opened the front, exposing her still swollen and dripping vagina. "Eat me." With that she moved her swollen sex to Patrick's lips.
A moan escaped Patrick's lips as his tongue came out and he began to lick her.
The little climax Sara had had earlier wasn't nearly enough to satisfy her and she hadn't let Brian get her off. She was more than ready now. A low moan escaped her lips as she felt Patrick's tongue find her hole and slip inside. "That's it... that's it," she gasped as her hips began to move in time with his tongue. When she looked down she could only see the top of Patrick's forehead but she could feel his mouth. She thought she was going to climax when he sucked her inner lips into his mouth. But before that could happen, Patrick stopped sucking and resumed licking. It was obvious that he knew a few things about teasing. Suddenly, Sara was desperate for him to suck her clit. But no matter how hard she tried, he refused to give in to her.
Finally, she decided to try another tactic. She abruptly spun around until she was facing his feet. She threw the covers off, exposing his tented underwear. With a growl she reached down and pulled his shorts down to expose his throbbing shaft. At the same time she pushed her wet sex into his face. A second later she had Patrick's penis in her mouth. Both of them moaned.
Soon the room was filled with sucking sounds.
Sara pumped her hips on Patrick's mouth as she sucked him. Then she squealed as Patrick pushed her over onto her side, his mouth still between her legs. Now they were lying on their sides with their faces in each other's groins. Sara gasped as Patrick's mouth began to devour her flesh. She forgot about the pulsing penis inches from her face. When she felt his lips circle her clit and suck it into his mouth she went over the top. Her thighs clamped around his head and squeezed as her body began to convulse with pleasure. It was a long denied climax and that made it so much sweeter.
Sara had no idea how long her climax lasted. The next thing she remembered was lying with Patrick's mouth gently kissing her sex lips and her legs still wrapped around his head. When she opened her eyes she saw Patrick's still throbbing penis in front of her face. She smiled and opened her mouth.
"Ohhhh!!!" Patrick moaned as her warm mouth enveloped him. His hips began to press toward her sucking mouth as his eyes stared at her wet sex, still only inches from his face. When Patrick felt his cum rushing up the shaft, he grabbed Sara's ass cheeks and pulled her vagina back to his mouth. "Ummmpppp," he groaned, her warm and slippery flesh muffling his scream of pleasure.
Sara groaned deep in her throat as she felt his sperm entering her mouth. The sudden taste of his fresh sperm and his mouth sucking her lips again brought on another climax for her. She practically drowned the poor man as she swallowed all of his sperm.
Suddenly the room was very quiet. Sara relaxed her thighs and allowed Patrick to breathe. Then she rolled over and got up. She said, "Goodnight," and walked out of the room leaving Patrick stunned.
Chapter 6
The following morning at the breakfast table Patrick was quiet again. Whenever Brian or Sara would look at him, he would avoid their eyes. Sara knew that he was having regrets about what they had done last night. She felt a little sorry for him but she also knew that in the end it would be good for him. The next stage of their plan was going to be critical.
"Patrick, I have a bit of a problem," Brian said. "I got a call from work this morning and I have to go out of town for a couple of days."
Patrick looked up with surprise on his face, which quickly turned to concern.
Sara had to suppress a smile when she saw his worried look. Suddenly she felt like a vamp, or a seductress, or maybe like the spider and the fly. The deception was cruel but so much fun. It would be over soon.
"I'm really sorry but unfortunately, it can't be helped," Brian lied. In fact, he had called his boss and suggested that he attend the seminar in Chicago.
"Maybe I should go home," Patrick said. He didn't sound entirely convincing.
"No," Brian said, "I won't hear of it. You and Sara can spend some quality time together... get to know each other again." This time it was Brian who had to suppress a smile.
"Of course you won't go home," Sara said. "We will have lots of fun. Besides, it will only be for two days and then you guys can get back to playing golf again."
"Uh... all right," Patrick said. He glanced at Sara and saw her smile mischievously. His heart started to beat faster in spite of his reservations.
Sara kissed Brian goodbye as they stood on the porch. He smiled at her and whispered, "Good luck!" and then left. She waited for a minute watching his car disappear down the street. She had a moment of indecision. Finally she took a deep breath and went back into the house. When she came into the living room she found Patrick sitting on the couch. He appeared tense. She walked over and sat down across from him. The short summer sundress she had on pulled far up her thighs. She hadn't worn panties and knew that she would expose herself if she opened her thighs just a bit. She crossed her legs, letting the hem slip high on her thigh and saw Patrick's eyes drift downward. A little chill raced through her and she felt her nipples harden under the thin cotton.
"Sara... uh... with Brian gone... uh we... it's not good for us to be alone together," Patrick stuttered.
Sara smiled and uncrossed her legs slowly before crossing them the other way. She flashed him and watched his eyes. "I think it's perfect. Like Brian said, it will give us some time together." Then she stood up and moved over to sit next to him. She took his hand in hers. "Listen Patrick, I know it has been very difficult for you since Sally died. I suppose the things that we have done have made you feel worse in some ways. I just wanted to tell you that I care for you very deeply. We both do, Brian and I. But it's not what you think. Brian and I have developed a special relationship over the past few months."
Patrick interrupted and said, "This is crazy. It's... not... not that I haven't enjoyed what we have done. It's just that Brian is my best friend, almost like a brother to me." He turned away abruptly and said, "You're his wife for God's sake!" He paused when he realized that his words sounded harsh. Then he took a deep breath, his eyes falling to their entwined hands. "This is so hard. I care for you very much. I always have. In fact... I... I think I have always loved you!"
Sara's face broke into a smile and she squeezed his hand affectionately. She wanted to jump into his arms but she held herself back. Instead she said, "Patrick, I love you too. I guess I always have too."
Patrick was surprised by that statement and looked at her curiously. "But you said you loved Brian with all you heart...that he's your 'soul mate'. How can you love two men?"
"I would have asked the same question a few months ago. But now I know that I have the capacity to love more than one man. I think I first realized that when you stepped out of the car the other day. I could feel it in my heart and in my stomach. But, that didn't... doesn't mean that I love Brian any the less."
Patrick looked confused now.
It was the big moment. Sara took a deep breath and said, "Patrick... Brian knows about us."
Suddenly Patrick pulled his hand from Sara and his face showed his shock. "He knows?" His voice was almost trembling. Then he seemed to slump noticeably.
"Yes. He has known all along." She grabbed his hand again. "Let's go outside on the back porch and I'll tell you about it."
Sara led the stunned man outside and sat next to him on a padded swing. They sat silently for a few minutes staring at the white clouds drifting in the blue sky. A gentle breeze caressed their faces and the trees swayed softly. Finally, Sara took a deep breath and started. "Several months ago, Brian and I began to experiment with me teasing men. It started harmlessly enough and was fairly innocent at first. I would tease strangers and then we would come home and make mad, passionate love. It was incredible. After the first few times it became addictive...for both of us. We agreed that whatever I did, I would always be honest and tell him. He gets so excited; it's like when we were first married. Each time it seemed that we went further and further until one evening I went pretty far and gave a guy at a party a blow job."
Patrick gasped and turned and looked at Sara unbelievingly.
Sara felt her face flush at his stare. "Then, just a few days ago I went out with him and we parked and performed oral sex on each other. When I got home Brian was waiting."
Patrick had an incredulous look on his face. He just couldn't believe what he was hearing.
"It's true," Sara continued. She stared into his eyes and said, "But I have never gone all the way with anyone. Brian and I discussed it and I told him that I was uncomfortable doing that with a stranger. Then, he shocked me completely when he suggested that you should be the first one."
Patrick opened his mouth but nothing came out. He moved his mouth but still no words came out. Finally he found his voice, "Me... what... why...?"
"Don't you see? It's perfect. We have cared... loved... each other since college. But more importantly Brian trusts you... I trust you."



"Jesus Sara, this is too much. I know you wouldn't lie to me but I still can't believe that Brian wants me to make love to you. It's like something out of a bad porno movie."
Suddenly Sara looked hurt.
"I'm sorry. That didn't come out the way I meant. I'm not judging you. It's just that... just that I have never even considered such a thing."
"Brian didn't think that you would believe me so he gave me this to give to you." Sara produced a white envelope with Patrick's name on it. "Read it and if you still don't believe me, or if you don't want to continue, then I will understand. We can still be friends." Sara fought back the tears. She got up and went into the house, leaving Patrick with a perplexed look on his face and the envelope in his hand.
He sat there for a long time, staring at nothing. Finally, with trembling hands he opened the envelope and took out the letter.
"Patrick,
If you are reading this letter it is because Sara couldn't convince you that I want you to make love to her. Yes, you read the words correctly. I'm sure that Sara has told you about our changing relationship. At first, it was a surprise to us both.
What kind of man would want other men to make love to his wife? I have thought long and hard about that question, yet I still don't have an answer. What I do know is that I love Sara with all my heart. Yet, I cannot deny the excitement that I get from thinking of her with another man. We have both found that it has enhanced our sex life greatly. Although I know that Sara loves you, it really isn't about love but about the incredible excitement of sex with someone different. I'm sure that she told you that she has not "gone all the way" with anyone. However, that has been her choice. She wanted the first time to be safe and with someone she cared for. You were the obvious choice to be her first. However, I suspect (and hope) that you won't be the only one. I've started to affectionately call her my 'Sweet Slut.'
I know this sounds crazy. But we have come to terms with it. We are comfortable with who and what we are; a happily married couple that wants to explore our hidden desires.
What does this all mean? It means that I give you permission to make love to my wife-to enjoy yourself.
You of all people should know that we never know what life holds for us. We can be here today and gone tomorrow. Life is far too short so we need to enjoy the time we are here. Is that wrong? I hope not.
However, if for whatever reason you can't bring yourself to do it, then there will be no hard feelings. We will still be friends, play golf, talk on the phone and do all the things we did before.
Sara is waiting for you in the living room. If you have this letter in your hand when you enter the living room, then Sara will know that the answer is yes. Otherwise, tear it up and throw it away and it will never be mentioned again. It is your decision. Brian"
Patrick sat in stunned silence. He truly couldn't believe what he had just read. At first he thought that is was a cruel joke from Brian or that Sara was just playing a trick on him. But then it all started to make sense. Brian's comments in the car, disappearing while they were at the pool, running out of beer when he was sure he saw plenty in the garage refrigerator. Suddenly he felt a little twinge anger. It was all a set-up! He had been conned into coming out for this visit in the first place. However, just as quickly as the anger had come, it disappeared. What was there to be mad about? A beautiful woman wanted him to make love to her and her husband approved and, in fact, was encouraging her. It was crazy, insane. Then he thought of the afternoon in the pool and then about last night. A smile came to his face.
Sara was sitting on the sofa waiting when she heard the back door open. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she sat with her back straight and stiff. She saw Patrick coming through the door. His face was solemn and his hands were empty. Her heart sank.
Patrick walked over and stood in front of Sara. He stared down at her, his face unchanged. Then he reached behind and pulled the letter from his back pocket.
Sara's eyes grew wide.
"Suck my cock... 'sweet slut'."
Sara almost screamed with joy. Her hands were trembling as she reached for his zipper. She suddenly realized that he was already hard. Quickly she pulled his penis from his pants and held it close to her face. When she looked up she saw Patrick smiling down at her. She smiled back and opened her mouth and took the pulsing head inside. A moan escaped both of their lips as she began to suck and pump the shaft with her hand.
Patrick's hips began to sway gently back and forth and his hands reached for her head. "That's it sweetie, suck me," he gasped.
Sara sucked him until he was trembling with need. However, she wasn't going to get him off this way. She wanted his penis inside when he came this time. Reluctantly, she pulled away. Again she looked up at him, her lips wet, his penis shining with her saliva as it pulsed in her fist. "Make love to me," she whispered. "I want this inside me."
Without hesitation, Patrick reached down and pulled Sara to her feet. His lips met hers and his arms pulled her tight. They moaned as they kissed passionately. Patrick's hands slipped down her back and he grasped her ass through the thin dress. As their groins moved against one another his hands went lower until they slipped under her dress in back. "Oh God," he moaned when he felt the soft flesh of her ass cheeks.
When Patrick began to push her back on the sofa she stopped him. "No... not here." She took his hand and led him toward the stairs.
Patrick hesitated when they reached the steps.
"Yes, my bed. I want you... we want you to fuck me in our bed."
Patrick shook his head but followed Sara up the steps. As he watched her sexy rear sway in front of him, it occurred to him that this could all be a ruse. Sara could have made it all up, including the letter. But then he realized that that wasn't logical either. It was all very confusing.
Sara opened their bedroom door and led Patrick inside.
Patrick gasped. The room was aglow with many fragrant candles. There was a strong scent of lilacs. The bed was turned down. There was no doubt now that it had all been planned.
Sara led Patrick over to the bed and stepped into his arms again. Their lips went together and their tongues fought for possession of each other's mouth as their passion grew rapidly. Her hands reached for the buttons of his shirt and began to open it. With their lips still together she helped him strip it off his shoulders and drop it to the floor. Then she reached for his belt and zipper. When she had it opened she pulled away, sliding to her knees. She pulled his pants and underwear down. Suddenly his pulsing shaft was staring her in the face. She moaned as her fingers went to his strong ass cheeks and she pulled him toward her, forcing his throbbing shaft deep into her throat.
A groan escaped Patrick's lips as he felt her begin to suck him again. However, he was too excited and knew that he wouldn't last long if she kept that up.
When Patrick pulled on her arms, Sara reluctantly released his penis and stood up. She looked at his face in the flickering light and saw incredible love and passion in his eyes.
Patrick pulled the shoulder straps to her sundress down her shoulders. The top of her dress fell between them, gathering at her waist. Patrick moaned as he saw her breasts exposed for the first time. His eyes devoured the soft mounds of flesh. His head bent to her neck and he began to kiss downward. He nibbled at the nape of her neck and felt her body tremble and then he moved lower, kissing the smooth flesh until he reached the swells of her breasts. His tongue came out and he traced a path down her skin until he reached a hard nipple.
"Oh God Patrick," Sara moaned when he sucked her nipple into his mouth. She pushed her breast forward, urging him to suck it. She let him suck the sensitive nipple until she couldn't stand it anymore. She pulled it away and his lips made a loud pop. Then she quickly fed him the other breast. Between her legs, her vagina was throbbing and juice was dripping down her thighs.
Finally, Sara pulled away and stepped back. She looked into Patrick's eyes as she slowly pushed the dress down her hips and let it fall to the floor.
Patrick looked at her and a moan escaped his mouth. A second later he was on his knees, staring at her swollen sex. Her clear sex juice was hanging from her swollen lips and the light from the candles behind her made it look like drips of warm honey. And, like a bee to honey, Patrick moved forward until his tongue reached the strings of juice. He trembled as he brought the sweet liquid to his mouth. Then with a growl he buried his head between her thighs.
"Oh Jesus," Sara moaned as her legs began to tremble. Her legs gave out and she sat on the bed, bringing Patrick's head with her. Soon she was lying on her back with her legs wrapped around his head. Her hands found his head and she pulled him into her warm crotch. "Yes, yes, yes," she gasped as her hips began to buck upward. Suddenly, without warning she began to climax. "Ahhhhhheeee," she screamed as fireworks began to go off in her head. She threw her head back and forth and her body convulsed as waves of incredible pleasure rushed through her. Her hips began to bounce on the bed.
Patrick held on as he lost himself between her legs. Her thighs covered his ears and her hands pulled his hair. His cheeks, his nose and his mouth were all buried in her swollen flesh. She consumed him...all of his senses. He was in sexual heaven.
When Sara's climax waned, her legs dropped from his shoulders. She let him kiss and lick her for sometime before she pushed him back.
Patrick looked disoriented as he sat back. His face was covered with her juice and it dripped from his chin.
"I need you," Sara whispered. She moved back until she was lying on the pillows. Then she bent her knees and opened them. She held her hand out to Patrick.
He had forgotten that his pants were around his ankles and he almost fell in his haste to stand. Frantically he stripped off his shoes, socks and pants and then crawled onto the bed.
Sara opened her arms and legs to him. She moaned as his chest pressed to her and their lips met. She could feel his pulsing penis dripping juice onto her stomach. Pulling her lips from his she gasped, "Fuck me Patrick. Fuck your sweet slut." She reached down for his penis.
Patrick moved up on his hands and watched as Sara grasped his penis. He let her lead him to her. She directed the swollen head to her equally swollen sex lips. Slowly she moved it up and down between the lips before centering it on the hole.
Sara let just the head slip inside and whispered, "Wait." Then she looked up into Patrick's eyes. She didn't have to say anything. Both of their eyes were swimming with lust and love.
Patrick held himself over Sara, the head of his penis throbbing just inside her clinching lips. He waited... waited for permission to enter her... waited for permission to fuck his best friend's wife. The seconds ticked by.
Slowly Sara lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, still keeping his penis at bay. Finally, she took a deep breath, her eyes still staring into his, and whispered, "Fuck me." With a bellow Patrick dropped his weight downward, forcing his penis all the way into her body.
"Ahhhhhh," they both screamed as the long shaft slid to the bottom.
Sara's head was spinning and she was having difficulty catching her breath. She had waited so long for this moment. She had anticipated it for weeks and now it was happening; she was having sex with another man. The part of her body she had given only to her husband was now open for another man and he was inside her as deeply as he could go. It was so much sweeter because it was a man she now knew that she loved.
Patrick was gasping for breath as well. The soft warmth of her vagina was almost more than he could take. It had been six months since he had been inside a woman. He could feel her soft breasts on his chest and her legs pulling his hips downward. "Oh God," he gasped and pulled his hips back until his penis was barely inside her. This time he was the one teasing... the one holding back. He looked down at her and smiled, then dropped his hips. Again they both screamed in pleasure. However, Patrick didn't stop at the bottom. He quickly pulled back and did it again. Soon his hips were moving at a steady pace, matching the movements under him. He worked in and out, slowly increasing his pace until he was pounding into her with abandon. Sara's copious juices began to coat his penis and drip down the cheeks of her ass. The room filled with the sound of two bodies slapping together.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuckkkkkk meeeee!!!" Sara screamed. She was rapidly nearing another climax when she heard Patrick gasping at her hear.
"I'm... getting... close," he gasped in warning.
"Cum, cum for me!" Sara encouraged.
"Can I... can I... cum in you?" Patrick asked breathlessly, not knowing if she was on some type of birth control.
"Yes, yes, fill me with your cum!" Sara returned, her hips pushing up at him even more rapidly.
"Ohhhhhh Jesusssss!!!" Patrick moaned as his balls tightened. Suddenly he pushed in as deeply as he could go and his body convulsed. His sperm shot from the swollen head, splattering on the welcoming interior walls of Sara's vagina.
Sara felt his penis throb and knew that he was filling her with his seed. Her legs tightened around his waist and she lifted her hips. She began to climax.
The two lovers froze as their bodies merged into one.
Within a few seconds Patrick collapsed onto Sara, his breathing still ragged. He found her lips and kissed her tenderly. "That was amazing!" he whispered.
"For me too," Sara sighed. Her legs were still wrapped around his waist and she could feel his sperm leaking from around their still joined sex organs. However, she noticed that Patrick had lost little of his hardness. When she pushed her hips up she felt him respond. Her face turned from a smile to lustful again. Suddenly, to her surprise and delight, he began to move his hips again.
Patrick was just as amazed as Sara was. In the past he had always needed a little recovery time. But not this time. Now his penis was as hard as a rock again.
The second coupling lasted far longer. Their bodies worked together in unison... like they had made love a million times.
Patrick rolled Sara over until she was on top of him. She sat up and smiled down at him and began to bounce up and down. The cum inside her poured out, covering their groins in the warm stickiness.
When they came for the second time it was less intense but nonetheless satisfying. This time they separated, lying in each other's arms in exhaustion.
Chapter 6
Brian had arrived in Chicago and checked into his room by 3 P.M. Then he made a few business phone calls and hooked up his PC to answer some e-mails. After that he went to the gym and worked out, then on to dinner by himself. However, through it all, his mind was never far from Sara and Patrick.
He looked at the clock for the thousandth time. It was eight thirty and he hadn't heard from Sara yet. She told him she would call as soon as she could. It had been the longest afternoon of his life. He couldn't help wonder what was happening. His imagination was running wild. Had Patrick rejected her? Had he gotten mad and left? Or were they making love at that very moment?
"Ringggggg!"
His cell-phone ringing startled him. When he saw that it was from home his hands started to shake. He flipped it open quickly and said, "Hello."
"Hi Brian," Sara whispered.
"God I've been going crazy waiting for your call."
"I'm sorry but we've been busy," she answered and then giggled.
Brian's heart began to pound in his chest at her comment. "How... did... it go?" he asked, his mouth suddenly very dry.
"It couldn't have gone better," she said, still whispering. "Patrick was reluctant at first but I showed him your letter."
"That worked?" he asked.
"Yes. Better than I could have ever hoped."
"Where's Patrick now?"
"He just went in to take a shower so I have a few minutes to talk. Are you in your room?"
"Yes."
"Well, get naked and get comfortable on the bed and I will tell you what happened."
"I'm already there," Brain laughed with nervous relief.
"Good." Sara giggled and paused before she said, "Brian, you should see your 'sweet slut' right now. I don't know how many climaxes I had but Patrick came in me three times and I haven't had a chance to clean up. In fact, he wouldn't let me. I'm lying here naked on our bed with my legs spread. There is cum all over my pussy, my thighs, and it's running onto the sheets. I'm going to have to change them before we go to sleep... or maybe I should say 'if' we go to sleep."
Brian moaned, holding the phone to his ear he reached down to stroke his already throbbing erection.
"Are you hard?"
"Yes."
"Good. I want you to stroke yourself slowly as I tell you about what happened. Don't cum until I tell you to, okay?"
Brian moaned his agreement. He knew that Sara loved to tease and delay the final pleasure. Sometimes she could be sadistic like that.
"Well, after I gave him the letter..." Sara continued, telling Brian the story, describing in detail their all day sex session.
By the time she was near the end, Brian was mad with desire. He was stroking himself at Sara's instructions. She would tell him to speed up or slow down to tease him. She used words like cock, pussy, and cum because she knew the dirty talk always turned him on. She kept him on the edge for fifteen minutes, making him ease his stroking each time she detected that he was getting close.
"I'm putting my hand down to my pussy Brian. It such a sopping mess. God, you should see my fingers. Now I'm spreading his cum all over my tits. Mmmm, it tastes so good too." Sara smacked her lips for emphasis.
"Oh God Sara, I'm getting close," he gasped.
"Not yet... hold it. I have something special to tell you. But before I do, I want you to pull the skin of your cock down tight. You know, the way you like me to do it when I masturbate you."
"Ohhhh!" he moaned as he followed her instructions. His fist was wrapped around the base as he stretched the skin and squeezed. The head was swollen purple and it was so smooth that it was shining. The veins in the side bulged as he kept the blood from leaving the shaft.
"Hold it down and don't move your hand, even when you start to shoot."
"Okay," he hissed, his legs beginning to tremble and his heart thumping in his chest. He felt for sure that the head of his penis was going to explode.
"Are you ready?"
"Yes!" he hissed impatiently.
"Brian... Patrick wants to fuck me in the ASS!"
"Ohhhhhhh Goooooddddddd!!!" Brian moaned as he continued to squeeze the shaft. He watched as the head grew until it was like a large mushroom. Suddenly his penis throbbed. The cum shot from the tip like a cannon going off. Brian's head snapped back as it splattered across his face and landed on the headboard behind him. The second blast hit his face as well. The third splattered on his chest. It kept pouring out and he felt like it was never going to end. Finally, when it stopped pulsing, he moved his hand up and down to milk the final drops out of the shaft.
Sara listened without speaking until Brian's breathing began to return to normal. "Are you still there?" she asked and giggled.
"My God Sara, I don't believe I have ever shot that far or that much," he gasped. "It's all over my face and chest."



"Well, now we are both covered in cum," she laughed. Then her voice lowered and she said, "I have to run. I heard the shower shut off and Patrick will be coming back. He wants to fuck me again."
"Are you going to let him fuck you in the ass?"
"We'll talk about it tomorrow. Bye. I love you."
With that the phone went dead in Brian's hand. He lay there looking at the phone as he tried to comprehend what she had said. She had never had anal sex. They had discussed it but she thought it would be too painful. Then he realized that Patrick was going to get her anal virginity. Suddenly his penis started to stiffen. He wiped the cum from his face and then wrapped his hand around the shaft. At about the same time that Patrick was climaxing inside Sara for the fourth time, Brian shot off for the second time.
It was mid-afternoon the next day when Sara called Brian again. He was in a class so he got up and went outside and sat in a garden area.
"Hi Hon," Sara said sweetly.
"Hi."
"Do you have time to talk?" she asked.
"Yes, I just stepped outside so I'm okay."
"I wanted to tell you how much I love you," she said. "I'm pretty sure that there aren't many men that would let their wives do what I have done."
"Probably not," Brian laughed. He was much more relaxed today. All of the anticipation had put him on edge all day yesterday. Then when Sara hadn't called he had feared the worst. Now that it seemed to have worked out all right, he was very relieved. "So what was this about Patrick... uh... Patrick fucking you in the ass."
"Oh that," she said casually. However, inside she wasn't feeling casual. She was excited and just a little scared. "Patrick did ask me that."
"What did you say?"
"I told him that I would talk to you."
"You know that we have talked about that a couple of times. You always said that you were afraid that it would hurt. Have you changed your mind?"
"Maybe. Patrick said that he and Sally used to do it all the time. When she got used to it, it became their favorite thing to do."
"What do you think?"
"I think that I want to try it if it's okay with you."
"Then I say go ahead."
"Thank you sweetheart."
Brian started to say "You're welcome," but then he stopped and laughed.
"What's funny?"
"Nothing. I was just thinking of how outrageous our conversation would sound to anyone but you and me."
"I guess it is pretty outrageous," Sara said and laughed.
"So what have you two been doing?" he asked.
"Well, we stayed in bed until about ten. However, we didn't fuck this morning. I'm not sure he could get it hard. Besides, your 'sweet slut's' pussy needs a little rest too." Then she added with a laugh, "I'm sure it will be ready again soon."
"Well, don't wear it out."
"There will always be plenty left for you."
"Were is Patrick now?"
"I sent him to the store. We're going to relax at the pool today then go to dinner."
"And?"
"Oh yes, then we are going to come home and Patrick is going to fuck my ass."
Brain gasped and felt his penis begin to stir. "You'll call me afterward?"
"If I survive."
"Well, have fun. I'll be home tomorrow evening. I love you Sara."
"I love you too... more than anything in this world. You know that don't you?"
"Yes."
Chapter 7
Sara had spent much of the day teasing Patrick. When they went out to the pool, she put on another of her tiny swimsuits. It was similar to the other one and exposed most of her charms, especially her ass. She could feel Patrick's eyes on her buttocks the entire time. However, she fended off his attempts to take her to the bedroom. She wanted to wait until the evening to give her time to get worked up. She figured that she was going to need all the help she could get.
Later that evening she surprised Patrick when she came down wearing a skintight cocktail dress. It was red velvet and fit her like a glove. The front plunged down until the swells of her breasts threatened to fall out. It was also so short that she couldn't even wear thigh high nylons. She did put on a tiny pair of thong panties in order to prevent her juices from running down her legs. She topped the outfit off with a diamond necklace around her neck and four-inch high heels on her feet.
"Wow," Patrick said, "You look good enough to eat." He had used that term before but this time he meant it.
"Promises, promises," she laughed and walked past him. She could feel his eyes on her thinly covered ass cheeks as she swayed them more than normal. A chill went through her as she thought that he would be doing a lot more than looking at her ass later.
They had dinner at a quiet restaurant. It gave them an opportunity to talk. Sara tiptoed around the subject of Sally's death until she saw that he wanted to talk. When he did, she let him speak without interrupting for a long time. He told her the fun they used to share and the plans they had for the future. He spoke of Sally in loving terms but also, for the first time, in the past tense. It appeared to be a catharsis for him, like a cleansing of his soul.
Finally he stopped talking and looked at Sara with a strange look.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing. It just occurred to me that this is the most I've spoken about Sally since her death. It has been so hard for me to talk about it. I've wanted to but I just couldn't." Suddenly a smile came to his face. "Thank you."
"I didn't do anything."
"You did more than you know. You listened when few other people would. Everybody wanted to give me advice: do this, do that... take a vacation... see a counselor, etcetera. It was well meaning but I just needed someone to listen." He paused in thought and then said, "It's time. I think I'm ready to move on now. It's almost as if this dark cloud has been lifted."
Sara reached over the table and grabbed his hand. There were tears in her eyes. "I'm so happy for you."
"In only a few days, you and Brian have made such a difference. I can see how you two care for each other...care about how the other feels. Hopefully one day I will have a relationship like that again."
"I know you will," Sara whispered.
They fell silent for a long time. When Patrick started to talk again, he had a naughty look on his face. "Now let's talk about the first time Sally and I had anal sex."
Sara's face showed her shock at the change in direction of their conversation. But she felt a chill go through her and she squirmed on the chair.
Patrick explained that it was Sally that first suggested anal sex. He was against it, fearing that it would hurt her. However, Sally brought home a porno movie called "Caught From Behind 15." It contained only scenes involving anal sex. They watched one woman after another take the largest penises they had ever seen with ease. When the movie was over they went upstairs to try it. Patrick was hesitant but Sally was insistent. Then with TLC Patrick found that he was able to bury his entire penis in Sally's ass without discomfort for her. She went wild and in fact, her orgasm was so intense that she passed out.
"Wow," Sara whispered excitedly. "You know what that story did?"
"What?"
"It made my little hole pucker in anticipation." Sara's face flushed at her naughty words.
"Well, it may pucker but it's not going to be so little when I'm done," he laughed.
Sara felt her panties soaking through. "Let's get out of here."
Several minutes later they were rushing home.
They kissed in the car before getting out. Then they stopped at the door and kissed again. Patrick's hands found Sara's ass cheeks and slipped under her dress. He pulled the dress up in back and pressed her against the door. The cool wood of the door made Sara gasp and she pushed her hips back at him. Then she felt his finger worming down between her cheeks. When it reached her little rear hole she tensed.
"Relax," Patrick whispered. Slowly he slipped the tip of his finger into her back passage. He circled the little hole gently with his fingertip. Then he pushed upward slowly but firmly.
"Oh God," Sara gasped as his entire finger went up her ass. She raised up on her toes and moaned into Patrick's shoulder. An unexpected chill raced from her rear hole to her now sopping wet vagina. Then, when she felt Patrick pulling his finger out, she felt empty and moved backward, trying to capture it again.
Patrick was accommodating and pushed his finger inside again. Her little rose was tighter than he expected and it squeezed him like a velvet vise. He felt her warmth surrounding his moving digit. As his lips searched for her mouth again, his finger began to move in and out and he pressed his now throbbing penis against her groin.
"Pa... Patrick... let's go in... in before a...a neighbor sees us," Sara gasped.
Without removing his finger, Patrick opened the door and moved Sara backward into the living room. He slammed the door with his foot and directed her over to a large cushioned chair. Then he spun her around until she was forced over the back of the chair.
Sara reached her hands out and grasped the arms of the chair. She felt Patrick's finger slip out and then he reached under her dress to pull her tiny panties down. A chill of excitement rushed through her when she felt him kneeling behind her. She began to gasp for breath as his lips touched the soft skin of her ass cheeks. "Patrick, Patrick, Patrick," she moaned incoherently.
Patrick began to kiss the globes of her ass. He grasped her buttocks with his fingers, slowly opening the fleshy cheeks. He gasped when he saw the tiny star winking at him. It was pink and puckered and looked like a tiny closed rose. Below it he saw her swollen vagina with her abundant juice dripping out. His mouth moved forward.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Sara screamed as his tongue began to circle her rear hole.
Patrick stretched her cheeks wide in order to get his mouth as close as possible. He stiffened his tongue and pushed on the tiny opening. It resisted briefly before giving away and letting him inside. He heard Sara grunt as his tongue moved in as deeply as it could go. Then he pulled back out and circled the outside rim before plunging inside again.
Sara gasped in pleasure.
He sucked and licked her little hole for a long time. Finally, he pulled back and looked at the little star. It was swollen and pulsing with excitement. He felt that her ass was ready and he wet two of his fingers and brought them to the hole. He pressed forward, slowly increasing the pressure.
Sara moaned again and lifted up on her toes as if to get away from the searching fingers. It actually gave Patrick a better angle. He pushed harder, feeling her opening to him. Soon both fingers were in to the second knuckle. With one more hard push he had them all the way inside.
"Ohhhhh," Sara cried in a moment of shock and her body froze.
Patrick waited for a minute, giving her a chance to adjust. Then he began to move his fingers in and out slowly, stretching her hole.
Sara squirmed and gasped as she felt his fingers move deep into her rear passage.
"Let's go upstairs," Patrick said and pulled Sara to her feet, keeping two fingers in her ass. He wrapped his other arm around her front and grasped her breasts as he began to move her toward the stairs. "How do you like my fingers up your ass?" he whispered hotly in her ear. He pushed his fingers in deep.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sara gasped in response. She felt him squeezing her breast as he used it for leverage to pump his fingers into her from behind.
Patrick walked her slowly to the steps, his fingers never leaving her hole. Then he slowly led her up the stairs.
Sara was breathing heavily now. With each step she felt Patrick's fingers move out and then back into her. She was like a rag doll in his arms. Her legs began to tremble and by the time they reached the top she was ready to collapse.
Patrick practically carried her into the bedroom. When they reached the bed he reluctantly pulled his fingers out and sat her down. Then he quickly stripped her naked before taking off his own clothes. He moved her to the center of the bed and crawled between her legs on his knees. His rock hard penis pulsed in front of him and there was a long string of his juice hanging from the swollen tip. He lifted Sara's legs and placed them on his shoulder as he moved closer.
Sara watched excitedly as he pressed his penis downward until it was pointing at her now pulsing rear hole. Suddenly her body was on fire and every nerve was tingling. She was ready.
Instead of plunging into her ass, Patrick slipped his long shaft into her sopping vagina. "Let me get it wet first," he gasped as the warm walls of her vagina caressed him.
"Ohhhhh," Sara groaned and closed her eyes. Her hips hunched up in reflex, forcing him to the bottom of her hole where her pooling juices coated his penis.
Patrick plunged in and out several times before abruptly pulling himself all the way out.
"Jesus," Sara gasped and her eyes flew open.
Now Patrick's penis was dripping with Sara's juice. He quickly lowered his penis again and touched the little rear hole, lifting her hips at the same time.
Sara closed her eyes again and tensed.
"Relax," Patrick whispered. He pressed downward and watched the tiny hole resist.
Sara bit her lip and her face scrunched up in anticipation of the pain.
Slowly her tiny hole began to open. Then, in one quick motion it swallowed the head, snapping shut under the crown.
Both of them gasped.
Patrick stopped his downward pressure. He watched Sara's face for signs of pain and waited for any signal to go ahead.
Sara was surprised that she had felt very little discomfort. She opened her eyes and looked between her legs. She saw that the head of Patrick's penis was no longer visible. She knew that the head had to be the toughest part. Her eyes met Patrick's and she saw a look of concern. She took a deep breath and whispered, "Fuck me!" Then she relaxed her sphincter muscles and lifted her hips.
The corners of Patrick's mouth turned up in a smile and he began to push again. Slowly his penis began to disappear. He could feel the walls of her canal squeezing the shaft as it inched deeper and deeper. He could feel Sara's tight hole reacting. However, instead of pushing him out, it felt like she was pulling him in.
Sara began to moan at the incredible feeling. She watched with half closed eyes as the long shaft disappeared into her body. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before. Instead of pain she felt only fullness and a feeling of being stretched. There was a tingling deep inside her bowels that sent an electric current through her entire body.
Patrick sighed when his balls touched her buttocks. He was all the way inside. His heart was pounding in his chest and he felt like he could climax any second. He paused, waiting for Sara to adjust but also giving him a chance to settle down.
Now Sara's eyes were closed tight. Her breath was coming in great gasps.
Patrick eased Sara's legs around his waist. Slowly he lowered himself until he was lying on top of her. He brought his lips to hers.
Sara moaned deep in her throat and opened her mouth to his tongue. Now she was filled at both ends. Suddenly she wanted him to move. Her hips began to twitch upward.
Patrick pulled his lips away and he looked down at her face. He saw no pain, only lust. A smile came to his lips and he slowly pulled himself from her, lifting his hips until only the head of his penis was still inside. A second later he plunged back down.
"Ahhhhheeee!!!" Sara gasped as his penis went in as deeply as it could go.
Patrick began to pump his hips up and down slowly but firmly, feeling the tight hole opening and responding to him. Soon he was moving rapidly. The bedsprings began to squeak as his hips drove his long shaft into her now welcoming hole.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Sara gasped over and over. Her head flew back and forth and her hips lifted off the bed.
The room was quickly filled with the sounds of the two lovers rushing toward climax.
It was Patrick that reached his peak first. "Oh Jesus Sara, I can't wait anymore," he gasped. He wanted desperately to wait but the excitement of an entire day of teasing was too much for him.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in me, cum in my assssss!!!" she screamed as her own climax rushed over her. It felt like an explosion, starting in her bowels and moving outward until her entire body was consumed. It was a climax unlike anything she had ever experienced.
"Oh God, I'm cummmmmiiiiiinnnnggg!!!" Patrick screamed as his balls began to unleash his sperm deep into her willing ass.
Sara could feel it. She could actually feel the warm sperm as it coated the walls of her anus. Her own climax intensified.
Both lovers froze, their bodies pressed tightly together, consumed in passion.
Chapter 8
The airport was a mess that afternoon. Brian's flight had been delayed for several hours and then cancelled. He was herded from one ticket counter to another until finally he found a flight that would get him home by 10 P.M. The delay was especially agonizing because of his desire to be with Sara. His thoughts had been consumed with her since their conversation that morning. She had described to him, in great detail, what she and Patrick had done. Unfortunately there had been no opportunity for him to relieve himself.
Now, as he exited the airport and got on the expressway he suddenly became apprehensive. What would he say to Patrick? What would their relationship be like now? The plan had worked even better than they had expected. Now he was also worried about how Sara's and his relationship would change. They had promised that it would not, but now he wondered if that promise could be kept. Like it or not, they would both have to face the consequences.
The house was unusually quiet as he unlocked the door and stepped inside. He thought for a moment about calling out to Sara. Instead he walked quietly to the stairs. He noticed that Patrick's door was closed and he almost sighed in relief. He guessed that he had gone to bed early. When he reached the bedroom, he found that door closed as well. He stopped suddenly and wondered if he should knock. Then he figured that that would be crazy. Slowly he turned the knob and pushed the door gently open. He peeked inside and saw that the room was dark with just the glow of a couple of candles. When his eyes adjusted he saw Sara on the bed. A smile spread across his face.
He put his suitcase down and walked over to stand at the bed. Sara's face was glowing in the flickering light as she stared up at him. She had on a white lace corset with matching nylons and no panties. She looked like an angel... a very sexy angel. Brian's already rapidly beating heart began to beat faster. He felt an immediate stirring in his groin.
"Go take your shower. I'll be waiting for you," she whispered.
Brian overcame the urge to strip right there and attack her. Without a word he turned and went into the bathroom. With lightning speed he stripped and jumped into the shower, not even waiting for the water to heat up. He scrubbed the grime of the day from his suddenly rejuvenated body. Then he dried himself and wrapped a towel around his waist. His hair was still damp and there were drops of water on the places that he had missed in his haste.
Sara was still in the same position when he came back into the room. She sat up and patted the bed next to her.
Brian dropped his towel and hurried onto the bed. However, when he tried to kiss her she pushed him back until he was lying down.
She smiled at him and gently kissed his lips. "I love you," she whispered. Before he could answer she kissed him passionately, her tongue rushing into his mouth. When she pulled away they were both breathing heavily. "Just relax," she whispered, "This is going be a special night for you."



"What..." he started to say but Sara placed her fingers gently on his mouth to silence him. Then with clear excitement on her face she bent down and kissed his neck.
Brian moaned as he felt her kissing down his body. His penis had been hard since he first saw her lying on the bed and now it was throbbing in anticipation. He curled his fingers into the sheet as Sara continued to kiss downward until her tongue reached his belly button. A tremor went through him as her tongue tickled the little indentation. He moaned as she moved lower.
Sara's hand gently wrapped around his penis. Instead of kissing it she moved it out of the way and continued to kiss around his groin. When she reached his swollen testicles her tongue came out to gently lick the swollen orbs. Then she sucked one into her mouth.
Brian moaned and lifted his hips. Sara was driving him mad with her teasing. As much as he wanted to grab her head, he held back. He knew that the pleasure would be that much more intense when she finally got to the good parts.
Sara took her time, sucking first one ball then the other into her mouth until they were soaked with her saliva. She looked down at the squirming orbs and smiled. Then she crawled between his legs and knelt.
Brian was ready for anything now. Or at least he thought he was. He looked at her strangely as she lifted his legs. He helped her by pulling his thighs upward. A second later she was pressing his legs to his chest, forcing him to lift his hips.
"Hold them up," she whispered.
Brian reached behind his knees and held his legs to his chest. He couldn't figure out what Sara was up to. "Sara, what are you doing?" he gasped as she bent and began to kiss the back of one thigh.
Sara didn't answer as she kissed down one thigh to his buttock before moving to the other. She gently ran her tongue up and down one strong thigh before crossing to the other.
Brian's legs began to tremble as her rasping tongue tickled the sensitive skin on the back of his thighs. Then he moaned as she began to lick his balls again.
Placing her two hands under his buttocks, she gently lifted him. Her own heart was pounding in her chest as her tongue touched the sensitive skin below his squirming testicles. Slowly she moved lower.
"Sara, God!" Brian gasped and lifted his hips higher. He didn't know if he was trying to move away or helping her. He sucked in his breath and his buttocks clenched as Sara's tongue found his puckered anus.
Sara's head was spinning with excitement as she pushed on the tiny hole. It resisted but she used her hands to open his buttocks wider and she pressed harder. It was no contest and Sara's tongue finally breached the opening and entered his ass.
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" Brian moaned. He couldn't believe what Sara was doing. It was so nasty but so incredibly exciting.
Sara lifted Brian's buttocks even higher until she had him almost on his shoulders with his legs over his head. Now she had him where she wanted him. She stiffened her tongue and began to plunge it in and out. Salvia drained out of her mouth and dripped on the stretched hole, making the access easier.
Brian thought that his penis was going to shoot as Sara's tongue worked in and out of his clenching hole. He had never felt anything like it. He felt incredibly vulnerable in this position, yet it was also incredibly exciting.
Sara licked and sucked the little hole for a long time, enjoying the grunts of pleasure that were coming from Brian. When she thought he was ready she pulled her tongue from his hole with a loud pop.
Incredibly, Brian felt empty as Sara's tongue left his clenching hole. But he needn't have worried. An instant later he felt something on his hole again. It took him a second to figure out what was happening. However, it was too late. "Jesssssuuuuussss!!!" he gasped as he felt Sara's finger enter his anus. He almost let go of his legs as his body tensed and lifted upward.
Sara smiled and used her other hand to keep him in position as her finger pushed deep into him. She leaned forward to hold him down and began to plunge her finger in and out.
"Do you like that?" she said. "That's what it felt like when Patrick was fucking my ass. Only his cock was much bigger."
Brian could only moan as he felt her finger searching inside him. Suddenly, his penis pulsed. The steady stream of juice that was dripping from the head became a river and there was a strange feeling deep inside him. He had never felt anything like it.
Sara had found his prostate and was massaging it with the tip of her finger. She felt Brian began to quiver as his thigh muscles turned to stone. She moved her finger faster until it was almost a blur. The noise her finger was making sounded a lot like a penis in a sloppy vagina.
The room quickly filled with grunts and groans. Suddenly Brian gasped and his balls pulled tightly to his body. "Ahhhhhh!!! Oh Saraaaaaa!!" Without being touched, his penis throbbed and began to squirt his cum across his stomach. It felt as though his balls were turning inside out.
Sara almost squealed in delight. Cosmos was right, she thought. She watched in amazement as cum hurled out of Brian's pulsing penis, splattering on his stomach like an out of control fire hose. Each blast hit his stomach with a loud splat.
Brian was moaning incoherently now. His face showed a grimace like he was in pain. But it was all pleasure. It seemed as though the flow of sperm was never going to stop. However, eventually his balls were empty and all that was left was a trickle still spitting from the swollen head.
Sara let Brian's legs fall back to the bed as she gently pulled her finger from his ass. As she curled up in his arm, she reached down and grasped his still hard shaft.
"That was incredible," Brian gasped breathlessly.
"We're not done yet," Sara said and giggled. She leaned over him and blew out the candle on one side of the bed and then the other. Suddenly the room was plunged into darkness. It was so dark that neither of them could see even an inch in front of their faces.
Sara reached down in the dark and found the puddles of cum that were pooled on his stomach. She smeared her palm in it and then wrapped her fist around his penis. Slowly she moved her hand up and down. Amazingly his penis had lost none of its hardness. "Don't move," she ordered. With that she sat up and straddled his thighs. For a moment she sat on his thighs, using her hands to search and then to bring the accumulated sperm on his stomach to his penis. She worked until it was literally dripping. Without any preliminaries she moved upward and quickly impaled herself on his sperm covered shaft.
"Ohhhhhh God!" Brian gasped as he felt her warm interior surround him.
Sara leaned forward until her chest was pressed to his. Her heart was suddenly beating wildly in anticipation. Sara's excitement wasn't all because of the penis inside her vagina however.
Suddenly the bedroom door opened and the dim light from the hall illuminated the room for a second.
Brian was startled but couldn't see past Sara. "Sara... what is...?" However, before he could finish Sara brought her lips to his. The room quickly fell into darkness and silence again. A second later the bed springs squeaked.
To be continued...??
I would like to thank Terry for his editing. It was much appreciated. If readers like where this story is going and want it to continue, vote and send me an e-mail. Otherwise I will move on to another story.
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Chapter 1
Groggy and disoriented, Brian came slowly out of his deep sleep. His eyelids seemed to be shackled with weights as he forced them open and looked at the clock on the night table... 7:30 A.M. Turning over, he saw that the bed next to him was empty and thought that Sara was in the shower already.
He lay quietly in the comfort and warmth of his bed, gradually letting the cobwebs clear. Suddenly, stark images of the previous night flashed in his head. He sat up quickly and looked around the room, unsure of what he was looking for. Then he took a deep breath and let it out slowly before he fell back on the bed, rubbing his face in a vain attempt clear his mind. For a second he thought that the images were the aftereffects a sex dream. However, this dream didn't fade like those dreams always do. Instead the images became sharper.
He remembered Sara lying on him in the dark room when the door opened...
Suddenly, there were three people on the bed. Of course he knew that it was Patrick but it didn't register immediately. The room was pitch black. Sara was kissing him. His penis was snuggly lodged inside her warm hole. He felt her pushing her hips down until he was all the way inside. He could feel her vagina squeezing him in her velvet tunnel; her sweet hole began to pulse and vibrate around his swollen shaft. Then her body tensed. He felt Patrick straddling her hips, his feet on either side of his legs.
"What's go..." he started to say. However, Sara's lips cut off his words. Then, before he could comprehend what was going on there was more movement and Sara, her lips close to his ear, grunted and sucked in her breath.
He felt her vagina suddenly grow tighter around his shaft. Then he felt friction through the thin membrane... something was sliding past his penis. In shock and disbelief, he realized that Patrick was entering Sara's ass!
His heart began to pound inside his chest and sweat beads formed on his brow as he lay frozen... as if movement would somehow show his acceptance of what was going on. This was more than he had bargained for. He wanted to watch his wife with another man but not have sex with her at the same time. He had never even considered such a thing. Yet, his penis lost none of its hardness and, in fact, pulsed even harder.
Suddenly Sara's normally tight hole grew even tighter and it felt like a rubber band had just been wrapped around the length of his penis. His mouth grew dry as he tried to control his rapid breathing. He couldn't think of anything but the tightness surrounding his shaft. The sphincter muscles of Sara's vagina squeezed him at the base of his penis and he could feel her insides quivering around his shaft.
A second later the penis in Sara's ass began to move.
An unintentional moan escaped Brian's lips when he felt the penis sliding out and then back in.
The bedsprings squeaked as Sara's body was forced down onto him, pressing them both heavily to the bed. There were whimpers and gasps of pleasure coming from her lips. "Yes! Yes!" she moaned in an excited whisper. "Oh God! Oh God!"
The weight from above continued to push Sara downward. As the penis in her ass moved deeper, Brian's penis moved deeper, following the other shaft, until both were totally encased in her body, side by side... one on top of the other.
All three of them stopped moving. The darkness of the room surrounded them, encasing them in an anonymity that made this perverse sex act seem okay somehow.
Sara began to moan incoherently now, almost as if she were in pain. Yet, she didn't move except for her heaving chest.
Seconds ticked by. All three of them seemed to be waiting for someone to make the first move, someone to scream out, anything that would indicated that it was okay to continue... or to stop.
Brian was the first to move. Gradually, his lower body began to lift upward with a will of its own. He pushed his hips up, almost in reflex, forcing the last fraction of an inch of his penis into Sara.
That was the signal that they were all looking for.
Sara gasped and Patrick moaned. Then she lifted upward, allowing Brian's penis to slip out until just the head was inside. This allowed Patrick's penis to move the last inch into her anal canal. With a grunt of pleasure she pushed back down hard to take Brian deep into her vagina again. Patrick's slipped out until only the constricted sphincter muscles held the head.
Not to be denied, Patrick pushed back in, encasing himself in her warmth again. Brian pulled out.
Soon a rhythm began. As Brian's penis would go in, the penis in Sara's ass would slip out. In and out... in and out. After a few missed beats they began to move together. Suddenly they were like dancers moving in perfect tempo. As Patrick pushed inside, Sara would gasp and Brian would moan. Then Brian's penis would slip out and Patrick's in again.
Sara's gasps turned to whimpers of pleasure with each plunge of the two penises. The large shafts stretched both holes like she had never experienced.
Excitement consumed Brian. He bucked his hips upward and quickly pulled back until just the head was inside. A second later he could feel her rear hole being filled by Patrick. He waited an instant and pushed inside again as Patrick pulled his penis out.
Sara was buffeted like a rag doll between the two men, pushed down by the weight above and then forced upward by the hips below. She could no longer control any movement... like a prisoner of passion. Her body began to tremble as waves of pleasure consumed her. It didn't take long for the incredible and surreal feeling to send her over the top, hurtling her willingly into an amazing climax.
Brian knew the signs. Her grunts and moans spurred him on. His hips began to lift frantically off the bed.
Suddenly the rhythm was lost and both of the men moved into her at the same time, stretching her normally tight holes almost to the bursting point.
The powerful contractions inside Sara's vagina were too much for Brian. He pushed hard one last time. His penis throbbed and the head expanded as his thick juice shot out of the pulsing shaft, ricocheting off the slick walls deep inside her pulsing hole.
Patrick cried out in pleasure and he too pushed as deeply as he could go. The throbbing of the penis in the other hole was too much for him. With a scream of pleasure, he emptied the contents of his balls into Sara's ass.
Brian was barely aware that his wife had stopped whimpering. He vaguely felt movement on the bed as he drifted off. He was asleep before the bedroom door opened and closed again.
Chapter 2
Brian shook his head as if to clear the images from his mind as he got out of bed, his now stiff shaft bobbing in front of him. He staggered to the bathroom and found that Sara wasn't there. He sat on the toilet for a few minutes, waiting for his erection to diminish before he could pee, contemplating what he was going to say to Sara after last night. Then he stepped into the shower. A few minutes later he brushed his teeth, shaved, and wrapped a robe around his still naked body. Then, with just a touch of trepidation, he went to look for Sara.
He walked downstairs and started to turn toward the kitchen. On a hunch he turned the other way and walked quietly toward Patrick's room. When he saw that the door was slightly ajar, he hesitated. Patrick's room was quiet. He started to turn back when he heard a low groan. Suddenly his now wilted penis pulsed and began to harden. His heart fluttered in his chest as he slowly moved toward the open door. His hand was trembling as he pushed the door open a couple of inches until he could see the dresser mirror at the foot of the bed. A gasp escaped his lips and his eyes opened in shock: Sara was totally naked and sitting on Patrick's penis. Her chest was pressed to his, their mouths locked together as her hips worked up and down rapidly.
Brian stood transfixed as he stared at his friend's shaft slipping in and out of his wife. It appeared wet and shiny and coated with Sara's juices, indicating that they had been at it for some time.
He saw Sara turn her head to the rear and look over her shoulder into the dresser mirror. A smile came to her lips when their eyes met. It almost seemed that she had been waiting for him because she sat up quickly and then settled down on Patrick's penis, taking it all the way inside her. Then she reached up and lifted her hair from her shoulders in a casual attitude. She began to move up and down rapidly, taking his penis all the way inside with each downward thrust.
"Yes fuck me! Fuck me good," she gasped loudly, her breasts bouncing up and down with her now frantic movements. She squirmed her hips and thrust them back and forth like a stripper doing a bump and grind. She moaned in pleasure.
Brian suddenly realized that she had set this up... that she had left the door open on purpose and was in fact waiting for him. He felt his face flush with excitement. He watched, mesmerized as his wife put on a show for him. He looked back to the point where their sex organs met and reached into his robe to pull out his penis. He could see her swollen lips stretched almost to the bursting point by Patrick's fat shaft. Slowly he began to move his hand up and down as he watched the most exciting thing he had ever witnessed. He could see everything plainly now. It wasn't dark and he wasn't looking through a dirty window. It was exactly what he had wished for. His wife was being "fucked" by another man and he was watching. Actually, it was his wife that was doing the "fucking." And, it was apparent that she was enjoying it. Her eyes were closed and she was gasping for breath. He watched as she grasped her breasts and squeezed them. He saw Patrick's hands reach for her waist to hold her in position as his hips began to push upward.
Suddenly she turned again and looked into the mirror. Her lust filed eyes glared at Brian as he stood frozen just outside the doorway. Her lips curled into a pretty smile when she saw that he was masturbating. Then she turned back toward Patrick and placed her hands on his chest. She pushed herself upward until his penis slipped out and then placed her feet onto the bed astride his hips until she was squatting with the swollen head at her entrance.
Brian almost lost it. He had to stop stroking his penis for fear that he might squirt onto the floor like some adolescent boy. The view that he now had was beyond anything he had ever imagined. He could see the long and very wet shaft poised at her pulsing hole. The skin on the swollen crown was stretched until it was smooth and purple. The wet and pulsing head looked almost angry. Sara's inner lips were hanging open... swollen and quivering in anticipation.
Brian looked up at Sara's face and saw that she was still staring at him. He held his breath as she stared into his eyes. Gradually she began to move lower, taking Patrick inside slowly, inch by inch. She held his stare as the shaft disappeared into her. When her buttocks reached his thighs, her eyes closed in pleasure.
"Oh Godddddd!!!" she moaned. Then she paused, holding him deep inside. A second later she began to move up and down as if in slow motion, letting the wet shaft slip almost all the way out before taking it inside again.
Brian's hand moved up and down his shaft at the same pace that Sara was moving. When she started to move faster, he moved his hand faster.
"Ohhhhh!!! Sara gasped. Soon she was bouncing up and down so fast that she was almost leaving the bed with each upward movement. The room filled with the squeaking of the bed and the sloppy squishing sound of their sex organs colliding.
Brian could no longer see Sara's face. She hand turned back to her lover and her head was bent. Her body began to tremble with the unmistakable signs of climax.
Patrick's hips lifted from the bed and he let out a long moan. He froze in mid air, lifting Sara's hips high.
Brian's eyes opened wide. He could actually see Patrick's balls pull up to his body and then pulse. Suddenly he knew that he was climaxing into his wife. As if he needed proof, several seconds later, he saw white cream begin to run from between his wife's stretched lips and trickle across his balls. Each time she lifted up, he saw more juice on the shaft until their frantic movements turned it to a frothy cream. Brian's head began to spin and it felt like his knees were going to give out. He knew he had to get out of there or he would squirt onto the floor. However, he forced himself to stay until he saw Patrick's shaft begin to shrink and then slip from Sara's saturated hole. A thick stream of white cream followed it.
Brian turned and hurried from the doorway.
Chapter 3
"Good morning," Sara said as she walked into the kitchen a few minutes later.
Brian looked up from his paper. He was sitting at the kitchen table, still in his robe, with a cup of coffee in front of him. For some strange reason he wanted to appear casual to Sara. However, inside he was anything but casual. His heartbeat had yet to return to normal and his penis still throbbed between his legs, barely covered by his robe. He saw that Sara was wearing a robe as well and knew that she was naked underneath. He was also pretty sure that she had not had time to clean up. "Would... would you like a cup of coffee," he said, trying to disguise his nervousness. However, the flutter in his voice belied his outward calmness.
"Yes, thank you," she answered and sat down.
Brian got up, got her a cup and sat it in front of her before taking his seat again. He picked up the coffeepot to pour her some and tried to keep his hand from trembling. The pot shook and he had to use his other for support. He hoped that Sara didn't notice, however, she was staring at him.
The two of them were silent for a few minutes. When the silence became uncomfortable, Sara said, "Are you okay?"
"Uh... yeah... sure," Brian answered, not sure if that was true. He picked the paper back up and acted like he was reading. After what happened last night and what he had witnessed this morning he wasn't sure how he felt. On one hand it was exciting and he knew that it was what he had dreamed of for so long...at least up to a point. On the other hand, he was having doubts for the first time. He worried about his and Sara's relationship, not to mention his relationship with Patrick.
"You don't sound okay," she said, looking at his face across the top of the newspaper. She was a little worried now. Maybe she had gone too far, too fast. It sounded like a good idea last night when she and Patrick had hatched the plan. But that was in the excitement of the moment. Now, in the cold light of day, she too had questions.
Sara got up and came around to Brian. She pushed the newspaper out of the way and sat on his lap. "I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too," he returned and they kissed. He could feel her warm buttocks on his thighs and felt his penis throb. When their lips parted Brian started to speak.
Sara placed her fingers on his lips to quiet him and said, "Let's just take it slow. Everything is going to be okay." She squirmed on his lap and felt his stiff penis under her. She smiled, knowing that regardless of what his demeanor indicated, he was excited by what he had witnessed.
The two of them sat quietly for a few minutes before Sarah got up and said, "Let me get breakfast started. I thought we would do some sight seeing today if it's okay. I know Patrick loves Civil War history so I thought we would park out off of Route 50."
"It's okay with me," Brian answered.
In the other room, Patrick had just finished taking his shower and was dressed. He hesitated when it was time to go out and face Brian. He too was struggling with doubts now. Yet, he knew that they had gone too far to turn back and that what they had started was going to be played out. He also knew how he felt about Sara and wondered if he and Brian's relationship would survive. There were no easy answers so he took a deep breath and walked out of the bedroom, down the hall and into the kitchen.
"Hey Brian," he said.
"Hey," Brian returned, with forced cheerfulness.
"Eggs and bacon okay with you guys?" Sara said as she looked over her shoulder at them.
"Sure," they both answered.
"Coffee?" Brian said, reaching over with the pot to pour Patrick a cup before he answered.
"Thanks."
Sara walked over to the refrigerator and opened the door. She bent over and looked for the eggs and bacon.
Brian looked over Patrick's shoulder as Sara bent. Her short robe pulled up to reveal the backs of her thighs almost to her buttocks. He suppressed a moan when he saw her inner thighs glistening. She hadn't cleaned up. His eyes lingered as his heart began to beat rapidly.
Patrick saw Brian staring and naturally turned to see what he was looking at. Although he was very satisfied, the site of Sara bending over brought a chill of excitement to him. When he turned back he saw Brian looking at him.
In that moment something passed between the two men. It was a message... a message that said everything was going to be all right. Patrick smiled.
Brian's smiled back.
"So who do they say is going to be number one this year in the college football poll," Patrick asked, referring to the headlines on the sports page lying in front of Brian.
"Oklahoma," Brian said.
"All right!" Patrick said enthusiastically.
With that comment the ice was broken and both men began to banter about who was the best team.
Sara heard them and almost sighed in relief.
An hour later they were in the car, heading out for the day. Brian had pushed up the armrest between the two front seats and Sara was sitting between the two men, her thighs touching both. As they drove she casually placed her hand first on Brian's thigh just below the hem of his shorts and then on Patrick's.
Brian glanced over and saw her hand moving up and down Patrick's thigh. At the same time she began to move her hand on his thigh. Brian's penis hardened immediately.
Sara used her fingers to tickle under the hem of both men's shorts. She knew that she was driving them mad and almost giggled. Then she moved her hand upward, across the legs of their shorts, slowly moving toward their groins. She squeezed their thighs, high on their legs, just inches from the tents in their shorts.
As Sara grew bolder, Brian began to squirm in his seat. When her hand reached his stiff shaft, he gasped quietly and tried to concentrate on the road. He figured correctly that her other hand was on Patrick's groin.
The short ride seemed to take a very long time. Brian wasn't sure about Patrick but he knew that he was having difficulty keeping his hips still and his eyes on the road. Several times he had swerved when the tires hit the rumble strips on the side of the road. He was almost relieved when he pulled into the parking lot of the Civil War park.
It turned quiet in the car as Brian shut off the engine. "Uh... I think you have to let us go if we are going to get out," Brian said as his eyes flashed from Sara to Patrick and then down at her hands.
"Sorry," she giggled before giving them one last squeeze.
The three of them spent several hours walking around the beautiful park. It was a restored battlefield, located along a mountain pass. The views were breathtaking.
"It's so sad," Sara said as she peered over the stone wall to the valley below. Brian and Patrick were standing next to her. A gentle breeze ruffled Sara's short summer dress and swayed the tops of the large trees in the forest below them. Beyond the trees were rolling green fields where the South had charged the North in a fierce battle. Thousands of soldier's, mostly young boys, had died that day.



"What's sad?" Brian asked.
"It's sad that so many men died here. And to think that they were all a part of the same country." Sara placed her arms around the waist of both men and pulled them close.
"It was an amazing time in our history," Patrick said. "I've always wondered what our country would have been like today if the war had turned out differently."
"It's probably good that we'll never know," Brian said as he stared across the valley.
They could almost hear the screams of men and the sound of exploding guns. The three of them stood there for a long time lost in their own thoughts.
Finally Brian said, "I'm getting a little hungry. Should we get something from the food court? It might close early on weekdays."
"I saw some picnic tables on the hill pastsed the parking lot," Sara said.
They got hotdogs, sodas and chips and walked over to the picnic tables. Because school had started, the park was mostly deserted. There were a few tour buses in the parking lot and several cars but otherwise the lot was empty. Sara sat between Brian and Patrick as they ate.
When Sara finished she reached down and placed her hands on both men's thighs again. A second later, without warning, she grabbed their crotches. She almost giggled when they jumped at the same time. She began to massage their soft penises through the leg of their shorts. Still, they continued to eat as if nothing was happening. However, Sara could feel something happening as their penises stiffened in her hands. A smile came to her face. A second later she was opening first Brian's pants and then Patrick's, pulling their now hard shafts out into the bright sunlight.
Brain sat stiffly, tense, as he looked around the park to see if there were any tourists near. He almost sighed in relief when he saw that the tour buses had left and that there was only one other car on the lot. A little moan escaped his lips when Sara started to pump her hands up and down.
Sara leaned close to Brian and whispered, "Move back a little."
Brian's heart was pounding in his chest as he moved back. He saw Sara look around the park briefly before her head dropped to his lap. A moan escaped his lips when she began to suck him. Excitement raced through him as he placed his hand on the top of her head and pushed her down. He heard her gag but she didn't pull away. Instead he felt her throat opening and his penis slipping all the way inside. His eyes opened wide when he realized that she was taking him into her throat. She had never done that before. Suddenly he could feel her lips on his balls. It was only an instant before she pulled back, but she had taken every inch of him. Then she moved up and down rapidly, taking him all the way in each time she moved down. Brian had to fight the urge to climax.
Before Brian could climax though, Sara pulled away and smiled up at him. Her lips were wet and swollen. Then she turned and bent over Patrick to take his penis into her mouth.
Brian caught Patrick's look of pleasure and surprise as she took him into her throat as well.
After several minutes Sara pulled away from Patrick. She looked disoriented and her eyes were swimming with excitement. She said, "I have to have a cock in me."
Brian was amazed when she stood up and pushed him back further. She turned to the side, pulled her dress up in back and reached for his shaft. A second later his penis was slipping into her. "Sara," he gasped as he felt her already wet vagina covering him. Although he was nervous about being out in public, he didn't try to push her off. Instead he sat with his eyes opened wide searching the park nervously.
"Oh God that feels so good," Sara gasped as she squirmed her hips in order to force Brian's penis in as deeply at it could go.
Patrick looked over at Sara and smiled. She smiled back before turning to kiss Brian passionately.
Brian was rapidly losing his concern for where they were. He could feel Sara's juice running down his penis as she began to move subtly on him. "God Sara," he whispered as his excitement grew.
When Sara felt that he was getting too excited, she abruptly lifted up.
Brian moaned in frustration as his now very wet penis slipped out of her and was left throbbing in the afternoon sun.
"We can't forget Patrick can we?" Sara whispered and turned to him. With one quick movement she pulled her dress up again and sat on him.
Patrick gasped like Brian had done as he felt the velvet walls of Sara's vagina swallow him. Sara had just begun to move when Patrick grabbed her hips and held her still. A second later a middle aged couple walked by. They smiled and said hi and continued to their car.
The couple got into their car and left, leaving only their car on the parking lot.
Now that they were alone, Sara began to bounce up and down on Patrick with abandon. She saw Brian watching excitedly but he looked a little lonely. Suddenly, she leaned over and pulled his lips to her.
Brian moaned as her tongue went into his mouth. He could feel her body responding to Patrick's now pumping hips. Incredibly he felt her tongue moving in and out of his mouth in time with Patrick's movement.
Sara's eyes closed and she moaned into her husband's mouth. She could feel the swollen head of Patrick's penis swelling inside her. She squeezed her thighs together, tightening her vagina. The friction sent an electric charge through her as she continued to kiss Brian. A second later she began to tremble as a strong climax rushed through her.
Patrick felt it and the corresponding clenching of her vagina. "Sara," he gasped in warning. He clenched his teeth and tried to hold his climax back. But it was too late and he began to pump his cum into her.
Brian kept Sara from falling as her body convulsed on Patrick's lap. He saw the incredible look of pleasure on her face. His penis throbbed with excitement as he held her and waited for his turn.
It took a few minutes for Sara to come down from her climax and regain her composure. When she did, she smiled deviously at her husband before turning to kiss Patrick passionately. Then she pulled from Patrick, letting his wilted penis slip from her saturated hole and moved over to Brian. Again she turned and lifted her dress. She reached between her legs and grabbed his penis, bringing it to center of her sopping hole. She moved the head back and forth between her swollen lips before slipping it inside just a little. She paused. Using the muscles in her vagina, she clamped down on the swollen head.
Brian moaned when he felt it. It was something she had never done before. His heart pounded and his balls began to churn. He wanted desperately to push into her. However, he knew that she was controlling things so he waited.
Sara was beginning to breathe heavily again. Amazingly, her lips had become so sensitive that she could actually feel the crown of Brian's penis and the indented ridge that lead to his shaft. She worked her muscles to clamp under the crown before lifting up just a fraction to let them slip along the head.
"Do you want it?" Sara whispered to Brian. "Do you want your big cock in my sloppy cunt?"
Brian gasped. He had never heard such nasty words coming from his wife. It excited him. "Yesssss!!!" he croaked.
Sara smiled broadly and looked over at Patrick and winked. Then she dropped her hips to his lap, taking his penis all the way inside.
Brian almost screamed in pleasure. Instead he bit his lip and hissed through clenched teeth as he felt the warmth and wetness surround him. Now he felt the tight muscles of her vagina clamping around the base of his penis. At the same time, juice was running from her hole and across his swollen balls. It was too much for him. He grabbed Sara's hips and held her tight on his lap and let out a growl of pleasure. A second later he was adding his sperm to her already filled cavern.
Chapter 4
The sexual tension was almost palpable as the three of them sat in the clubroom watching television later that evening. It was the same room where all of this had started several days earlier.
Sara had taken a shower and returned dressed in a very short Japanese kimono. It was black silk and was imprinted with red dragons, spitting fire. It matched her mood. Although she had climaxed multiple times in the last twenty-four hours, she had never felt as horny in her life. Just being around the two sexy men seemed to drive her mad with desire. A look or a touch from either could set her on fire. She had even masturbated in the bathroom after they had gotten home. At that point she had attributed her excitement to the fact that she had gobs of cum running out of her. Yet now, even after she had cleaned up, she was excited again.
As they sat quietly, Sara began to run her hands up and down both men's legs again. Then she leaned over and kissed Patrick as her hands found his already stiff shaft. A second later she pulled away from Patrick and turned to kiss Brian, using her free hand to grab him. When she pulled away she looked from one lover to the other and whispered, "Take your clothes off. I want you both naked."
The two men sat there shocked without moving. While Sara knew that they were uncomfortable, she wasn't going to let them off. She knew that this was a critical point. If they balked now... well, she wasn't going to let that happen. "Come on, hurry," she said and squeezed them for emphasis.
Brian stood up first and then Patrick. The men glanced at each other and then down at Sara. They saw a determined look on her face. Self-consciously they began to strip.
Sara sat back with a big grin of victory on her face. She looked from one man to the other as they stripped in front of her. Her heart was pounding with excitement as she watched them reveal their bodies. She almost giggled when she thought; now you guys know how women feel when men ogle them. However, she also realized that ogling wasn't bad. In fact, it was pretty exciting.
Patrick's upper body was better defined than Brian's was but Brian's legs were more muscular. Nonetheless, both of them were very well built. The front of their shorts was tented with their erections.
Before the men could pull their underwear down Sara said, "Here, let me do that." With that she reached over and placed her fingers into Brian's underwear. Slowly she began to pull them down. She giggled when his rampant penis got stuck in the elastic. When she pulled the waistband out, his penis flipped up and slapped his stomach. She giggled again.
Brian placed his hands self-consciously over his penis. Sara turned to Patrick and slowly pulled his shorts down, letting his penis flip up like Brian's had done.
Soon they were standing naked in front of Sara looking embarrassed with their hands over their groins. "Come on guys, let me see," Sara said.
Brian and Patrick looked sheepishly at one another. At the same time they moved their hands.
"Oh my," Sara gasped as she stared at two very stiff and pulsing shafts. Brian's was thinner and slightly longer. However, Patrick's had a larger head and the shaft was very thick. Both were throbbing and juice was bubbling from the slit. She stared at them for a long time, comparing and contrasting them in her mind. Finally she decided that she loved them both and grasped both in her fists.
The two men moaned and closed their eyes.
"Um... let's see... which one do I want to suck first," she teased. As if it was a big decision Sara paused and stared at the two penises in her hands. She worked her fists up and down, making the heads pulse and swell even larger. "It's so hard to decide," she said.
Suddenly both men were trembling with need.
"I think I will chose Patrick's first," she said to herself as if the two men were not standing there trembling. She bent her head and opened her mouth to suck the head of Patrick's penis inside.
Patrick moaned.
Brian stared. The juice on the head of his penis turned into a stream and trickled across his wife's hand. He watched from very close as his loving wife's lips stretched around another man's penis. He had not gotten a very good view in the park today. This time he could see everything plainly. Sara's eyes were closed and she had an almost angelic like expression on her face. Brian had never seen her look more beautiful.
Sara moaned as she sucked the swollen head. She could taste his sweet pre-cum juice as it dribbled into her mouth. Her hand moved up and down the shaft in a milking motion, squeezing out more sweet juice as her head began to move back and forth. After a minute she pulled away and looked up at her husband. A smile came to her face when she saw the excitement in his eyes. "My goodness," she said when she looked at the back of her hand. Brian's juice was running down to her wrist. She pulled her hand away for a moment and used her tongue to lick the juice. "Mmmm, your juices are very sweet." Then she opened her mouth and sucked the head of Brian's penis inside her mouth.
With her hands working up and down the shafts again, Sara moved from one man to the other, sucking and swallowing their pre-cum juice as if it was from a sweet peach. She could feel her sex lips throbbing with excitement as she teased them, working her fist on their shafts and sucking the swollen heads.
Both men had their eyes closed and were rocking back and forth in time with her sucking mouth or pumping hand.
After a few minutes Sara pulled her mouth away and held their shiny penises up as if proud of her handy work.
It took a few seconds for the two men to open their eyes. When they did, they saw Sara staring up at them, her pretty blues eyes flashing, her lips slightly swollen and wet. "Brian, sit down," Sara ordered. There was little doubt that she was in charge.
Brian followed orders and sat next to Sara.
A second later Sara rose up, pulling her kimono up and straddling him, facing Patrick. She heard Brian gasp as she sat on his penis, taking it all the way into her in one movement. Then she pulled Patrick closer and began to suck him again. Her head was spinning with excitement as she sucked one and fucked the other. Suddenly, without warning she felt her vagina begin to quiver. She moaned deep in her throat as a strong climax rushed through her. She squeezed her legs together and stopped sucking the shaft as she convulsed in pleasure.
Sara's climax lasted a long time. Each time she thought that it was over she would feel the penis in her mouth or vagina twitch. That reminded her of what a slut she had become and her climax intensified.
As Sara recovered she felt Brian twitching inside her and realized that he was close. She abruptly stopped moving on him and then pulled away, leaving his wet penis exposed in the low light of the clubroom. Then she made the men switch places. A second later she was sucking Brian and had Patrick inside her. Incredibly, Sara began to climax again.
When she had recovered and before Patrick could climax, she pulled away. Then she had the two men sit side by side on the sofa and she knelt at their feet. For a long time she alternated between sucking one and then the other, not letting either of them go over the top. It was a delicate balance to keep them on edge for so long, but also incredibly exciting. However, after a while she realized that they were going to rape her if she didn't get them off soon.
Sara stood up and stripped off her kimono. She saw the excitement in the two men's eyes as they stared at her naked body. She grabbed her breasts and swayed sexily in front of them. Then she lifted one breast to her lips and licked it with her tongue. She heard both men moan. "I'm so wet, look," she whispered as she raised one foot and placed it between them. She opened her leg wide and reached down with one hand to spread her swollen lips.
Both men gasped again as they stared at her dripping hole. It was literally running with juice from her multiple climaxes. The inner lips were throbbing and hanging below her outer lips by several inches. As they watched, a dribble of clear juice ran out of her hole and began to drip from one lip.
Sara reached down and caught the sticky liquid in the palm of her hand. Then as the men watched she slowly brought it to her breast. She smeared the juice across the nipple before lifting the nipple to her lips again. "Mmmmm," she moaned sensuously. Her face suddenly flushed as she had a naughty thought. "I... I... want you both to cum... to cum on me at the same time."
Brian looked at Patrick in shock.
"Please," Sara begged. It wasn't necessary to beg. She saw both men smile. "Stand over me," she said and went to her knees.
Brian and Patrick rose and stood over Sara; their overheated penises ready to explode.
Sara reached up and grasped both of them in her fists. She adjusted her position until her face was just below the pulsing heads. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at the two pulsing shafts. She had never done anything so wanton before. She smiled and began to pump her hands.
"Jesus," Brian gasped as he watched his "sweet slut," masturbate both of them.
The men were so excited that it didn't take long to reach their peaks.
Patrick was the first to go. He moaned and closed his eyes.
Sara felt Patrick's penis swell in her hand. She watched with her eyes wide as the head grew larger than she thought possible. A little squeal escaped her when a blast of hot cum shot from the slit and hit her directly in the face. Before the next shot came out she heard Brian moan on the other side of her. She turned just in time to catch his first shot of cum square between the eyes. Suddenly a cascade of cum was deluging her. It splattered on her cheeks, chin and forehead, covering her face in the sticky fluid from their balls before thinning out and dripping to her breasts. It seemed to go on and on until barely an inch of skin on her face was free of the sticky semen.
Sara reached up and ran the palms of her hands over her face, smearing the sticky cream across her cheeks. Then she ran her hands over her breasts and down her stomach, leaving a trail of semen behind. When she reached her vagina she paused. She looked at her two lovers as she slipped two semen- covered fingers inside. Suddenly she began to shutter as another climax rushed through her.
Patrick slept in his room that night, Brian and Sara in their own bed.
Chapter 5
Whatever thoughts were in Brian's mind as he walked into the kitchen the following morning disappeared in an instant. His eyes opened wide and he gasped. Patrick was sitting at the table with the chair pushed back, his shorts were around his ankles and Sara was sitting on his lap facing him. She had a robe around her but Patrick's hands held it up on her back as she bounced up and down. Brian could see Patrick's already wet penis as it slipped in and out of her.
For an instant Brian though of leaving, like he was intruding on the two lovers. However, that thought quickly vanished. After all it was his wife and his house. He casually walked over to the coffeepot on the counter. His knees were shaking and his hand trembled as he poured himself a cup. He turned around, feigning casualness, and leaned against the counter. He stood for several minutes staring at the two lovers, sipping his coffee. He only had on a pair of boxer briefs and his excitement was apparent.
Patrick eventually opened his eyes and looked over Sara's shoulder at him. He shrugged as if he had no control over what was happening.
Sara seemed to be lost in the moment and, if she knew that Brian was behind them, she gave no indication.
Brian watched with rising excitement as his wife's movement became even more animated. She used her feet to push herself up and down at a frantic pace. Her juice was already dripping down Patrick's balls. Within a few seconds she began to whimper and then gasp. Her body tensed and she lifted up one last time before forcing herself down hard, taking Patrick's penis as deeply as possible. Her feet rose off the floor as she screamed and began to climax.



Patrick wasn't far behind and stretched his legs out as his hands pushed Sara's hips down even harder. He lifted his hips and froze. A few seconds later, Brian could see the sticky juice that was running across his balls had turn whiter and thicker.
The room grew very quiet, except for the heavy breathing of the as the two lovers. They remained connected for some time. Finally, Brian cleared his throat to let Sara know that he was there.
Sara almost jumped up when she heard the noise behind her. She turned her head and her face grew red and she looked somewhat embarrassed.
Brian was surprised to see her apparent embarrassment after all they had done. However, her shocked expression changed to a smile when she saw the tent in his boxer briefs. There was a large wet spot where the head of his penis touched the white cotton.
Brian watched as Sara pulled herself from her lover and walked over to him. Her robe was open and her breasts exposed. The soft skin leading down to her large breasts was red from the whisker burns from Patrick's unshaven face. The nipples were still hard and swollen from being sucked and bitten. She looked like a woman that had been well "fucked".
"Good morning," Sara whispered as she wrapped her arms around Brian. She mashed her swollen breasts against his chest and her lips met his.
"Well at least two of us has had a good morning," Brian laughed when they broke the kiss. He looked over his shoulder at his sheepish friend.
Sara looked up at him with her pretty blue eyes twinkling and said, "I can take care of that." With that she reached for his hand and began to pull him from the kitchen. She turned and said to Patrick, "You know where all the food is if you want breakfast."
Brian hurried to keep up with Sara as she pulled him behind her. As soon as they were in the bedroom she turned and melted into his arms. They kissed passionately, moving her slowly backward toward the bed. As he moved, he kissed down her neck until he captured one hard nipple. He heard Sara gasp and knew that they must be sensitive from Patrick's workout. Instead of letting her off he sucked even harder.
He felt Sara grab his head and thought that she was going to push him away. Instead she pulled his head harder to her chest.
"Suck my tits hard," she gasped. "Oh yes, oh yes!"
Brian did as she asked, sucking one nipple while he tweaked the other. Sara began to tremble in his arms. Brian knew the signs of impending climax. He sucked harder.
"Wait," Sara said pulling away from him. She quickly stripped off her robe and climbed onto the bed. "Get naked."
It took one second for Brian to strip off his shorts and climb onto the bed. However, when he tried to climb onto Sara, she held him back.
"Kneel between my legs," she said and reached down and placed her hands behind her knees, pulling her legs to her chest.
Brian gasped as he looked down at her ravaged vagina. It was swollen and sloppy. It had had quite a workout in the last couple of days.
Sara's hands slid down her thighs until her fingers reached her swollen lips. Looking at Brian she pulled the lips open.
Brian's eyes grew wide as he looked at the obscene display before him. Her hole was stretched wider then he had ever seen it and he could see deep inside her. A little moan escaped his lips when he saw a pool of juice. He looked back up at his wife with his eyes wide. It was impossible to believe that this was his shy wife.
"Do you like my cum filled pussy," she whispered as she held herself open. "Patrick filled me so good with his sweet sperm."
Brian started to speak but nothing came out but a shallow croak.
The amazement was apparent on his face and Sara said, "How do you like your "sweet slut" now Brian? I hope you're happy with what you have created." She smiled lustfully.
"Jesus Sara," Brian finally gasped and he looked down again. He was unable to tear his eyes away from the obscene display.
Sara got a pout on her face and said, "Do you still love me?"
"God yes! More than ever," he answered sincerely. "I just can't believe how much you... you've changed."
"Me too," she gasped breathlessly. "You two guys are driving me mad. I can't get enough."
Brian started to move between Sara's legs when she said, "Wait. I want you to jerk off for me. I want you to do it slowly as you look at my cum filled hole. This is what you wanted so I want you to enjoy it. But don't cum until I tell you to."
Brian was far too excited to argue. He stared as Sara opened herself even wider. Slowly he began to masturbate.
Sara smiled and slipped a finger into herself. Then she pulled it out and rubbed some of Patrick's sticky cum on her clit. A little moan escaped her lips and her hips jerked.
Above her Brian began to moan. His fist moved up and down excitedly as he watched his wife pleasure herself using Patrick's cum as a lubricant. "God Sara!" he gasped as his balls began to churn.
"Cum in my hole," she gasped and now used two fingers of each hand to hold herself open. "Squirt your cum on top of Patrick's. Squeeze your cock tight, let me see it swell."
Suddenly Brian's body froze and his eyes opened wide. He pumped his hand up and down several times rapidly, aiming the head of his penis at her stretched hole. Then he pulled the skin tight like he loved to do, squeezing the shaft at the base. The head of his penis grew until it was purple and his balls pulled up tight to his body. Then, as if in slow motion, he felt the juice travelling up his shaft. He watched the head of his penis pulse once. The slit at the tip opened wide and a long string of his cum shot directly at her hole. It hit her clit and then slowly trickled down and into the open hole. Before it was gone, another blast flew out, this time directly into the opening. He aimed dead center and squirted again. His penis pulsed repeatedly, each shot finding and filling her opening. Gob after gob shot into her stretched hole until it was bubbling over with juice. With a final moan, Brian fell forward, slipping his still throbbing penis into the overflowing hole.
Sara wrapped her legs around Brian's back and welcomed him into her. Her hips lifted and she gasped as another climax ripped through her.
Brian whispered, "I love you, my sweet slut," as he collapsed onto her. His penis throbbed several more times before it began to shrink.
When Sara could catch her breath she whispered, "I love you too."
Chapter 6
A group of seagulls took flight as the large pleasure/fishing boat pulled away from the dock. Patrick was at the helm sitting in a comfortable captain's chair while Sara sat in the large chair next to him. Brian was busy getting the fishing equipment ready. Brian had borrowed the boat from a friend for the day, promising to have it back before dark. Both Patrick and Brian were avid fishermen. However, while Sara had little interest in fishing, she loved the water and sun bathing.
It was a beautiful day with a gentle breeze and a crystal blue sky as Patrick navigated the boat out of the harbor and into the open water. The sea was calm and the day was unusually warm. The tide was going out and the powerful boat moved with ease across the gentle waves.
Twenty minutes later the shore was a vague outline on the horizon.
"Okay, we're far enough out," Brian said and he walked up behind Sara. "Take your top off."
Patrick turned from his duties, looked at Brian conspiratorially and then smiled lecherously at Sara.
"You guys are something else," Sara admonished. Yet she felt a thrill of excitement at the thought of being half-naked on the open water. She had never done anything like this before but then again there were lots of things she had never done until recently.
She sat up and looked around for any boats near enough to see her. There were several small dots on the horizon but none close enough to see them without very powerful binoculars. She looked at the two leering men and shook her head as she reached behind her. She had worn a conservative two-piece yellow swimsuit today. The top was a bit too small and her large breasts almost overflowed. The bottom piece was cut high on her hips and covered most of her sexy buttocks.
"Come on," Brian almost whined.
Sara unhooked the latches in the back with one hand while she held the cups to her breasts. She feigned a look of admonishment. Then she sighed in resignation and let the top fall from her breasts. Suddenly she felt more naked sitting between the two men with her top off then she did naked in her own shower.
Both men's faces lit up with smiles.
"Nice," Patrick said.
Brian who had stepped close behind her reached around and cupped both mounds of flesh in his hands. He bent his head and kissed her neck.
Sara felt a bolt of electricity rush through her and she squirmed on the seat. Her nipples hardened as Brian began to tweak them. "I thought you two guys came out here to fish?" Sara said as she pulled Brian's hands from her breasts.
Brian looked at Patrick and said, "Did we come out here to fish?"
"Not just to fish," Patrick answered as he lustfully stared at Sara's exposed breasts.
Then, both men laughed and Sara's face flushed. It was amazing, even to her, that she could still be embarrassed by the stares of men.
"Everybody ready for a beer?" Brian asked.
"Great," Patrick said.
"I'll have a glass of wine," Sara said.
Brian returned with a bottle of beer for Patrick and the wine for Sara. The three of them stood on the deck and enjoyed the sea breeze and the beautiful day as the boat headed further out to sea. Sara sat on the high captain's chair with her shoulders back, her chest pushed out proudly. It was exhilarating to feel the tingle of fresh salt water on her naked skin.
A short while later, Patrick checked the radar and saw that they had reached the site of an old shipwreck. The owner of the boat told them that it was a secret place he had found where the fishing was excellent.
"I think we're here," Patrick said. "Get the anchor."
Brian hurried to throw out the anchor and Patrick shut down the engines.
Suddenly in their excitement the two men forgot about their half-naked lover.
Sara watched with a smile on her face as they rushed around like young boys.
They grabbed their fishing poles and attached them to the deck locks. Then they baited the hooks and tossed the lines into the water. A minute later they were sitting on the fishing chairs at the back of the boat with their lines in the water and beers in their hands.
Sara placed a padded mattress on the deck behind the two men and sat down to enjoy the sun. She took a bottle of coconut tanning oil from her bag and covered her legs and upper body, paying special attention to her more than sensitive nipples. Since she had never sunbathed without a top on she knew that she would need to be careful or risk burning her nipples. However, she was one of those people that rarely got sun burned.
As Sara settled in, the two men grew silent, relaxing in their chairs and drinking their beer. The boat swayed gently and sea birds circled above. All was silent but for the calls of the seagulls and the snap of the flag flying above the boat.
A short while later, Sara broke the silence when she asked, "Gentlemen, would one of you guys mind putting oil on my back for me?"
Both men had been lost in the moment and jumped at the sound of her voice and they turned in their swivel chairs. Sara was sitting on the mat with a pretty pout on her face holding the bottle out to them.
Patrick smiled and said, "I'll take care of that." He practically jumped off his chair and snatched the bottle from her hand. As Sara turned and lay down on her stomach, Patrick knelt beside her.
Brian turned back to the fishing lines.
A little thrill went though Patrick as he stared at Sara's smooth back. His eyes wandered down to her sexy buttocks. The bottom of her bathing suit had pulled between the cheeks of her buttocks on one side, exposing almost the entire cheek. He felt himself getting excited.
"Are you going to do it or stare at me all day?" Sara laughed without looking back at Patrick. She could feel his eyes on her.
"Sorry," Patrick said as his face turned red. He poured oil onto her back and began to gently massage it in. When her back was covered he moved to her legs, taking his time on her upper thighs. Soon her back and legs were shining in the bright sun. Patrick had an erection.
Brian was scanning the horizon and enjoying the view when he heard something behind him. He turned around and gasped at what he saw. Patrick was on his knees between Sara's legs with his mouth between her legs. He had pulled the crotch of her suit aside and was licking her. Sara's eyes were closed and she had her hands on the back of Patrick's head.
Suddenly Brian felt a tug at the fishing pole. He had a bite. The line hissed as the fish swam away in panic. Brian grabbed the pole and tried to reel the fish in. However, his mind was no longer on fishing.
On the deck behind him, Sara had wrapped her legs around Patrick's neck and was pushing her hips into his sucking mouth. Her oil slick body squirmed around on the mat as pleasure coursed through her. She could feel his talented tongue dip into her dripping hole before pulling out to worry her swollen clit. The feel of the sun, the smell of the coconut oil, the sea breeze drifting across the boat and the wantonness of having sex out in the open brought Sara's to her peak almost too quickly. Her body tensed and she bucked her hips into Patrick's sucking mouth. A long moan escaped her lips as she climaxed.
Brian was still fighting with his line when he heard the moaning. He turned and saw Sara coming down from her climax. At the same moment, Patrick's line began to hiss. "Hey, I need a little help here," he cried.
Patrick pulled his wet face from between Sara's legs with a look of surprise. Suddenly he realized what Brian was saying and jumped up. He rushed over to grab his pole.
Sara barely realized what was going on as she sighed in the afterglow of her climax.
A few minutes later the two men had the situation under control, pulling one fish in and losing the other. Brian looked over his shoulder and saw that Sara was asleep. She had not moved the crotch of her suit back and her shaved sex lips were still exposed. "Excuse me," Brian said and got off the chair.
Sara's eyes flew open when she felt a mouth between her legs again. A low moan escaped her lips as she spread her legs wide for him.
Brian smiled as he began to suck his wife's juicy lips. He went at it with a vengeance, almost as if it had become a competition. He wanted to show that he was as good as Patrick at oral sex. He lifted her hips and buried his mouth in her warm flesh. He plunged his tongue deeply into her before pulling out to lick the clit. Then he opened his mouth wide and sucked both the outer and inner lips into his mouth while at the same time working his tongue over the swollen flesh.
Sara was surprised at Brian's skill. She had always assumed that he wasn't crazy about eating her. However, now he was showing that he was every bit as good as Patrick. Sara moaned and let him please her, lifting her hips to his ravenous mouth.
Suddenly Brian pulled his mouth from between Sara's legs. He pushed her legs up and spread the cheeks of her ass. With an animal like groan he dropped his mouth until his lips were on her puckered rear hole. His tongue came out to circle the little star. Sara gasped and squirmed under him. Then she felt him pushing his tongue inside. She couldn't believe it. She couldn't believe Brian was going to stick his tongue up her ass.
However, that's exactly what he did. He pushed hard until her sphincter relaxed and let him inside. When he pulled out the little hole snapped shut. But he forced his tongue back in as he pulled her cheeks further apart. From somewhere far away he could hear Sara screaming. It almost sounded like the wailing of the seagulls.
It wasn't only Sara that was surprised by his actions. Brian couldn't believe it himself. Until she had told him Terry had done this, he never considered it. Now he realized how exciting it was. His penis throbbed and his head spun with excitement as he plunged his tongue in and out relentlessly.
Sara's body bucked and twisted in excitement. She gasped for breath.
When Brian felt Sara's reaction he doubled his efforts. Her thighs squeezed his head and her body began to tremble. "Oh Jessssssssuuuuussss!!!" Sara screamed as an incredible orgasm rushed through her. Her body thrashed on the mat until she slipped off onto the wooden deck. She held onto Brian's head with her legs as her body slid on the deck.
Brian moved his mouth back to her vagina.
"Oh my God, I'm cummmmmmmiiiiiinnnnnngggg!!!!" she screamed.
Suddenly Brian's mouth was deluged with her sweet juice. It actually squirted out, surprising him. He might have pulled away but Sara's legs held him tight.
Brian continued to suck her now juicy hole, not letting her vagina slip from his mouth until she collapsed in exhaustion. When he finally pulled away, his smiling face was soaked. He helped Sara get back onto the mat before leaning over and kissing her lips tenderly. "Was that good?" he asked rhetorically.
Sara just rolled her eyes and smiled weakly. "Can you get me another drink?" she asked in a weak voice.
"Sure," Brian said as he got up. His shorts were tented with his erection. He poured her another large glass of wine and handed it to her. Then he went back to join Patrick. "Your turn," he said to Patrick with an almost smug smile.
Patrick had watched the two while keeping control of the fishing lines. His penis had not gone down since he had eaten Sara. He got up and went over to Sara. As he stared down at her, he put his fingers into his swimming trunks and slowly pushed them down. He saw Sara's eyes light up as his throbbing erection appeared. Then he knelt on the mat next to Sara's face. He lifted her head and brought his penis to her lips.
Sara smiled and opened her mouth to suck him inside. "Oh yes, suck me," Patrick moaned loud enough for Brian to hear. He wanted Brian to know that Sara was sucking him. As his hips began to move back and forth, he glanced over and saw him looking at them. In response he pumped his hips harder and moved Sara's head back and forth. A low moan escaped his lips and he closed his eyes. He was still very excited from eating her and was concerned that he would cum too quickly. Reluctantly he pulled away and lay down next to her. He pulled her slippery body to him and kissed her lips forcefully. Then he moved until he was on top of Sara, her slick breasts slipping under his strong chest. Their lips mashed together again as Sara's legs wrapped around his waist.
"Fuck me!" she hissed.
Everybody heard that.
Quickly, Patrick pulled away and slipped the bottom of her suit off and tossed it aside. Then he lowered himself slowly, placing his raging erection at the entrance to her wet hole. He let the head of his penis slip just inside.
Sara's legs pulled at his waist and she groaned as she tried to get him to enter her.
Patrick resisted. He moved his hips in circles, teasing her, watching the pleasure on her face. "Do you want my cock? Do you want me to fuck you while your husband watches? You know he's watching don't you?"
"Yes," Sara gasped. "Please fuck me."
Patrick pushed his hips downward in one quick movement until he was all the way inside her.
"Ahhhhhhhheeeee!!!" Sara cried out.
Brian stared at Patrick and his wife. He watched Patrick's naked ass begin to move up and down on his wife. He could almost feel her sweet hole wrapped around his penis.
Patrick's hips began to move slowly, forcing his shaft in and out of her willing hole. Sara grabbed his ass and dug her fingernails into his buttocks. Suddenly he knew that she didn't want any preliminaries. She wanted to be "fucked". With a moan Patrick began to pound into her. If the boat had not already been rocking from the waves, their movements would have done it.



Brian ignored the fishing lines as he watched Patrick and Sara. He had to admit that Patrick was working her over pretty well. The noise from their slapping sex organs matched the sound of the waves around the hull of the boat.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Sara screamed.
Patrick did his best, pounding into her until it felt like his balls were going to explode. It took quite some time for him to reach his peak. "Sara, Sara," he gasped, "I'm close."
"Yes! Yes! Cum in meeeeeee!!!" Sara screamed as another climax took her.
Patrick groaned and his balls unleashed his pent up cum. It filled her hole until it squeezed out the sides, splattering across her thighs.
Finally Patrick collapsed onto Sara's still trembling body. Then he slid off and slowly got to his feet. For a moment, the movement of the boat or exhaustion made him sway. He knelt down and kissed Sara tenderly before going back to his chair and almost falling into it. "Your turn," he said to Brian with a tired smile. His tone was less of a challenge and more of "see if you can satisfy her-I've tried."
Brian stared at Sara lying spread out on the deck. There were beads of sweat all over her oiled body.
She smiled and opened her arms to him. A second later he was off the chair and kneeling between her legs.
"Please," she whispered as she opened her legs and squirmed on the mat.
An animal like moan escaped from Brian's lips as he dropped between her legs and slipped inside her saturated hole in one quick movement. Her warmth and wetness surrounded him. "Oh God Sara," Brian gasped as his hips began to work into her. Fortunately, because he had climaxed so many times in the past couple of days, he had a little stamina. He felt like he could pump into her wet hole for a long time.
However, Sara had other ideas. She pushed his hips away until his penis slipped out of her.
"What?" he asked looking down at her in surprise.
She looked up at him with her eyes filled with lust. There was almost a crazed look on her face. She whispered, "Fuck my ass!"
"Oh my God," Brian gasped and closed his eyes, trying desperately not to climax right there and spoil it. "Are you sure?"
"Yes. I had your tongue, now I want your cock in my ass." With that Sara flipped over and got onto her hands and knees. She looked back over her shoulder and swayed her buttocks at him.
Brian stared at her unbelievingly. Not only couldn't he believe what he was hearing, he couldn't believe what he was seeing.
"Please," Sara pleaded.
With trembling hands Brian opened the cheeks of Sara's sexy ass. Her tiny rose almost winked at him. He felt his penis throb as he moved forward. A groan escaped his lips as he slipped his penis into her sloppy hole again to get it wet. When he pulled out it was dripping with juice. He placed the head at her tiny rear hole and hesitated-worried that it was never going to fit.
"Fuck meeeee!!!" Sara hissed as she reached back and spread her cheeks as wide as possible.
With a deep breath he pushed his hips forward. The lubrication on the head of his penis helped the swollen crown to slip inside.
Sara gasped but didn't pull away. Instead she continued to hold her cheeks apart and pushed back at him. She grunted. Her face was turned to one side and pressed against the mat. Her eyes were closed tight in concentration.
Brian pushed forward hard again. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" he gasped as the head slipped deeper and the walls of her anal canal caressed his shaft. Brian had never felt anything so exciting. His penis felt like it was encased in a silk glove. The muscles of her canal caressed him, sucking him deeper, almost squeezing the cum prematurely from his balls. When his balls finally touched her vagina he had to pause or risk cumming. He was all the way inside her ass.
Now Sara was gasping for breath. Her hips swayed back and forth, side to side, and her knees were spread open obscenely... she felt incredibly exposed and sluttish.
Brian pulled his penis half way out and plunged in again.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" they both moaned.
Soon his hips began to work in and out, forcing grunts from Sara's lips. She pushed back with each plunge, taking him as deeply as possible. She could feel the swollen head rubbing against her anal walls as it moved in and out.
Suddenly Brian pulled all the way out. "Open your ass for me Sara," he ordered. "I want to see that little asshole stretched wide."
Sara sucked in her breath and she reached back again and pulled her cheeks apart. Amazingly her asshole opened to the size of a silver dollar. She held it like that.
Brian's mouth opened in amazement. He had never seen anything like it. Sara's normally tiny hole was opened wide enough for him to see deep into her canal. He could see the walls pulsing.
"Fuck it! Fuck my big asshole," Sara screamed.
With an animal like moan Brian plunged back in. The large head of his penis easily breached the opening and slid deep into her. The walls closed tight around his shaft. "God Sara, I can't take it," Brian moaned.
"Cum in me! Cum in my asssssss!!!" Suddenly Sara's body tensed. The muscles in her ass squeezed the shaft tightly. "Briannnnnnnnn!!!" she screamed as her body began to convulse.
Brian pushed in as deeply as he could go and froze. He threw his head back and screamed. His cum rocketed down the shaft and blasted into her hole. It felt like his head was going to explode. The world around him began to spin out of control as he poured everything he had into his wife's willing asshole.
Brian and Patrick sat on their chairs with beers in their hands. Behind them Sara was lying exhausted on the pad, still on her stomach where Brian had left her. Her legs were spread carelessly, exposing both of her holes. Her eyes were closed but there was a contented smile on her face. Cum was running from both of her ravished holes.
The two men looked down at Sara.
"It doesn't get any better than this," Brian said as he held his beer up to Patrick.
Patrick smiled and tapped his bottle against Brian's. "I don't know how it could," he answered.
Suddenly Brian's fishing line hissed and began to reel out. An incredibly large fish jumped out of the water. It was hooked on the line and it twisted and turned high above the water before plunging back in with a splash.
The men looked at each other and Brian said, "I think it just did."
Chapter 7
Sara had a long silk robe wrapped around her and was standing outside Patrick's bedroom door. Underneath the robe she wore a white corset that lifted her breasts and left the top half exposed with the tips of her nipples just peeking over the top. She also had on a pair of matching panties, lace garter belt, stockings, and four-inch high heels. It was Patrick's last night before he was to fly home. Although he promised to seriously consider moving east to be with them, it was going to take a few months at best. Sara didn't know what she was going to do without him. She had quickly gotten used to living with and pleasing two men. They had made love at least once a day, if not two or three times, since that first night.
Tonight they were supposed to go out to dinner to celebrate Patrick's last night. However, she and Brian had decided that the night should be for Patrick and her. In fact, Brian had insisted. It was to be a surprise going away present for Patrick.
Sara wiped a tear from her eye and tapped on his door. It took a minute before Patrick opened the door. He stood wet from the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist.
"Sara," he said with a surprised look on his face. "I thought... I though we were... were going out first?"
"I know but Brian and I agreed that I should spend the night with you... just you and I. We thought maybe I could convince you to move out here with us," Sara said with a hopeful smile.
"I said I would think about it. You know there is a lot to think about. My job, my house, all kinds of things... not to mention that I might become a third wheel. You and Brian have your own life."
"Don't Patrick. You know that both Brian and I want you to be here with us. We know that someday you will find someone but until then... please!" Sara stopped, her voice choked up and the tears began to flow again.
Patrick reached out and pulled Sara into the room and into his arms. "Sara, you know I care deeply for you, don't you?" he said as he looked down at her tear-streaked face.
"Yes," she whispered and turned her face to the side and pressed her cheek to his still wet chest. She sobbed.
"I'll think about it, but not tonight," Patrick said and pushed the door closed with his foot. Then he lifted Sara's face and wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumbs. They stared at one another for a long time. Slowly Patrick brought his lips to hers. Their mouths opened and their tongues began to duel.
Sara moaned deep in her throat. Suddenly all the sadness was forgotten for the moment. She began to get wet. She pulled away and whispered, "Tonight I'm yours. I want you to cum in every hole I have. I want to remember this... remember this forever."
"That's a tall order, but I think I can do it," Patrick answered with a smile and he pulled her tight to him again and hugged her. Then he gently pushed her back and opened her robe, letting it drop to the floor. He stared at her sexy attire. "God you're beautiful," he whispered.
"Thank you," Sara said and began to kiss his chest, her tongue licking the beads of water from his skin. She moved her lips to his nipples and gently bit them.
Patrick moaned and he rubbed her shoulders, enjoying the feeling of her soft lips on his nipples. He didn't try to stop her when she began to work her lips lower. He let her go lower until she was kneeling at his feet.
She looked up at him and said, "Is this where you want me to start?" Without waiting for an answer she opened his towel and dropped it to the floor. His penis was about half-hard and growing.
"Mmmmm," Sara moaned as she lifted it and sucked it into her mouth. She felt the blood flowing into it, making it swell in her mouth. Soon it was fully hard and filling her mouth. She held it and looked up at Patrick. Without taking her eyes from his she moved her head forward, taking the shaft deep into her mouth. When the large head reached the breach of her throat she took a breath through her nose and pushed forward again. She fought the urge to gag as the large crown stretched her throat and began to go deeper.
Patrick groaned when he felt the head slip into her throat. His eyes never left hers as his penis disappeared. He saw her eyes swimming with lust as inch after inch went down her throat until his balls touched her chin. He saw tears trickle from the corners of her eyes but he didn't think they were from sadness. He felt her gag but she didn't release him. Then he felt her hands on his thigh, pushing him back. He moved his hips back until the head was in her mouth again and heard her take a breath. However, she quickly pulled his hips forward, forcing his shaft back into her throat.
Sara closed her eyes finally and pushed Patrick back and pulled him forward again.
Patrick got the idea and began to push in and out of her mouth. Each thrust forward was stopped momentarily as her throat adjusted. He could feel her throat muscles working up and down his shaft as she swallowed him. It felt like a fist was squeezing his shaft. Far too soon, Patrick could feel his balls begin to churn. He closed his eyes and began to gasp for breath. He felt a tingling in his toes that run up his legs. His head began to spin. He didn't want to cum this quick but when he tried to pull away, Sara pushed his hands from her and moaned. He got the message... Sara wanted him to cum deep in her throat.
"Oh Jesus Sara," Patrick gasped as his body began to tremble. He wanted to move... to thrust his penis into her mouth... yet it felt so good where it was. He stood frozen with only the movement of Sara's throat on his shaft. She was milking him... milking him with her throat. Patrick began to gasp for breath. He could feel his semen began to churn in his balls and then begin to rush up the shaft. He could feel the head expand and his cum flowing out of him. Her throat reacted by squeezing his shaft in reflex. It was a strange feeling. It seemed like his cum wasn't leaving his body... almost like Sara was an extension of his body. It was incredibly erotic.
Finally, when Patrick's penis began to shrink, Sara let it out of her mouth. When it did, a trickle of sperm dripped from the head and remained on her lip. It was the only visible sign that he had climaxed. She licked it away with her tongue as if she wanted proof that he had actually cum. She had felt it flowing down his shaft but she hadn't tasted it. She missed tasting it. Still, having him cum deep in her throat was very exciting.
Patrick pulled Sara to her feet and kissed her lips. Then he pulled her over to the bed and sat her down. Slowly he went to his knees. He moved between her thighs and lifted her legs and placed them over his shoulders, pushing her back onto the bed. He pulled the pillows from the bed and placed one under Sara's hips and one under his knees. He was going to take his time and didn't want pain in his knees to slow him down.
Patrick began to kiss up Sara's thighs. As he neared her vagina he could smell her excitement. He could see that the crotch of her panties was soaked. He licked the soft material gently, teasing her swollen lips underneath. Then he sucked the material into his mouth, tasting her juice. A moan escaped his lips. He pulled the crotch aside and gazed down at her swollen sex. It was truly beautiful. The inner lips were swollen and puffed out of the larger outer lips like the petals of a flower. He flattened his tongue and ran it between the lips, gathering up her thick sex juice. A moan escaped his lips as her juice slid down his throat. With a growl he buried his face in her crotch.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" Sara screamed as Patrick's sucked her sensitive lips into his mouth. She bucked her hips up attowards his face.
Patrick pulled away and heard a moan of frustration. He smiled and began to tease her lips, licking up one side and down the other. He opened the swollen lips with his fingers and found her clit. It was swollen and larger than he had ever seen it. The little nub stuck out like a miniature penis. It even had a little crown to it. First, he blew warm air on it and felt Sara shiver. Then he licked around it, teasing the edges. Sara was moaning continuously now and squirming so much that he had to hold her legs tight to keep her body still. He opened his mouth and sucked it inside, pulling it deep into his mouth. His tongue pressed the nub to the roof of his mouth.
Sara began to buck her hips and shiver like she was having a fit. Suddenly her body lifted up and she grabbed Patrick's hair in her fists. "Jesussssssssss!!!" she screamed and began to convulse. Suddenly it felt like floodgates had opened and she began to squirt her juice into Patrick's surprised mouth. Sara couldn't comprehend what was happening to her. Her body became one massive orgasm. Every nerve was on fire. She twisted and turned as her climax consumed her. Slowly darkness overtook her and she stopped moving.
When Patrick pulled his mouth from Sara's vagina, he was wet from his nose down to his stomach. He wasn't sure what had happened but he was sure that Sara had had a tremendous climax. When he looked up at her, he saw that her eyes were closed and her body was limp. He became a little worried when she didn't move. He could see her chest moving up and down but there was no other movement. He went to the bathroom and got a cold cloth and placed it on her head.
It took a few minutes for Sara to come around. When she opened her eyes she saw Patrick looking at her with a worried expression on his face. She smiled and opened her arms to him. "That was incredible," she whispered as she pulled him onto her.
"I was a little worried," he said.
"That's the second time that has happened," she said, referring to her squirting. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry, I loved it."
She pulled his lips to hers and they kissed for a long time, their passions growing again.
"I want you in my cunt now," Sara said nastily. "I want you to fuck me as hard as you can, for as long as you can."
Patrick was already hard. He pulled her up and had her get onto her hands and knees. He got behind her and knelt. As he looked at her sexy ass barely covered with the panties, he felt his penis throb. He pulled the strip of material aside and moved his penis to her entrance. With one quick shove he went into her to the hilt.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!!!" Sara cried as she felt his penis moved swiftly through her lips and hit bottom.
Without waiting for the okay, Patrick began to pound into her. His hips were a blur as he moved in and out with great speed. The slapping of their bare skin echoed throughout the room. Soon, Patrick broke out in a sweat as he moved his hips in and out rapidly.
Sara was pushing her hips back at him just as hard. "Fuck me hard!!!" she screamed.
Patrick did as she asked. Over and over he slammed into her until her juices were smeared all over her thighs and his. When his knees got tired he rolled her over until they were lying on their sides. He lifted one leg and worked his penis into her rapidly from behind. Then he pulled her over and had her sit on him.
Sara sat up with her back to Patrick. She turned and smiled over her shoulder at him and began to bounce up and down.
Patrick looked down and saw his penis slipping in and out of her dripping hole. Her sexy lips were stretched wide and almost turned inside out each time she raised up. He knew that he would never grow tired of that sight.
The room was filled with their cries of pleasure and the slapping of wet flesh.
"Sara, I'm getting close," Patrick warned after they had been at it for almost forty-five minutes.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in me," she screeched. She was already in the middle of her second orgasm.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Patrick groaned as he unleashed his second load of sperm into her. This time he felt it... he felt it pouring into her clenching hole and then surrounding his still moving penis.
Sara twisted and turned until she felt Patrick's penis begin to shrink. She squeezed him one last time before she fell to the bed. Then she crawled into Patrick's arms. They fell asleep like that.
Sometime later Sara awoke to a hand between her legs. Patrick was lying behind her in a spoon fashion. She opened her legs to give him better access. A smile came to her face when she felt him coating his penis with the juice from her saturated vagina. She reached back and opened her ass cheeks. She knew what was coming. She grunted in pleasure as Patrick slipped into her tight asshole.
Sometime early that morning Brian felt Sara crawl into bed with him. "Did you have fun?" he asked.
"What do you think?" she answered in an exhausted voice, smiling.
Brian reached down and felt her sopping holes and smiled. He snuggled up behind her and began to kiss her neck.
"Take whatever hole you want... I'm exhausted," she said.
Brian slipped into her already wet and stretched vagina. The warmth of her hole surrounded him as he began to work slowly in and out. He snuggled up to her body, reaching around to squeeze her breasts lovingly. He could hear Sara moaning contentedly. It took him a long time to climax. Afterward he pulled Sara into his arms and kissed her. She fell asleep almost immediately and didn't hear him whispered "I love my sweet slut."
Sara didn't go to the airport with Brian and Patrick the following morning. She didn't want to make a fool of herself in a public place. She cried her tears and kissed him goodbye at the door, making him promise to call as soon as he got home.



Patrick promised he would.
End of Part III
Does Patrick come back? Can Sara control her desire to have other men until he does? Part IV??
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Sara and Brian sat at the breakfast table. He was reading the paper and she was staring into her coffee cup. The room was quiet but for the percolating coffeepot. The weather had turned chilly and there were snowflakes swirling from the gray, overcast sky. The ground would be covered with snow soon.
It had been over a month since Patrick had gone home. He had told Sara and Brian that he was working on a job transfer so that he could move to be with them. However, Sara was growing impatient. She desperately wanted him to come back. She missed him and that depressed her. Yet, there was another reason for her mood. While Brian had been there, she had become very comfortable having two men taking care of her needs. She had quickly become accustomed to the intimacy and attention that provided. Now, much to her dismay, she was feeling the itch again, the same itch that Brian had created when he talked her into taking on another lover.
Sara looked up from her coffee and saw Brian staring at her.
"What's wrong?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
"I guess it's just the winter blues," Sara returned.
Brian gave her an indulgent look and said, "It's more than that, isn't it?"
"What'd you mean?" she said defensively.
"Listen Sara, I've seen a change in you over the past couple of weeks. You don't seem to be as happy as you were a month or so ago. I know you miss Patrick but I sense something bigger. Something has changed with you. The truth is, it's probably most noticeable when we have sex."
"Are you saying our sex is boring?" Sara sounded more defensive than she wanted to be. She knew that sometimes when she was in a mood the words just came out.
"Well..." Brian started to say something but then figured he was just going to start an argument. He softened his approach. "You just seem depressed. Maybe it is the weather."
Sara became silent again and gazed out the window.
Brian sighed. This wasn't going where he wanted to go. It felt like their relationship was slipping back to where it was before Sara started to go "out" with other guys. It had obviously become difficult to talk about those things again. Brian knew he had to do something and now was as good a time as any. He decided to change tactics. He took a deep breath and said, "I took a call for you yesterday."
"Really? From whom?"
"Terry."
Sara's eyes opened wide. "You did? What did he want?" she said as if she didn't already know.
"You know what he wanted. I told him you might be available for a date Friday night."
"You told him what?" Sara cried, her voice trembling. Suddenly she didn't know whether to be mad or happy. On one hand it was very presumptuous of him to assume that she wanted to go out with Terry. Yet on the other... well, she felt a tingling between her legs.
"Sara, let's be honest with each other, please. I know you're missing the excitement of sex with someone besides me. And, yes our sex has become boring again." Brian saw anger in Sara's eyes. "But I'm not blaming you," he added quickly. "It takes two to make great, or boring, sex. We agreed that you would go out in the first place because we wanted to spice up our sex lives. We got more than we ever bargained for. It was fun and I think we realized that we could share you with other men and still keep our relationship strong."
Sara didn't say anything. Her anger disappeared as quickly as it came. She got up and walked over to the slider. Almost every emotion she had was rushing through her. She watched the snow landing on the ground and a couple of squirrels fighting for the last few acorns.
Brian came up behind her and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her to him. He kissed her neck gently. "Sara, we don't know if Patrick is ever coming back. He has a lot of issues to deal with that go far beyond finding a job and moving out here."
Sara leaned back into Brian and tears began to form in her eyes. "I know you're right...about everything. I miss him but I have to admit that I am getting restless." She paused as the tears began to trickle down her cheeks. "Am I terrible?"
"No you're not terrible. You're my wife and I love you more than anything in the world. But you are also a very sexual person. I have never seen you as happy as when you were teasing men. It got even better with Terry and then Patrick. However, I believe that it was more than the fact that you came to care greatly for Patrick. I think it was because, for the first time in your life, you had sexual freedom. You could explore all those things that make you a sexual person, all those things that make you a woman. Now that has been taken away." Brain paused.
Sara lifted Brian's hand and kissed it and then pulled it to her chest as tears continued to fall. "It's just that...just that I...I...feel like I would be cheating on Patrick if I did something with Terry or anyone else for that matter."
Brian felt his anger flare. "Patrick is not your husband and never will be. I am. The agreement was that you would take lovers because it gave you pleasure as well as me. If Patrick does come back, and I hope he does, he will have to understand our relationship. In fact, I will tell him that. If he can't handle it...well, that's his choice."
Sara turned in Brain's arms and searched his eyes as if to confirm his sincerity. She saw all of that and more. She melted into him and pressed her lips to his.
Brian would have smiled but the kiss quickly turned passionate. He pressed her to the cold glass of the slider. His hands came down to squeeze her soft ass under her silk robe. A little moan escaped his lips. A second later his hard penis was pressing into Sara's stomach. "I want my sweet slut back," Brian whispered.
Sara pulled away and smiled up at Brian. Then she reached down and grabbed his penis. Slowly she slipped to her knees. Her eyes filled with lust as she pulled Brian's hard penis from his shorts. With a moan she took him into her mouth.
Brian groaned and watched his wife begin to suck him. He held her head gently as it moved back and forth. He felt an excitement that had been missing for some time.
Suddenly Sara pulled away and stood up. "What would the neighbors think?" she whispered.
Brian looked over her shoulder and the only thing he could see were the squirrels still fighting. "Fuck the neighbors," he laughed and pushed her against the window and kissed her lips again. Then he pushed her robe off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. He pressed his now throbbing penis to her stomach. He found her swollen sex lips with his fingers. "My but you are wet this morning." With that he lifted one of her legs and brought his penis to her waiting hole.
"Oh Jesus," she gasped and pushed her hips down. Her head began to spin with excitement as Brian's penis slipped all the way into her in one push.
Brian began to pump into her, forcing her ass against the cold window. He could feel her juice dripping from his balls already and he knew that she was very excited about the opportunity to venture out again. Then he abruptly pulled his penis from her and spun her around, pushing her breasts against the cold window. Fortunately their back yard was relatively private with only a few neighbors able to see into their kitchen if they happened to be outside. However, neither of them cared at the moment.
Sara began to groan as Brian pounded into her from behind. She felt his hands cupping her breasts and she welcomed the warmth.
"Is my sweet slut ready to take on another man?" Brian gasped into her ear.
"Mmmmm!!!" she groaned in answer. "Fuck me please," she gasped excitedly.
"Are you going to let Terry fuck you this time?" He pumped his hips into her hard for emphasis.
"Oh God Brian, don't," Sara gasped excitedly.
"Why not. You know you want to. You know you want his big cock in your pussy... maybe even your sweet ass."
Sara began to tremble at Brian's nasty words. She did want Terry now. She had missed that incredible feeling of excitement of sex with a strange man. Brian always knew what was best for her. "Yes, I...I want him to...to fuck me!!!" she cried as a strong climax began to rocket up and down her body.
Brian pounded into her with great force as her body convulsed in front of him. Too soon, the squeezing of her hole became too much for him as well. "Oh Godddd!!!" he gasped. His penis throbbed and he felt his balls unleash their pent-up semen. It shot up the shaft and began to blast into her throbbing hole.
Both of them froze in pleasure as their minds raced with renewed excitement. A minute later they were two quivering masses, gasping for breath. When they pulled apart, Brian smiled down at Sara. "I've missed that," he said.
"Me too."
Brian pulled his now soft penis from Sara and felt his cum begin to run down her thighs. He turned her around and pulled her body tight to him. Their lips met in a less passionate but more emotional kiss.
Chapter 2
Sara was still upstairs dressing when she heard the front doorbell. A chill of fear and excitement when through her. Along with her excitement, she was a bit worried about Terry and Brian meeting for the first time. She wasn't sure it was a good idea but Brian had suggested that she invite Terry in for a drink before they went out to dinner. She figured that Terry had a hotel room ready for them after dinner.
Downstairs, Brian hurried to the door. He opened it and saw a good-looking older man standing there. For a moment both men stared at each other.
Brian reached out his hand and said, "Hi Terry, I'm Brian. Sara will be down in a moment."
"Thanks," Terry said as he walked passed Brian and entered the house.
"Have a seat," Brian said, directing Terry to the sofa. "What's your poison?"
"Scotch, neat please."
"Coming up," Brian said as he walked over to the bar and poured Terry a glass of his best Scotch whiskey. He poured himself a glass as well.
Terry was sitting on the sofa when Brian handed him the drink. He sat down across from him.
Suddenly the room grew very quiet. It was obvious that both men were quite uncomfortable.
"So, are you a sports fan Terry?" Brian asked to break the ice.
"Uh... no not really. Never had much time for sports."
The room grew quiet again. Brian knew he had to do something. He took a big breath and said, "Listen Terry, we both know what you and Sara have done. She has told me everything." Brian paused and let his shocking words sink in.
"Uh... well... uh," Terry stuttered, surprised at Brain's candor.
"It's okay Terry. Sara said that you had guessed that I knew about you. So, let's be frank with each other, shall we?"
"Uh... sure," Terry said, still feeling very uncomfortable.
Brian decided to be even more direct. "Sara tells me that you are quite good with your mouth." Brian's face broke into a wide smile.
Terry's eyes opened wide.
"She said you ate her better than anyone ever had. That is quite a compliment."
"Uh... thanks."
"Terry, Sara is a unique woman."
"I know that," Terry said.
"She has desires that are far beyond what one man can satisfy. She and I have come to a mutual agreement. She gets to go out with other men and I reap the benefit. Since we started this, our sex life has been incredible. And I mean incredible."
Terry began to relax just a bit at Brian's words.
"However, in truth, she has only fucked one other man. That is our good friend Patrick. He left to go back to the West Coast several weeks ago and Sara has grown restless."
Terry raised his eyebrows. He hadn't been sure if Sara had been with any other men or not. Now he knew the truth. Surprisingly he felt a moment of jealously.
"We're not sure if Patrick will be coming back. Regardless, Sara needs more than I alone can give her. That's why you are here."
Terry started to say something like "I'm pleased that I can be of assistance." Instead he hesitated, placing his drink on the coffee table and looking at Brian.
"I know that Sara hasn't fucked you."
Again Brian had shocked Terry.
"But I know that she wants to."
Terry started to respond when they heard something at the top of the stairs. Both of them turned and looked.
"Wow," both men said at the same time as Sara came walking down the stairs.
She was wearing a short black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline and four-inch high heels. Her hair was up on her head and she had on just a hint of makeup, complete with blue eye shadow, emphasizing her beautiful eyes.
Both men stood up.
Sara walked over to Terry, passing her husband. She stepped close to him and brought her lips to his. She could feel him resist her embrace until her tongue found his mouth. A second later they were squirming against each other in a passionate embrace.
"Ummmm.... Ummmm," Brian said as he cleared his throat.
Sara pulled away; her face flush with excitement. She smiled at her husband and went into his arms. Soon they were kissing passionately.
When they pulled away, Brian turned to Terry and said, "Listen, why don't you bring Sara back here after dinner. We have a spare bedroom down the hall. You can say as late as your wife will let you," Brian said with a smile.
"My wife's out of town," Terry returned.
"Great, then you can stay the night."
Terry looked at Sara like he didn't believe Brian.
She smiled at him.
"Don't be too late," Brian joked like a dotting father. Then he smiled and turned and left the two standing in the living room.
"Shall we go?" Sara said.
Terry shook his head in amazement and then took Sara's arm, leading her out the door.
Terry took Sara to a quiet restaurant near her house. He knew that they needed to talk. They sat in the back, in a booth surrounded by large backed seats. Terry was on one side of the table and Sara the other. They couldn't be seen by anyone else in the restaurant except the waiter when he arrived.
Terry was almost overwhelmed at what had transpired so far tonight. He was finding it impossible to believe that Brian was so accepting of his wife dating other men.
"You looked perplexed Terry," Sara said.
"I have to admit that I am a little overwhelmed. It's just so hard to believe that a husband would let such a beautiful woman go out with other men."
"Yes, I know it is hard to believe. Sometimes I feel like I have to pinch myself. Sometimes I feel like its all a dream...a wonderful sensuous dream...that I will wake up from. But it's all true. And do you know the best part?" Sara said and paused. "The best part is that I love my husband more than I did the day we married."
"God, I wish my wife and I had a relationship like that."
"Have you tried recently?" Sara remembered him telling her about their attempt at swapping.
"No, not for a lot of years. Sex used to be great but she doesn't really seem interested in anymore."
"All women are interested in sex. It has to do with boredom and routine and getting into a rut. We were like that for several years. However, I think we're the lucky ones. Most people couldn't handle what we do."
Suddenly, Sara realized that Terry was staring at her chest. She leaned forward slightly and pushed her breasts together. "Getting a good look?" she joked.
"I'm sorry," Terry said and actually blushed. "Your breasts are beautiful...uh...all of you is beautiful."
"Thanks," Sara said and felt a naughty thrill go through her. She turned and looked over her shoulder and then behind Terry. No one was in seeing distance. With a wide smile she reached into her low cut dress and pulled one large breast out.
Terry gasped and his eyes opened wide. "Sara," he whispered. He was aghast but he felt his penis begin to harden immediately.
"Well, I just thought you might want a better look." With that she reached in a pulled her other breasts out. Now both large orbs were sitting proudly, held up by the top of her dress.
Terry's eyes grew even wider as he saw the waiter heading their way with dinner. "Sara," he hissed, his eyes indicating that someone was coming.
Sara casually lifted her breasts and put them back into the dress just as the waiter reached the table. However, one of her nipples was still half out of her dress.
Terry saw it but there was no way he could warn her. He saw that the waiter noticed right away.
The waiter stared at the exposed nipple and said, "Will there be anything else ma'am?"
Sara saw his eyes and casually reached over and pushed her nipple back into the dress. She smiled at the young man and said, "Nothing for now, thank you."
"My pleasure," the waiter said with a smile.
"You are crazy," Terry said with a wide grin when the waiter had left.
"Just giving the young man a little thrill."
The incident served to lighten up the conversation after that. The two of them talked about sex and even about Patrick. Sara told Terry about how Patrick and Brian had shared her for two weeks and how she had grown accustomed to having two men at her beck and call. The sexy talk served to excite Sara and she felt the lips of her sex begin to swell in anticipation.
When dinner was over and the second bottle of wine finished, Sara was ready for anything. She was afraid that her dress was soaked through from all the sexy talk. "Let's get out of here," she whispered to Terry who had slid around the table to be next to her.
"Do you want to go to the hotel or home?" he asked.
"Home."
Although Terry was apprehensive about going to her house, there was a thrill of being in the same house with her husband while they had sex. He practically dragged her out of the booth and to the car. As soon as they were in the car, they were in an embrace. Terry's hand went between her legs and began to move up her warm thighs.
Sara moaned and opened her legs, giving him access to her swollen sex lips. "Ohhhh!" she moaned as his insistent fingers slipped under her wet panties and into her warm hole. She reached over and grasped the large tent in his pants. A moment of fear rushed through her when she felt the size of his equipment. It was by far the biggest she had ever experienced. Yet, it had never penetrated her. Suddenly, she had to see it. Pushing Terry back, her shaking fingers went to his zipper. A second later she pulled his large penis out into the dim light of the dashboard.
"Oh my," she gasped as she held the long monster up to the light. Her fingers could not touch around the warm flesh. The head was swollen like a large mushroom and there was a river of clear juice running down the stretched skin. With a moan she dropped her head and opened her mouth. Her tongue came out and she began to lick the shaft like a lollipop. The sweet juice entered her mouth and she felt an explosion of excitement in her brain. With great effort she forced the swollen head into her mouth.
Terry was going mad with lust now. He watched as the beautiful woman's head began to move up and down on his shaft. He could feel her teeth scraping on the head as she tried to get the fat head into her throat. The scraping teeth were slightly painful but very exciting. There had been few women in his life that could take the head fully into their mouths. He heard her gag and pull back but she kept at it until his penis was pulsing with excitement. When her hand began to pump the shaft, he knew that he had to stop her or risk cumming in her mouth. He wanted his penis inside her when he came this time. Reluctantly he pulled her head from him.
Sara looked up at Terry with a startled expression. Her eyes were wild with lust. For a moment she had forgotten that she was in a public parking lot. "God, let's get home," she gasped.
Terry tried not to get a ticket as he rushed back to Sara's house. When they pulled up outside, they saw that the light was still on in the upstairs bedroom, indicating that Brian was still up. The light on the porch was on as well.



"Come on," Sara said as she pushed Terry out of the car. She waited for him to come around and open the door for her. When he did she lifted one leg out of the car, opening her legs wide. The light from the porch reflected her very wet panties.
"Oh Jesus," Terry said and without thinking he went to his knees.
Brian had heard the car pull up and looked out the window. He gasped when he saw Terry on his knees beside the opened door. He couldn't see most of his body but from the position it appeared that his head was between his wife's legs.
Sara gasped as Terry madly pulled her panties from her legs and dove between them. His mouth went wild on her swollen lips. She bucked her hips up to his sucking mouth and moaned, then clinched her teeth together to keep the neighbors from hearing her scream.
Terry's mouth was deluged with Sara's sweet juice. He no longer cared where he was as he sucked her with abandon.
Sara leaned her head back. As she did she glanced up and saw that Brian was watching them from the window. She could see his eyes on them. With a moan, she began to climax. She grabbed Terry's hair and pulled his mouth to her pulsing sex. She spread her legs wider to allow his tongue to delve deeper into her wet hole. "Oh Jesus, oh Jesus, oh Jesus," she gasped as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her.
When her climax began to ebb, she pushed Terry's head back. Suddenly she realized that they were in the driveway and that anyone could see them. She looked up again and thought she saw Brian smiling down at them. "Terry, let's go inside."
"Uh... uh... yes... let's go inside," Terry stammered.
Sara gasped again when Terry stood up. He had not put his penis away and it was throbbing and dripping juice. "Wait," she said and reached for his pulsing tool. Without a second thought she leaned forward and took the head into her mouth again.
At the upstairs window, Brian was rapidly losing control. As he watched his wife sucking on Terry he pulled his penis from his shorts and began to stroke it. He could see his wife's small mouth stretched to the maximum around the large shaft. For a second he wondered if her tight hole would ever be the same when they were done. A thrill of excitement went through him and he almost shot his load on the curtains.
Chapter 3
When Sara pulled away she was breathing heavily. She stood up on unsteady legs and grabbed Terry's shaft for support. With a smile she began to pull him toward the steps of the house.
Terry barely got the car door closed before he was forced to follow Sara. They stopped at the door and kissed again. He reached down and pulled her dress up until she was naked from the waist down. Her panties lay on the ground next to the car. At the same time he moved forward, sliding his long tool between her legs. It slipped through her already wet thighs and the large head popped out from the back of her thighs.
Sara moaned and began to saw back and forth as her tongue did the same thing inside his mouth. She could feel the hot shaft slipping past her swollen lips. She bent her knees slightly and squatted. A gasp escaped her lips when she felt her swollen clit touch the shaft. She moaned into the older man's sucking mouth.
"Oh God, I've got to have you," Terry gasped.
With fumbling fingers Sara finally got the door unlocked. She didn't realize that Brian had left it unlocked for her.
As soon as they stepped into the house they were in each other's arms again. At the same time, they were both trying to tear Terry's clothes off of him.
"Wait... wait," Terry laughed. He could still feel the wine making him tipsy. He stepped back and quickly pulled off his sport coat and then his shirt. At the same time Sara went to her knees and unbuckled his pants. Soon he was standing naked from the waist up and his pants around his ankles.
Sara couldn't resist and she began to suck his penis again.
Terry held her head while he slipped his shoes off and then stepped out of his pants. Then he reached down and pulled Sara reluctantly from his throbbing penis. "I've got to fuck you," he gasped. With that he reached down and lifted Sara, letting her legs slip around his waist. He held her ass cheeks until her vagina was just inches from his pulsing tool. He had intended to carry her to the bedroom like this. However, when the tip of his penis touched her lips he was lost. He turned her around and pressed her back to the door.
"Oh God Terry," Sara moaned as she felt the tip of his penis began to spread her lips. She buried her head in the crook of his neck and bit his flesh. A moan was cut off in her throat as the large head breached the opening and slipped into her hole. "Oh God," she gasped.
When Terry heard Sara's gasp he stopped moving forward, afraid that he might be hurting her.
"No... no... no," she hissed and pushed her hips downward.
This time Terry moaned as he felt his shaft slipping into her velvet tunnel. Her warmth and wetness surrounded him. He felt his balls begin to churn and pulled out slightly, gasping in excitement now.
"No!" Sara almost screamed as he felt the emptiness. She pushed down but found Terry's hands stopping her.
"Wait, wait, wait," Terry hissed as he tried to control himself. It took a few seconds for the urge to climax to abate. When it did, Terry turned and walked Sara over to a table in the foyer. The table was the perfect height. He sat her ass down as he brought his lips to hers again. As his tongue pushed into her mouth, he pushed his hips forward.
"Mphhhhhhh!!!" Sara's scream was muffled by Terry's mouth. She felt an explosion of pleasure in her head as the long and very thick shaft slipped deep into her hole.
Brian stood quietly in the shadows at the top of the stairs. He could see the two lovers from the shoulders down. He pumped his own penis as he watched Terry begin to slowly work his mighty shaft in and out of his loving wife.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Sara screamed as her hole grew accustomed to the fat shaft. Her juice was now dripping from Terry's slapping balls.
"Oh God," Terry gasped as he felt the warm walls of Sara's vagina caress him like a tight glove. He knew that he couldn't last long.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Sara gasped as she began to push her hips forward in frenzy. Her legs were wrapped tightly around Terry's waist, and her heels dug into his moving ass cheeks. The tingling of her climax started in her toes and worked its way toward her stretched vagina. Suddenly Sara's body began to tremble. Her mouth opened as if to scream but nothing came out. Her body froze.
Terry felt the contractions deep inside her body. The pressure on his moving shaft was too much for him. "Oh God, I'm going to cummmmmmm!" he warned.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in meeeee!!!" Sara answered as her body convulsed in pleasure.
The cum hurtled from his balls and up the shaft like a freight train out of control. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" he screamed as his semen shot from the buried head and splattered against Sara's womb. Her hole rapidly filled with the thick juice before it began to overflow. Neither of them noticed the juice pouring out and onto the tile of the foyer. They also did not notice Brian shooting his own load into his trembling hand.
Chapter 4
The two lovers stayed locked together until Terry's penis began to wilt. Finally it slipped out of her hole, followed by a gush of his copious juice. They both giggled when they heard the splat of the heavy cream as it landed on the floor.
"Come on," Sara said as she took Terry's hand and led him toward the bedroom.
The room was aglow with soft light and the sound of sensual music when they entered. The bed was turned down and was covered in soft, silky sheets. Sara felt her heart fill with love at her husband's thoughtfulness.
She led Terry over and had him sit on the bed. Then she stood in front of him and slowly took off her dress. By this time it was pretty wrinkled and had juice stains from her dripping sex. She tossed it onto the floor as she posed in front of him.
"You're beautiful," he whispered as his eyes consumed her sexy body.
Sara reached forward and pulled his head to her breasts and stepped between his legs. She heard him moan as he began to nurse on the still swollen nipple. While Sara's lust had been satisfied by their glorious coupling, she was nonetheless still excited. She could feel her vagina begin to pulse again as her lover sucked her swollen nipple. She gently held his head and directed him to the other orb. A little whimper escaped her lips.
The long shaft between Terry's legs began to twitch again.
Finally Sara pulled her breast from Terry's sucking mouth. She looked down and smiled when she saw that his penis had come back to life. Slowly she slipped to her knees and lifted the half-hard penis in her hand. Even soft, it was heavy in her small hand. It was still slick with their combined juices and there was a bubble of cum at the head. She giggled as she lapped up the drop of cream. Then she opened her mouth and sucked the shaft inside. A moan escaped her lips when she tasted his cum and her own juice. With his penis soft she could fit almost half of it into her mouth. She sucked it in and out of her mouth and felt it coming back to life. Soon, she could only get the swollen head into her mouth again.
"Sit on it," Terry gasped as he pulled her to her feet.
Sara smiled and straddled his thighs. She positioned her still wet and stretched hole over the now pulsing head. She moved slowly back and forth, coating the head with the cum draining from her hole. Then she took the head into her body again. In spite of it having been in there a few minutes before, it was still a tight fit. She grunted as she pushed her hips downward.
"Oh yes," Terry moaned as he felt her hole open for him again.
The first time, Sara could not get the entire shaft into her body. This time she was determined to take it all. She moved slowly downward until she had almost all of it inside. Still, there was an inch left. She lifted up on her toes, letting it slip out slightly. Then she moved back downward with a strong push. "Ahhhhheeeeee!!!" she screamed as the last inch slipped into her body. She hugged Terry's body to her, her arms around his neck as her body trembled with excitement. She felt incredibly full and stretched. Yet it wasn't painful.
In spite of an almost uncontrollable desire to push his hips upward, Terry didn't move. He wanted to let Sara control the action. He waited patiently for her to take the lead. He could feel the flutters deep inside her body as the walls of her tight vagina became accustomed to his size. The fluttering made the head of his penis quiver with excitement. It felt like a million butterflies had landed on the head. Still he didn't move.
Sara was gasping from breath now. She had never felt so full. She couldn't imagine how she had fit his large penis inside her. She could feel the head pushing on her cervix at the mouth of her birth canal.
Slowly Sara began to move. First it was little movements upward, then side to side. Finally she began to lift up, letting several inches out before moving rapidly back down. Within several minutes she was moving up and down rapidly and with ease. With each downward push she would grunt and Terry would groan in pleasure. "Fuck me Terry, fuck me!!!"
Terry almost smiled. He was the one being fucked. There was little he could do but sit there and let her work. Finally he pushed away and fell back on the bed. He smiled up at Sara when she didn't miss a beat and began to bounce up and down on him. He reached up and grasped her breasts and began to squeeze them.
Sara went mad. She bounced up and down and swayed back and forth. Each time she took Terry's long and fat penis all the way into her body. Sometimes it felt like it was going to come out of her mouth. When she looked down, she could see her stomach bulge as the huge shaft moved in and out. The sight was too much for her and she began to climax again. Her body began to convulse as she closed her eyes and cried out in pleasure. The waves of pleasure continued for a long time. When one climax waned, another started.
Terry simply lay there and enjoyed the show. Since he had recently climaxed, he knew that he could last a long time.
It took some time but finally Sara was exhausted. When she saw Terry smiling smugly at her she became determined to get him off as well. She moved until she had her feet on the bed and was squatting over him. Then she braced herself with her hands and began to work her vagina up and down on the wet shaft. When his penis slipped out until only the head was inside, she paused and squeezed her sphincter muscles. She saw Terry's eyes grow wide. She did it again and then again. Suddenly, she knew that she had him. She pushed down hard until she was sitting on his balls. Terry moaned in frustration.
With a smile of confidence, Sara lifted up and used her muscles to squeeze the head again. She moved back and forth very slowly. When it appeared that Terry couldn't take any more, he lifted completely up, letting his penis slip out.
"Oh God Sara," Terry gasped.
She reached between his legs and grabbed the wet shaft. She held it up to her swollen sex lips and moved it around in circles, just touching her inner lips.
When Terry saw her devilish smile he said, "Please!" He knew he couldn't take much more teasing.
Sara knew that she had won. She slipped the head back inside and began to squeeze again. Only her sphincter muscles moved. She squeezed the tender area just below the crown. Then when she saw Terry's eyes close in pleasure she began to move up and down rapidly again.
"Yes, yes, yes," Terry whispered almost to himself. "Oh God Sara, I'm getting close."
"Cum... cum for me... cum inside me," she whispered as she leaned close to his ear, her still hot nipples almost burning his chest.
"Ohhhhh!!!" he gasped as he felt his sperm begin to rocket up his shaft. "I'm...I'm....cumming!!!"
Sara didn't need to be told. She could feel his deluge as it filled her for the second time that night. Suddenly she began to climax again. It came on without warning. Her body convulsed with the same intensity of Terry's climax. It almost seemed like they had become one.
They made love one more time before both fell into an exhausted sleep.
It was almost five A.M. when the bedroom door opened. Brian was asleep, dreaming of his sexy wife. His penis was already hard.
When Sara lifted the blanket and saw her husband's erection she smiled. She crawled under the covers and snuggled next to him.
He opened his sleepy eyes and smiled.
"Did you miss me?" she teased.
"Every second," Brian whispered and brought his lips to hers.
They kissed passionately for a few minutes when Sara pulled away. "Fuck me. I need your cock inside me now."
Brian flipped his wife over until she was on her back. Then he crawled between her legs and brought his throbbing penis to her wet hole. "Are you sure you will be able to feel me after Terry..."
Sara touched his lips to silence him. She whispered again, "Fuck me."
Brian moaned as his penis slipped into her stretched and sloppy hole.
In spite of the stretching she had taken, Sara felt every inch of her husband entering her. While it was exciting, it was even more comforting. His penis was where it belonged... deep inside her. She hugged him tightly as he began to move rapidly in and out. She knew that it wasn't going to take very long for him to climax.
Brian kissed his wife's neck as he worked in and out of her surprisingly tight hole. As he came close to his climax he whispered into her ear, "I love you." Then his hips began to move rapidly. His balls pulled up tight to his body and he felt Sara lift up toward him. Brian began to climax, pumping everything he had into his loving wife.
Before Brian's penis began to go soft he whispered, "Patrick called while you were out... he's coming back."
Sara could not have counted the climaxes that she had already had that night. Still when she heard the words from Brian, her body began to convulse. As her husband' sperm dripped from her sopping hole, she exploded for the umpteenth time. This time she was thinking of a third lover... she was such a slut... Brian's sweet slut.
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Chapter 1
As Ryan Crawford drove slowly down the tree-lined street, he turned his head from side to side looking for the first address on his list. Although the sun was shinning brightly, the street was dark due to the rich late spring foliage of the huge old oak trees. The addresses were embossed on brass plates attached to the imposing stone pillars holding the iron gates. The brick walls around the massive estates protected the houses like fortresses and made it evident that the people living there wanted to choose who got in and who didn't. Ryan wasn't familiar with this area of town and from the size of the houses he figured he never would be. This was definitely where "the other half lived"; the so-called idle rich. He knew that the estates must have cost millions of dollars, not including the expense of servants, limousine drivers, and people like him, who took care of their swimming pools.
Just a few weeks ago Ryan wouldn't have dared to even drive down this street. But now he had a summer job cleaning pools and most of his customers lived in this section of town. He had been surprised that he was offered a job with AquaSpa Pools, a large pool servicing company that catered to the rich and famous. The job was part of a program to keep underprivileged kids off the streets during the summer months. The company hired ten or so young men to maintain pools and in some cases to do "odd" jobs around the massive estates. He wasn't sure how they had gotten his name since he hadn't applied for the job. It probably had something to do with his friend Benny who had worked there during the summers for the past several years.
Ryan wasn't complaining. He needed the money desperately because he was trying to save money for books and such in case he got a scholarship for college. But it embarrassed him to have to take "charity". Still he swallowed his pride and took the job. The best thing about the job was that it required that he only work four hours a day, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday. That gave him a four-day weekend, which would allow plenty of time to practice for the high school gymnastics team.
While Ryan wasn't exactly a natural athlete, he had worked hard to build up his body. He practiced several hours every day and thought he had a good chance to make the team. He had put on 15 pounds of muscles in the past six months, adding to his six-foot tall and already lean physique. Still, the competition was fierce and he knew that he would have to stay in shape during the summer.
Most people would have thought that Ryan was very popular teen. Unfortunately that was not the case. While his blond hair, blue-eyed good looks made both young and older women turn their heads, he was a very shy boy and rarely returned their attention. And, although Ryan had just turned eighteen, he looked and acted younger. Ryan had been born six weeks premature and that created some developmental problems for him. Nothing that was serious but his mother believed it was the reason for his extreme shyness and his tendency to lack self-confidence.
The old car sputtered and a loud bang exploded from the tailpipe.
Ryan could feel his face flush with embarrassment and could almost feel the neighbors turning up their noses, wondering who the vagrant driving the dilapidated car was.
The 1984 Olds looked pretty good twenty years ago, but it had definitely seen better days. One front fender was dented in, the automatic windows didn't work anymore and both rear quarter panels were rusted through. White smoke billowed from the tail pipe as a result of an engine with two burnt valves. The driver's side window was permanently stuck in a position halfway open. Now, the wreck of a car sat low in the back, due to weak suspension and the fact that the back seat and trunk were loaded down with chlorine, algaecide, ph riser and everything else he needed to take care of swimming pools.
Two weeks ago Ryan wouldn't have known what the chemicals were for. He certainly never had a swimming pool at his house and he wasn't very good in chemistry. However, that didn't seem to matter to AquaSpa. They gave him a two-day crash course on pool maintenance and sent him on his way.
"Ah, here it is, 3316 Oak Tree Lane, Lloyd and Mary Wellsworth," Ryan said to himself when he saw the numbers on the large gate and matched them to his list. He had heard of the Wellsworths. They owned a chain of department stores and were part of "high society".
As Ryan stretched his arm through the opening in the driver's door window and pressed the buzzer on the wall he wondered why they didn't have a live in pool person. Then his thoughts were interrupted when he heard a curt reply through the speaker.
"Yes?"
"Uh... I'm Ryan from AquaSpa Pools."
Without another word, a buzzer sounded and the large iron gates slowly opened.
The car sputtered and belched more smoke as Ryan drove up the winding driveway.
"Wow," he gasped out loud as he saw the large house. It sat on top of a hill with large oak trees and several smaller buildings surrounding it. There were marble steps and stone pillars leading to two massive wooden doors. As he started to get out Ryan saw an old man dressed in what looked like a tuxedo come out and hurry down the steps toward him.
"Please drive around to the servant's entrance," the old guy said, pointing a driveway at the end of the house, as he bent over and peered through the passenger side window. There was obvious disdain on his face and in his heavily accented British voice.
Ryan could see him look at his car and then almost turn his nose into the air. Excuse me! Ryan thought as he hit the gas and made the car backfire loudly. He drove around the side of the mansion where there were several parked maintenance trucks. "It must be hired help day," Ryan said to himself. He parked, got out and opened the back door to pull out a large container of chlorine and a bucket of algaecide. He saw the butler waiting for him a safe distance from the car, almost as if it had some contagious disease.
"Where's the pool?"
"This way," the butler said and turned and walked down a hedge-lined sidewalk.
"This is some swanky place," Ryan said to the man strutting stiffly down the walk in front of him.
The butler didn't answer. When he reached the corner of the house he stopped and turned to Ryan. Then he silently raised his arm like a statue and pointed toward a set of steps that led up to the back of the house.
"Is the pool equipment up there?" Ryan asked.
"You will find everything you need behind the main caba¤a. Help is not allowed in the main house without an escort. Please ring the buzzer on the wall if you need anything." With that the old guy turned and headed for the servants entrance.
"Everything you need is behind the main cabana," Ryan whispered in a vain attempt to mock the butler's British accent. Ryan climbed the stairs, carrying the two heavy buckets of chemicals. At the top he stopped, put the buckets down and looked around. In front of him was the largest swimming pool he had ever seen. It had a two-tiered diving board, a large hot tub and roped off lanes for swimming laps. Surrounding it were several small covered cabanas and one large one. There were various cushioned lounge chairs, tables with umbrellas, and even palm trees. It occurred to Ryan that since palm trees were not indigenous to this area, they had to import them. He wondered how they kept them alive during the winter but then figured they probably just replaced them every year.
This is going to take me forever just to vacuum Ryan thought as he stood with his hands on his hips and scanned the massive pool. He looked at the surrounding gardens and could see several workers cutting the hedges that stretched out behind the massive house. As he turned back to the house he glanced up at an upstairs balcony and was startled to see a woman standing there. He couldn't get a good look at her but she appeared to be rather young. Probably the stuck-up daughter of 'Lord Wellsworth', he thought. A second later she was gone. "Oh well, times wasting," he said and went to find the vacuum hose.
An hour later Ryan was drenched in sweat and he was only half finished vacuuming the pool. He wiped his brow with his forearm and looked around to see if there was anywhere to get a drink of water. His tank top was sticking to his chest and back. He thought about just jumping into the pool to cool off but knew that it would probably cost him his job. Still it seemed very tempting.
"I thought you might want something to drink," came a voice from behind him.
Ryan was startled and turned around quickly. He saw a beautiful woman walking toward him with a glass in her hand. She appeared to be in her mid-thirties and was stunning. He could see her strong, tanned legs slipping in and out of her robe as she strode toward him. Her silky blond hair hung past her shoulders and she had beautiful blue eyes that seemed to match the blue in the sky above her. It was she that he had seen on the balcony.
Ryan stood with his mouth open.
"Well," she said as her face broke into a warm smile.
"Oh, I'm.... I'm sorry," Ryan said, flustered. "Thanks." He took the cold glass of iced tea from her outstretched hand.
"I'm Mary Wellsworth," the pretty woman said and held out her hand again.
Ryan spilled some of the tea as he rushed to switch it to his other hand in order to shake hers.
When he didn't say anything, the woman said, "And you are?"
Ryan recovered from his shock and said, "I'm sorry... I'm Ryan Crawford from AquaSpa Pools."
"Very nice to meet you Ryan Crawford," the woman said. She stared at him with a slight smile on her lips and then glanced down at their joined hands.
"I'm sorry," Ryan said for the third time as he realized that he was still holding her hand. He pulled away quickly and felt his face flush with embarrassment. "I thought the Wellsworth's were old codg..." Ryan started to say and then stopped.
The woman laughed. "Well Mr. Wellsworth is quite a bit older than I am. I'm the second Mrs. Wellsworth. The original Mrs. Wellsworth died about twelve years ago."
"Oh, I'm... I'm sorry." Ryan could have pulled his hair out. He couldn't believe what a fool he was making of himself. He had never been good around girls and especially not a beautiful woman like this. He took a quick drink of the cold iced tea to cover his embarrassment.
There was a knowing smile on the woman's face. "Well, don't let me get in your way." She turned and walked toward a cabana. As she did she looked over her shoulder and said, "I see you have on swimming trunks. If you get too hot, feel free to take a dip."
"Thanks... uh... it's what we wear to clean pools... you know... in case we fall in." God, can I get anymore lame, he thought.
Ryan watched her disappear into the cabana and then he went back to cleaning the pool. Within minutes, the sweat began to pour from him again. He looked up at the bright sun and wiped his brow. What the hell, he thought. With that he dove forward, his body slicing into the cool and refreshing water. With strong strokes he swam under water toward the side of the pool. The water felt great on his overheated body. At the pool wall he reached for the side of the pool, pulled himself up, wiped his eyes and pushed his hair back. A gasp escaped his lips when he saw Mrs. Wellsworth lying on a lounge chair a few feet away. She was lying on her stomach, on an angle to him, with her head turned away, reading a book. She had on a very small bathing suit. The top was untied in the back and he could see the bulge of flesh from one of her breasts as it pressed to the towel on the lounger. As his eyes scanned down her body he could also see that the bottom of her suit did not cover her buttocks. There was one thin strap going around her waist. He knew that it must be one of those string bikinis. He felt himself getting excited as he continued to stare at the sexy woman.
For some reason Mrs. Wellsworth suddenly turned her head and looked at him. She had on a pair of sunglasses and pulled them down her nose and smiled. "Took my advice huh?"
"Yes ma'am," Ryan answered sheepishly when he realized that she had seen him staring.
"Oh don't call me ma'am. It makes me feel so old. You can call me Mary."
"Uh... okay," Ryan said, thinking he would never call her Mary.
"I'm going to have Jigs bring me a sandwich. Would you like something?"
Ryan was starved. He hadn't eaten breakfast and it was after noon. However, the first thing that came out of his mouth was "Is the butler's name really Jigs?"
Mary laughed loudly. "I think so. At least that's the name I've always known him by. He has worked for the family for forty years."
"Jigs," Ryan said with a smile on his face.
"Can you help me for a second," Mary asked, holding the tie of her top across her back.
It took a second for Ryan to realize that she wanted him to tie her top. He pushed himself out of the water with his strong arms. He could feel the muscles in his chest rippling as he lifted his well-toned body from the pool. When he looked up he saw Mary's eyes on his chest. A little chill went through him at her admiring glance. Then he discounted it; what would a beautiful woman see in a kid? he thought.
He walked over and knelt at her side, his eyes fixing on her almost bare buttocks. The cheeks were smooth and tanned with just a small triangle of white skin at the top of her crack where a previous bathing suit had been. Her skin was flawless and he could even see fine white hair on the hills of her buttocks. His eyes followed the string of her bikini down until it disappeared between her cheeks. When his penis began to harden he immediately leaned over the pretty woman, tearing his eyes from her sexy buttocks.
"Ohhhhh," she gasped as the cold water dripping from his hair landed on her back.
"Sorry," Ryan said.
"There's a towel over there," Mary said, pointing to several large and fluffy towels draped over a chair.
Ryan got a towel and began to dry his hair and face. As he brought the towel to his chest, he again saw Mary's eyes on him. This time he could swear that they were on his crotch. He dried his shirt-covered chest as best he could and then wiped his legs.
"You can take your wet shirt off if you want."
Ryan pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it to the ground. He saw Mary's eyes on his chest and he flushed. He was proud of his well-toned body, but he had never been looked at like this before.
"My but you have a great body," Mary said sincerely.
"Uh... thanks," Ryan said with a pride tinged with embarrassment. "I'm trying out for the gymnastics team at school."
"I can tell."
He saw the older woman's eyes travel down his body. Her admiring look felt strange but exciting. He felt his penis twitch in his shorts and he thought he saw her smile.
"Tie me please." She lifted up slightly, baring more of her large breast.
Ryan's eyes were wide as he saw the heavy orb stretch until all but the nipple was uncovered. He bent and reached out with trembling fingers to tie the straps on her back. His hands unavoidably touched the soft skin of her back. Inexplicable he saw goose bumps appear on her back and arms. He thought it must have been from the drops of water still falling from his hair.
With the back of her suit tied, Mary stood up, leaving Ryan kneeling at her feet.
Ryan tried not to stare but it was impossible. The top of her suit only covered half of her breasts and he could clearly see her hard nipples under the thin yellow material. His eyes naturally went down her body and across her firm stomach. He was surprised to see a tiny gold ring in her navel. The bottom of her suit was but a triangle that just barely covered her private parts and there was an indentation where the material slipped into the grove of her lips.
"We'll eat under the main cabana," Mary said to the almost star struck young man. With that she picked up her robe, wrapped it around her. Then she reached down and grasped his hand, helping him to his feet. "I'll be back in a minute," she said as she led him over to a table.
Ryan could still feel the warmth and softness of her hand as he sat in a comfortable cushioned chair. He glanced around the beautiful setting again and thought that having a summer job wasn't going to be so bad. He sat back, sinking into the chair and laying his head back. He closed his eyes as a soft summer breeze blew across his body, bringing a sigh from his lips.
Chapter 2
Ryan had almost dozed off when Mary returned to the table, carrying another glass of iced tea for him and some type of mixed drink for her. She sat down across from him.
"Lunch will be out in a minute." She took a quick sip of her drink and said, "So Ryan, are you heading for college this fall?"
"Uh... no ma'am."
"Mary, please."
"Mary... I just turned eighteen but I have another year to go in high school. My mom tells me that I was a preemie baby and had some developmental problems. She waited a year before she registered me for school."
"No lasting problems I hope," she said sincerely.
"No. I'm fine... maybe just a little too shy," Ryan said and felt his face turn red.
"Shy is cute," the pretty woman said with a twinkle in her eyes. "Are you going to college after high school then?"
"I'd like to but I have to get a scholarship. My mom is divorced and I have two younger sisters. It's been hard for her to make ends meet, working two jobs and all. She does the best she can but there's no way she can afford college for me. I'm trying out for gymnastics team hoping to get a scholarship, but I've joined the cheerleading squad too because there seems to be more money for scholarships there." Ryan looked sheepish, not exactly proud of being a cheerleader.
"Being a cheerleader sounds like a lot of fun... all those young girls," Mary laughed. "You're a very handsome young man and I'll bet you have girls all over the place. Are you dating anyone?"
"No. All of the girls on the team are already spoken for. Besides... with being shy... and all..."
Mary smiled at Ryan's red face. "I think girls like a shy boy... as long as you're not too shy... if you know what I mean." She actually winked at him.
Ryan got the point and his face flushed again. He looked away.
Just then a Spanish woman with a maid's uniform walked up to the table and sat a plate of sandwiches in the middle.
"Thank you Maria," Mary said. "I didn't know what you wanted so I had her fix a little of everything. Help yourself."
Ryan looked at the stack of sandwiches and felt his stomach grumble. He grabbed several and placed them on a plate and began to eat. He was starved and within minutes he had eaten three sandwiches. When he slowed down he saw Mary smiling at him again; half of her sandwich was still on her plate.
"I'm sorry," Ryan said when he realized what a pig he had made of himself.
"Don't be sorry. I'm glad you enjoyed it. You're still a growing boy. Myself, well, I have to watch everything I eat because after a certain age everything goes to the hips."
"You look great," Ryan blurted and felt his face flush again.
"Thank you sweetheart. You may be shy, but you know the way to a woman's heart." Mary scrunched up her face and looked down at the cleavage under her robe. "I think my boobs are way too big and my butt to broad." With that the pretty woman opened her robe as if to prove the point.
Ryan's eyes opened wide as he stared at the sexy mounds of exposed cleavage barely hidden by her bathing suit top. Then he watched in shock as she actually lifted her breasts as if to present them to him. He could see her nipples almost popping out from the top.
Suddenly a buzzing in Ryan's head was the only sound he could hear. His eyes lifted and he looked at Mary's pretty blue eyes. She was staring at him. He swallowed hard but he was unable to form words.



"See what I mean?" Then Mary stood up and opened her robe. "See how wide my hips are... and I've never had a baby." The lower half of the sexy woman was suddenly bare, exposing her trim waist, sexily flaring hips and firm thighs.
Ryan's eyes grew even wider when he realized that the crotch of her bikini bottom had somehow slipped between her sex lips, leaving one smooth lip exposed. His penis sprang to life, growing rapidly down the leg of his shorts.
Mary saw Ryan's eyes and she smiled. She slipped her robe off and then she moved over and sat in the chair next to him. She leaned over and placed a hand on his surprised face. Her voice lowered to a husky whisper as she said, "You are a very handsome boy... and so shy. Are you a virgin?"
The question caught Ryan completely off guard. His first reaction was to say no, but he was sure she would be able to tell that it was a lie. "Uh... well... uh..." he stuttered.
Mary smiled, sliding her hand off his face and onto his chest. She placed the palm of her hand on his strong chest and said, "It's okay. That's very sexy to a lot of women... especially older women." The older woman's eyes seem to become glassy and she added as if to herself, "God a real virgin."
Ryan was sure that she could feel his pounding heart in his chest. It may have been the first time he ever felt proud of being a virgin.
Mary stretched out her index finger and began to trace her fingernail in circles across his smooth skin. She leaned her head on the palm of her other hand and watched his eyes as her finger moved across his strong pectoral muscles until it reached his nipple.
The fingernail circled his nipple, sending chills down his spine. His penis was now pulsing against his thigh, uncomfortably trapped in his swim shorts. He squirmed in his seat.
Mary's eyes glanced down and saw his predicament. "That looks very uncomfortable," she whispered. "You can adjust it if you want."
Sweat broke out on Ryan's forehead. He was unable to move, paralyzed with fear and excitement. There was no way he was going to adjust his penis if front of this woman.
"Here," Mary said and boldly reached down and grasp his hardened penis. "My, my," she gasped when she felt his pulsing shaft.
Ryan jumped in his seat and almost climaxed as he felt the warm and soft hand of the pretty woman wrap around his shaft. It wasn't the first time a girl had touched him but it was certainly the most exciting. He watched in shock as she pulled his penis upward, working it under his still wet swim trunks until it was straight up, tenting his shorts.
"That's better huh?"
Ryan couldn't answer. His eyes were wide as saucers as he looked back up at the older woman's now lust filled eyes.
"You have very nice equipment there," she said, still whispering. She moved her fingernail back to his chest and slid it down and across his hard stomach muscles. When her fingernail reached his belly button she paused and ran it around the little indentation once before moving lower. She stopped at the top of his shorts.
Ryan held his breath, paralyzed with fear, as he watched her finger slip under the elastic. He sat helplessly as she used one finger to lift his shorts. He closed his eyes, too embarrassed to watch as he felt the material lift from his throbbing penis. Then he felt the elastic slip down until half his shaft was bared.
"Oh my," Mary gasped in real shock when she saw the blood engorged head. It looked like a small mushroom. Mary let the elastic snap down, trapping his penis against his stomach.
Ryan's eyes flew open and he looked down. The elastic of his shorts cut into his penis, forcing more blood to the already large head. The shaft began to move up and down in time with his rapid heartbeat.
Ryan was mortified. Since he was a small boy, the shape of his penis head had embarrassed him. While his penis was a little longer than normal, the head was twice the normal size and looked like a mushroom. When he saw other kids his age, none of their penises looked like his and he worried that he might be deformed. It became such an issue for him that he had conned his mother into signing a note so that he did not have to shower after gym. Then, as he grew older, he became very discrete, showering after everyone was gone.
"This is amazing," Mary said, now with a slight tremor in her voice. Her own breathing had become more rapid. What started as a little game had suddenly become seriously exciting to the older and experienced woman. With her outstretched finger she touched the swollen head gently and felt Ryan tremble. Then her fingertip traced a path across the smooth head, slipping across the top and through a stream of clear juice dripping from the slit. She rested her finger under the head and then lifted it slightly until she could see the stream of juice running from the large slit. "Mmmmm," she said and began to smear the juice across the stretched surface of the now purple crown.
Ryan moaned and stretched his trembling legs out as he watched the beautiful woman play with his penis. He glanced quickly up at the house and then back down to the moving finger. Never in his wildest imagination would he have thought this would be happening to him. Nothing had prepared him for this. His head was spinning so fast that he thought he might pass out. His chest heaved up and down as he gasped for breath, sucking air through his open mouth.
"You have a beautiful cock," Mary whispered breathlessly and then added, "I've never seen a head so large."
Ryan fought the urge to get up and run. Instead he sat frozen as he watched the older woman slip her finger across the now sticky surface of the head, leaving a trail of his juice behind. All of his focus was on his pulsing penis head and her finger as it continued to move across the stretched skin until the entire head was shining with his pre-cum juice.
"My husband used to like me to do this," Mary said excitedly as she made a circle out of her thumb and index finger and squeezed the sensitive skin just below the crown. Then she began to rotate her fingers slowly, first one direction and then the other, using his juice as a lubricant.
"Ohhhh!" Ryan moaned. He closed his eyes, fighting desperately to hold back his climax. He lifted his hips from the chair, his strong legs stiffening and he gasped for breath.
Mary continued to twist her fingers; her head still on her hand in a casual attitude as if this was something she did everyday. However, inside she felt anything but casual. Unknown to Ryan, her heart was now pounding in her chest and she felt her juice pouring into the crotch of her bathing suit. It was going to be soaked when she got up.
Ryan gasped as she alternately squeezed and twisted her fingers. When he lifted his hips again and moaned she let go for a second but used her fingertip to trace a bulging vein until it disappeared under his shorts. Then she moved back up the shaft and wrapped her fingers around the ridge and under the head again.
"Oh God Mrs.... uh... Mary," Ryan gasped in warning.
She knew that the young man couldn't take anymore. "It's okay sweetheart, you can cum," Mary whispered excitedly. She began to squeeze her fingers tighter and twist them back and forth faster.
"Oh Jesus," Ryan gasped. He could feel his balls begin to tighten like they always do when he was ready to climax from his own hand. It was a familiar feeling that always sent shock waves up and down his spine. He lifted his hips higher as the large mushroom head grew even larger. "Ohhhhhhh," he groaned. Suddenly, he felt his cum streaking up the shaft. It blasted out of the opening like a fire hose, squirting all the way up his chest and splattering just under his chin.
"Good God!" Mary exclaimed as she watched the first giant blast of sperm hit his chest. She squeezed her legs together, pressing the crotch of her suit against the swollen inner lips of her vagina. The second shot went even higher, hitting Ryan under his chin. She squeezed and twisted her fingers in time with the pulsing shaft. When she felt the third blast rushing through the shaft, she closed her eyes briefly and trembled. Her swollen sex lips throbbed and a small but intense climax rushed through her. It was unexpected and quite a surprise to her because she normally needed quite a bit of stimulation... preferably the oral kind... to climax.
When Mary opened her eyes again, Ryan's penis was still spitting juice. Her face showed amazement as she watched his thick cream continue to cover his chest and stomach. Finally, the contractions slowed until the sperm dribbled out slowly and trickled across her fingers.
Ryan lay gasping for breath. When he opened his eyes, he wondered if it had all been a dream. But then he saw Mary's smiling face and felt his own face flush in embarrassment. Then she casually picked up a cloth napkin and tossed it onto his chest.
"You have pool work to do young man. I'll see you next week," she said as she stood up.
Ryan's mouth was still wide open when he saw that one lip of her sex was still exposed and the material of the crotch of her bikini was soaked with her juice. She carried her robe over her shoulder, leaving her buttocks bare, as she walked away. He watched her sexy butt sway back and forth, in an almost exaggerated fashion, until she disappeared into the house. Suddenly he realized that his still half-hard penis was out of his shorts and his chest was covered with his semen. He stood up and the blood rushed to his head, causing him to sway. As the spinning eased, he again wondered if it had all been a dream: a wonderful and sexy dream. But then he felt the sticky cum running down his chest and knew that it has been real. He used the napkin to wipe the evidence from his chest and stomach and then raced over and dove into the water.
Ryan couldn't see the pretty woman as she leaned against the kitchen counter. Her legs were trembling so much that she could barley remain standing and her still cum wet fingers were between her legs, rubbing her very swollen sex lips. Incredibly, within seconds she was climaxing again. It was stronger than the first one and made her legs give out, forcing her to the floor and onto her butt.
The telephone rang in the office Jerome Williams as he sat working at his desk. "AquaSpa Pools," he answered.
"Jerome, this is Mary Wellsworth."
A smile grew on his face. "Hi Mrs. Wellsworth. How has your day been?"
"Marvelous Jerome. I wanted to tell you how pleased I am with Ryan. He is a sweet and shy boy. How did you know that he was just what I wanted?"
"I've been doing this for years. Let's just say that I have my ways."
"Well, you have exceeded my expectations."
"So, I take it that the young man is to your liking?"
"Very much so. But I don't want to move to fast... don't want to scare him away."
"After he has seen you, I don't think wild horses could drag him away," Jerome laughed.
"Is he going to Sandra's house this afternoon or tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow I think."
"Good. We'll see how that works out."
"If I know Mrs. Billings, Ryan is in for quite an education," Jerome laughed again.
"Well, I just wanted to tell you how pleased I am. Make sure you send me your bill."
"Don't worry, I'll tell Cindy to do it right now."
"Bye and thanks again."
"You're welcome," Jerome answered and hung up. He brought up the Wellsworth account and plugged in a number. The bill was five times what he would normally charge for pool services.
Chapter 3
Ryan was soaked with sweat and exhausted when he arrived home that day. He had taken care of two other pools after leaving the Wellsworth estate. It was harder work than he had imagined. But, he wasn't just tired from the work. The excitement of the visit to the Wellsworth had worn him out more than the physical labor. Still, when his head hit the pillow, he couldn't sleep. And, he barely slept the rest of the night. He kept going over the events of the day, reliving every second from the moment he arrived at the mansion to the time he left. It was the strangest but most exciting day of his life. By the time the sun brightened his room, he had only slept for a total of two hours.
He got up and dressed quickly, putting on a tank top and cut off jeans. He hurried out to the car and checked to see if he had enough chemicals. Then he headed out for his second day of work with a feeling of excitement in his stomach. His first appointment was at 10 A.M. and was in the same neighborhood as the Wellsworths. He wondered what his next customer looked like as he drove through his own run-down section of town, hardly noticing the dilapidated houses and old cars on the front lawns. A bridge over an expressway separated his poor community from the ritzy section of town. As he turned into the development he saw a police cruiser sitting along the side of the road. Benny had warned him that the police would hassle him, especially driving his junk car, so he had placed a sticker on the door of his car that read, "AquaSpa Pools." He waved to the cops and they waved back. The sticker worked.
As he passed the Wellsworth's estate he felt a little chill of excitement and suddenly wished it were next week. Several houses down the street he found the next address on his list. He pulled up to the large iron gate like yesterday, but this one was already opened. He drove up the driveway until he reached the main house and stopped in front. The house was not quite as imposing as the Wellsworth's but it was nonetheless beautiful. He waited for a few minutes but when no one came out he got out of the car and walked up the steps and rang the doorbell. A moment later a woman in a casual summer dress came to the door. She was trim and in her early forties, dark hair, very pretty, with a friendly face. Ryan thought she must be Mrs. Billings.
"You must be Ryan Crawford from the pool service," the woman said.
"Yes ma'am," he answered, surprised that she knew his name.
"You're early. I'm Ms. Baker, Mrs. Billings' assistant. She is in her office. Come in and I will see if she is ready to see you."
"Uh... I'm just here to clean the pool," Ryan said, not expecting to be invited in.
"I know," Ms. Baker said and led him into the house and to a large living room.
"Please have a seat. Would you care for anything to drink?" she asked.
"No ma'am."
The woman smiled. "I love a young man with manners. I'll be right back."
A few minutes later she returned and told him that Mrs. Billings would see him in a few minutes. "Are you sure I can't offer you a drink?"
"Uh... okay, a Coke please."
She returned with a Coke on a tray and then bent over to place it on the table in front of Ryan.
His eyes grew wide when he realized that he could see down the front of her dress. Her large and mature breasts swung freely, exposing the two large orbs all the way to her nipples. As he stared, she looked up from her bent over position and saw him looking. He saw a smile come to her face.
"I'll be back for you in a few minutes." With that she left.
It took Ryan a few minutes to recover from the shock of seeing the woman's bare breasts. As he sipped his Coke nervously, he got up to look around the expensively furnished room. He figured the furnishings in the living room alone probably cost more than his entire house. There were ornate statures, giant portraits and expensive jade carvings throughout the room. On one side of the room were four tall sliding windows that looked out over the deck, the swimming pool, and several tennis courts. In the distance were rolling hills stretching as far as he could see. He was just thinking of how nice it would be to live in a place like this when the woman returned.
"Mrs. Billings will see you now." She turned and led him toward the stairs.
Ryan was eye level with her buttocks as he followed her up the wooden spiral staircase. The dress was snug at the waist and rather tight on her hips. She had a very nice shape for a woman of her age. Until yesterday, Ryan figured that any woman over 30 was old. However, after what happened at the Wellsworth's, he had begun to change his mind. Now, as he watched the woman sway her hips in front of him, he was shocked to feel a tingling in his crotch.
At the top of the stairs, the woman led him across a balcony that overlooked the living room and to a large oak door. She knocked and without waiting for an answer, she opened the door and directed him past her. As she did she whispered "Good luck," and she smiled strangely at him.
Ryan had no idea what "Good luck," meant. "Uh... thanks," he said. When he turned he saw a woman sitting at a large mahogany desk. She had her head down and was writing something and didn't look up as he walked over and stood at the desk. Ryan could see that she looked to be older than Mary Wellsworth, but younger than Ms. Baker. She had brown hair and it was elegantly styled, falling short of her shoulders and turned under. She had on a pair of horned-rimmed glasses. She almost had the appearance of a stern but pretty schoolmistress.
Suddenly she looked up and Ryan was staring into her big brown eyes. Her face was unsmiling but her eyes seemed to twinkle. He found himself staring into her eyes as if hypnotized.
The woman sat back and folded her hands under her chin, pressing her index fingers thoughtfully to her lips. "So you're Ryan Crawford?"
It was a statement and not a question. "Yes ma'am," Ryan answered anyway. He suddenly wondered if somehow she thought he was applying for a job. Then he added, "I'm just here to clean the pool."
"I know that. However, I insist on meeting everyone that works in my house," she said rather sternly. Then her lips curled in a slight smile. "Especially if they are handsome young men!" She motioned toward a sofa and said, "Please have a seat and I'll be with you in a second."
Ryan sat on a leather sofa, still feeling like he was being interviewed for a job. He looked around the large office/study and saw walls of books and plaques. The room appeared somewhat masculine, yet there were many feminine touches. There were fresh cut flowers in vases, frilly flowing curtains on the windows, and the room had a sweet smell of perfume. On the walls was several diplomas and he saw Sandra Billings name on all of them... Doctor Sandra Billings. One was a college diploma from Dartmouth; another was a Master's from Stanford and another PHD and MD from Johns Hopkins University. Ryan was impressed.
"May I join you," Sandra said.
Ryan was startled. He was lost in thought and hadn't heard her get up from her desk. Now she was standing over him with a smile on her face. She had taken her glasses off and Ryan could see that she had a very pretty face. She had on a white blouse that had two buttons unbuttoned at the top and there was a string of white pearls around her neck. Her beige skirt was relatively short and quite tight. She had a very attractive figure from what he could see.
"Uh... yes ma'am... sure," Ryan stuttered.
Sandra sat down on the sofa and leaned to the side, crossing her legs comfortably.
Ryan's eyes naturally focused on her legs. He saw her short skirt pull upward, exposing an expanse of thigh and revealing just the hint of the top of her nylons.
"So, I understand that you have just joined the AquaSpa team."
Ryan wouldn't have called it a team since he only knew one other guy that worked there. "Yes ma'am."
"I think it's pretty hard to get a job with them. I know that they're very selective."
Ryan didn't think he had been specially selected. It was just a program to help poor kids. Still, if she thought he was special there wasn't any reason to tell her different.
"First, let me tell you a little about me. As you can see," she said, waiving her arm toward the diploma filled walls, "I am a physiologist and a medical doctor. I deal mostly in sexual disorders but I dabble in other psychosomatic disorders as well. I specialize in unorthodox treatments... treatments that sometimes are frowned upon by my profession."



The woman looked pensive for a moment, almost lost in thought. Then she added, "However, my techniques are very successful."
Ryan wondered why she was telling him this and if she was going to psychoanalyze him. About the only thing he had a problem with was the size of the head of his penis but he certainly wasn't going to talk to her about that. A smile came to his lips as he thought of how ridiculous that would be.
"So tell me about yourself, what your aspirations are, and where you want to go with your life."
Although he felt somewhat weird, Ryan began to tell the pretty woman his short life history. He found that she seemed to really be listening to him. Occasionally she would interrupt to ask him to clarify something but for the most part she just listened. She didn't write anything down but Ryan could tell that she was filing it away. Before he knew it, Ryan was telling her things that he had never told anyone. He talked and stared into her large brown eyes, losing himself in her strange and beautiful stare.
Incredibly, after about an hour Ryan began to talk about his problem with the size of the head of his penis. "...and then I guess the worst thing was that when I went to take a shower in gym, the kids laughed at me. They started to call me mushroom head and other mean names."
"Hmmm, and how did that make you feel?"
"Ashamed."
"And do you believe that is why you're still a virgin?"
Ryan stopped for a minute. He didn't remember telling her that he was a virgin. Maybe she just guessed. "Yes," Ryan whispered.
"So you have never had a girl see you or touch you?"
Ryan thought of what had happened yesterday but decided that he wouldn't mention that. Besides, she wasn't a girl. "Well, several times girls have... have you know... jerked me off inside my pants. But no... no one but my Mom has seen me, and that was when I was a little boy."
"Did you ever talk to your mother about your problem?"
"No, I've never talked to anyone... until now. It's... it's too embarrassing."
"You don't seem too be embarrassed to talk to me about it. Why do you suppose that is?"
"I don't know. Because you're a doctor I guess."
The doctor paused and sat silently staring at Ryan.
After a minute or so, Ryan started to squirm in his seat.
"Ryan, I know we have just met but I believe that I can help you. I don't think your problem is serious right now and I am sure that physically you are fine. However, I am a little concerned about your emotional immaturity and your shyness, which is obviously a result of the shame you feel about your sexual equipment. That can manifest itself into various psychosomatic disorders later in life and can therefore be serious if left untreated." The doctor sat back with a serious look on her face and paused to let Ryan absorb this. She tried to keep from smiling.
Suddenly Ryan was concerned. Maybe his 'problem' and the resulting shyness were serious already. He remembered times when he had avoided crowds of people because he felt uncomfortable. And he had always had problems approaching girls. He had become somewhat of a loner. Sometimes he would stay in his room all weekend, reading or playing video games. The few friends that he did have were mostly like him... quiet and shy... with the exception of Benny.
"Would you like me to try and help?"
Ryan was startled at the sound of her voice. "Uh... I can't afford to pay anything."
Sandra Billings laughed. "I wouldn't charge you anything. I don't need the money, as I am sure you know. However, your case interests me very much. But... if I am to help you, you must trust me completely. Will you trust me?"
"Uh... yeah, sure," Ryan said almost eagerly.
"Very good. First, I need to understand if you really have a physical problem, but before I do that, let me share a little secret with you. When I was a young girl... many years ago," she added with a smile, "I had a problem much like you. The fact is that many of the problems we have as adults stem from things that happen to us as children. It can be from abuse, a tragedy or sometimes, just things that grow too large in our adolescence minds. In my case, when I was twelve and beginning to mature, I woke up one morning and found I had breasts." Sandra laughed and continued. "Now all girls do that. However, I thought that my breasts seemed to be different. They were larger than my girlfriends, but that wasn't all." The woman paused as she stared at Ryan and she reached up and idly began to unbutton her blouse.
Ryan eyes opened wide as he watched her fingers.
"I thought my nipples were deformed," Sandra said. She saw Ryan's surprised face turn red. "Please don't be embarrassed. 'Nipples' is just a word... like tits or cock or pussy."
Ryan's eyes opened wider.
The older woman stopped after the second button and reached over and placed her hand on Ryan's bare leg. "You trust me don't you?"
Ryan felt her warm hand on his thigh and an electric shock rushed through him. His penis twitched in his shorts. "Uh... yes," he lied. He didn't know what he thought. But he knew that he felt excitement and fear coursing through him.
"This will be our little secret, right?" she said, looking at him with a serious expression.
"Uh... sure," Ryan stuttered, wondering what she was going to do that had to be a secret.
With that the woman began to unbutton her blouse again. When she got to the last button, she pulled the blouse out of her skirt and let it fall open.
Suddenly Ryan was staring at her lacy bra, which barely held her two large breasts. His heart was now pounding in his chest.
"Ryan, I was embarrassed by how my nipples looked. They weren't what I thought were 'normal'. Most girls had small areolas with little nubs on the end. Me... well..." again Sandra paused as if she were making a decision. "Let me show you." With that, she reached between her breasts and unclipped the clasp holding her bra together. She hesitated for a second before she let go. Suddenly the elastic sprung open, pulling the lacy bra from her large orbs.
Ryan gasped as her breasts fell out in front of his eyes. They were quite large but sat up firmly on her chest. There was just a hint of sag attesting to her maturity. However, the most amazing thing was that the entire front sections of both breasts were brown: the areolas covered the entire surface. In the middle was the nub of her nipples. They were a chocolate brown with the rest of her breasts a lighter shade of brown.
As the pretty doctor sat proudly in front of Ryan, she continued. "As you can see, my breasts are almost all nipple... better known as areolas." She reached up with her palm and lifted one of her breasts as if Ryan couldn't see them well enough. As she held it up she circled the nipple with her finger. "This area... beyond the nipple, on most girls is white breast skin with the nipple in the middle." She touched the nipple and it seemed to spring to life. "I thought I was a freak. I cried and tried to talk my mother into letting me skip gym. I made up all kinds of excuses and I could never talk to anyone about it. However, if I had, I would have known that I wasn't all that different. As a result, similar to you, I never took a shower throughout high school. I was also very reluctant to date for fear that if we got that far... if I let a boy open my blouse... well, it would be very embarrassing."
Ryan was already hard as he stared the woman's beautiful breasts. He barely heard what she was saying. But what he did hear had a familiar ring. He squirmed in his seat and hoped that Doctor Billings didn't notice his erection. However, that was impossible. He saw her eyes glance down and a slight smile curl at her lips.
"I met a female doctor while I was an intern and we became very good 'friends', she said with an emphasis on friends that was lost on Ryan. "She helped me a great deal. With her support, I learned that all of us are different. We are tall, short, blue eyes, brown eyes, large breasted, small breasted, etc." Then she paused and stared at Ryan. She saw his eyes look from her beast to her face and back to her breasts again. She continued. "I'm sure you have seen pictures of women's breasts Ryan. Do you think my breasts are odd?" She lifted both breasts as if to present them to him.
"Uh... uh... no... uh their beautiful," Ryan stuttered, his penis now pulsing in his shorts.
"Thank you. But like you Ryan, I thought I was deformed." Then she looked pointedly at his crotch and a smile came to her face. "From your reaction, I would say that you think they are exciting. That is a normal and healthy reaction."
Again, Ryan's face flushed in embarrassment.
"So, do you see my point?"
Ryan's mouth was so dry he could barely swallow. He licked his lips and whispered, "Uh... yes I guess I do."
"That's okay, we'll work on it. Most problems are not solved without a lot of give and take." Sandra stood up, her blouse flipping open, her breasts hovering above the confused young man. "Ryan, if you will let me, I would like to give you a physical and do some tests. Have you ever had a physical?"
"Uh... no... well, a little one when I tried out for the track team last year. But... but, I have to clean your pool and there are other houses." Suddenly Ryan was very nervous. He didn't like doctors, female or male. He had to fight the urge to run out of the room.
"Don't worry, I'll call your boss." With that she walked over to her desk. She left her blouse open as she picked up the phone and dialed the number for AquaSpa Pools. "Yes, Jerome, it's Doctor Billings. "I'm fine. Listen, I have Ryan Crawford here with me and I have some odd jobs that I would like him to do this afternoon." She glanced over at Ryan and smiled. "Yes, for the rest of the afternoon. Can you cover for him?" There was a pause before she said, "Excellent! Thank you. And by the way, go ahead and process my bill. I think I'll be more than pleased with your services. Goodbye."
The doctor hung up and came back over to Ryan. "You don't mind if I leave my bra unhooked do you?" she said. She didn't wait for his answer as she began to button her blouse, pulling the thin white material tightly over her large orbs. "It feels so much better without one."
Ryan's penis was still throbbing as he stared at the older woman's now thinly covered breasts. He couldn't answer her. His mouth moved but nothing came out. His eyes were as wide as saucers. The top two buttons remained opened, exposing her cleavage and he could plainly see the large brown nipples under the thin silk of the blouse.
Sandra went over to a large mahogany cabinet and took out a stethoscope and a blood pressure cuff. Then she picked up a clipboard from her desk, hooked the stethoscope around her neck and came back to Ryan. She put her glasses back on and sat next to him, placing the blood pressure cuff on his arm. "We just need to make sure all your vitals are good." With that she took his blood pressure and wrote the number on her pad. She then took his pulse. "95... a little high but some people get excited around doctors."
His rapidly beating heart had very little to do with her being a doctor.
"Can you take your shirt off for me?"
Ryan hesitated for a second but then pulled his shirt over his head.
Sandra smiled in admiration. "Very nice muscle tone," she said. Then she placed the stethoscope on his chest and listened to his heart. Next she asked him to take deep breaths as she listened to his lungs. She made notes and continued to examine his ears, eyes, and mouth. Finally she sat back. "Well, everything here is very good." She got up and pulled a stool from beside the sofa. Then she sat down and asked Ryan to stand.
Ryan's heartbeat soared past 100 as he got to his feet. The tent in his shorts embarrassed him, but he was more worried about what was coming next.
"Okay Ryan, would you please drop your shorts for me?"
"Uh... well... I... don't... have any... underwear on," he stuttered, his face bright red. His lack of underwear wasn't the problem... his still half hard penis was.
The doctor smiled. "That's quite all right. We would just have to take them off anyway."
Ryan had never been so embarrassed in his young life. He kept telling himself that she was a doctor. Yet, every time he looked down, he could see her naked breasts under her blouse. With his hands trembling he reached for the waistband of his shorts. With a ragged breath he started to slowly push his shorts down, baring the skin below his navel and the top of his pubic hair.
Unknown to Ryan, the doctor's heartbeat was far above normal at this point too. She squirmed on the stool, feeling her juices begin to flood her panties.
The incredibly embarrassed young man closed his eyes and pushed his shorts down. His half-swollen penis flipped out, causing a large drop of pre-cum to fly through the air and land on the floor between the doctor's legs.
Sandra suppressed a gasp as the young man's privates were revealed. His penis was still half-hard and there was now string of clear juice hanging from the tip to his thigh. The head was indeed very large. In fact, it was the largest she had ever seen and it wasn't even fully hard. She smiled to herself as she thought of her and Mary's conversation last night. She had been in total disbelief of what Mary had told her. But now she realized that Mary had been quite accurate in her assessment of his equipment. She swallowed to moisten her suddenly dry throat and tried to maintain her professional demeanor.
Ryan was almost trembling as he stood in front of the staring woman.
"Slip your sandals and shorts off," she said and then reached down and picked his shorts up and placed them on the sofa.
Suddenly Ryan was totally naked.
"Now Ryan, I'm going to examine you testicles," she said and reached her trembling hands to his large balls.
"Ohhhh!" Ryan gasped as he felt her warm fingers on him. His penis pulsed and began to grow until it was fully hard. Juice was running in a stream from the tip.
"Excuse me," Sandra said and turned and retrieved a box of Kleenex. She pulled one out and used it to swab up the juice that was dripping from his penis.
"I'm... I'm sorry," Ryan said.
"Nonsense. It is a perfectly normal reaction," Sandra answered as she held his penis gently in her soft hand and dabbed the end. However, as soon as she had cleaned up the juice, more came out. She did it twice more before she gave up. By that time Ryan's penis was rock hard and pulsing in front of her face. She tried not to stare but she had to marvel at the large head. "Mushroom head" is a good name, she thought and almost laughed. Her fingers went back to his balls, lifting them and feeling for any lumps. Then she placed a finger behind one and told Ryan to cough. She did it to the other side.
Ryan looked down and saw the doctor face just inches from his throbbing penis. He was mortified by his reaction. Yet, she acted like it was perfectly normal for someone to have an erection while being examined. He watched as she spread her legs and slid closer to him. He could see the tops of her thigh high nylons now and the tanned flesh above them. Another inch and he would be able to see her panties.
"Okay Ryan, what I'm going to do now is something that all men hate." The doctor paused and picked up a tube of something. "I'm going to examine your prostate. Normally you should have it done once a year, unless you have a history of prostate cancer in the family." The doctor neglected to tell him that it was recommended once a year, but only after 40. "Please turn around and lean forward onto the chair."
Suddenly Ryan wanted to cry. He didn't even know what a "prostate exam" was but he was pretty sure having it examined wasn't pleasant. He turned around and leaned forward, placing his hands on the seat of the chair, feeling his face turn beet red.
Sandra smiled as she stared at the young man's strong buttocks. Men didn't like to have a finger stuck up their ass, she thought, but she had a lot of fun doing it. She applied a lubricant to her middle finger and slid forward on her stool. Normally she would have used a glove but this wasn't exactly a normal situation. "Ryan, can you reach back and spread your cheeks for me?"
"Huh?" Ryan said, looking back at the doctor.
"Open you cheeks," she said again firmly.
Ryan's hands were trembling as he reached behind him and pulled his cheeks apart. He thought undressing in front of the pretty woman was embarrassing but this was far, far worse. He closed his eyes tightly and waited. Suddenly he jumped when he felt the doctor's finger on his rear hole.
"Hold still please and try to relax. It will make this much easier," Sandra said, trying to control her excited voice. She pressed her finger forward.
Ryan groaned, half in pain and half in embarrassment, as he felt her finger sliding into his rectum. He took a deep, trembling breath, and tried to relax. Her finger felt much larger than it looked. His knees began to grow weak when he felt her twist her finger around deep inside him. Suddenly and to his great surprise, his penis, which had wilted as soon as the finger touched his rear hole, began to grow. He tried to will it to stop but it didn't work. Within seconds he was sporting a full erection again. And even worse, there was an increased amount of juice running from the tip and dripping to the floor.
"Um, don't feel any lumps and the size is okay," the doctor said as if to herself, twisting and turning her finger. Then she moved her finger in and out slowly. This was totally unnecessary and was for her pleasure alone. Additionally, she was taking much longer than necessary. She felt his sphincter clinching on her finger and smiled excitedly. "What I'm doing Ryan is checking for any abnormalities in your prostate. The prostate is a very important gland to a man. It controls a critical part of your sexual function. It is a walnut sized organ, situated between your bladder and penis, with the urethra running through it."
All of this description was totally lost on Ryan because he was way beyond hearing anything she said. He had no idea that the exam was for her pleasure alone as he held his breath, waiting for it to be over.
"Your prostate seems to be perfectly normal and that's very good." Sandra pushed her finger as deeply as it would go and smiled at Ryan's intake of breath. Then she slowly and reluctantly pulled her finger from his rectum.
Ryan sighed with relief.
"You can stand up now Ryan."
Ryan's face felt like it was burning as he turned around and looked at the doctor.
"Excuse me for a second." The doctor got up, opened a door and stepped inside a small bathroom. Suddenly she leaned against the door and took several deep breaths in an attempt to control her trembling. It took her several minutes to get control of her emotions and regain her professional demeanor. Finally she stepped over to the sink and washed her hands. Then she brushed her hair and looked at herself in the mirror. A lustful smile turned up the corner of her lips as she stared at her almost naked breasts under her thin blouse. An image of the spider and the fly crossed her mind as she smiled, took a last deep breath and opened the bathroom door.
When Sandra came back out she looked like the professional doctor again... with the exception of her bra-less breasts under her blouse. She said, "I need to take some measurements and get a specimen now Ryan." She went over to her telephone and pressed the intercom button. "Ms. Baker, can you get me a tape measure and a specimen cup please."
"Yes ma'am," came the reply.
Sandra came back over and sat down. She picked up another Kleenex and wiped the juice dripping from Ryan's penis again. "You certainly have a lot of juice there. That's very healthy."



Ryan's face turned redder and his penis throbbed as she gently dabbed the tip again. Then he watched her wrap her hand around the shaft. He felt a chill run down his spine when the pretty woman squeezed his shaft, sliding her soft hand from base to tip, milking more juice from the head. He stared at the face of the pretty woman and saw something in her eyes. Suddenly, her head began to move closer to his penis until he could feel her breath on the pulsing head.
Then they were both startled by the knock at the door.
The doctor sat back, taking a deep and ragged breath. "Come in."
Ryan gasped when he realized that the doctor's assistant, or whatever she was, was going to see him naked.
Sandra saw his concerned look and said, "Don't worry, Ms. Baker is my assistant but she is also a trained nurse."
Somehow that didn't make Ryan feel any better. He closed his eyes tightly as the older woman entered the room. He tried vainly to cover his erection with his hands and therefore didn't see the smile that passed between the two women.
"Okay Ryan, we're going to measure you now," Doctor Billings said and fought back another smile.
Ms. Baker stood behind Ryan and wrapped the tape measure around his chest and called out, "42 inches." Then she wrapped it around his waist and said, "32 inches." After that she came around and stood next to the doctor.
"Hold this to the base," Sandra said.
Ryan watched as the older woman stretched the tape measure to the base of his penis, pressing it into his pubic hair.
Ms. Baker held the tape and Sandra stretched it to the tip. "Seven and a half inches. A little above normal." Then she took the tape and wrapped it around his shaft and took a measurement. "Six inches," she said, almost in a whisper now. Finally she wrapped it around the head. Her eyes opened wide and she looked up at the other woman who returned her look of astonishment. "Eight inches!" His penis head was almost twice the size of a normal man.
Ryan was trembling now. His penis throbbed with every beat of his heart and pumped juice from the head in a steady stream.
However, he wasn't the only one in the room excited.
"Now, we need to take a sperm sample," Sandra said as casually as she could.
Ryan's eyes flew open. He might have been na‹ve but he had a pretty good idea what that meant. However, before he could react, Sandra stood up and leaned close to him, one of her soft breasts pressed into his shoulder as her hand reached for his throbbing penis.
"Ms. Baker, why don't you hold the specimen cup," she said as she began move her hand slowly up and down his penis.
The older woman sat down on the stool and held the open specimen cup under the head of his penis.
"Oh Jesus," Ryan moaned as he felt Sandra's soft hand began to stroke him. No matter how embarrassed he was he couldn't deny the pleasure that was suddenly consuming him. In spite of everything, his hips began to move in time with the stroking hand. The feel of her soft breast on his arm and smell of her sweet perfume made his head spin. She was so close that he could feel her breath on his cheek. Then he felt a hand on his testicles. Ms. Baker was stroking his squirming balls, cupping them gently in her warm hand. Suddenly, Sandra's hand began to move faster.
"Just relax," Sandra whispered. "That's it... that's it," she hissed as she felt Ryan body react to her stroking. Then she abruptly stopped. She said, "Now relax a minute. We want to build your sperm so that we get a good sample."
Ryan gasped and then groaned. He was now a mass of trembling flesh.
Still holding his shaft, the doctor moved behind him and reached around to place the other hand on his penis. Her breasts flattened against his back as both hands began to pump him... very slowly this time. "You have a wonderful cock Ryan. It's going to make a lot of women happy," she whispered.
"Ohhhh!!!" Ryan gasped.
"That's it, you're getting close aren't you," Sandra whispered excitedly.
"Mmmmm," was all that Ryan could manage to hiss. His hips began to move in time with the doctor's hands. He held his eyes closed tightly as waves of pleasure rushed up and down his spine. With another excited moan, Ryan felt his cream began to streak up his shaft. Suddenly the head grew and the large slit opened, spewing his sperm with great force into the air.
Ms. Baker was unprepared for the volume and force of Ryan's ejaculation. The blast flew across the top of the cup and hit her on her chest just above the opening of her dress. It made a splat sound in the otherwise quiet room.
Sandra was surprised as well. She stopped stroking him for a second and her eyes opened wide at the site of Ryan's sperm splattering with such force on Ms. Baker's chest. Then she almost laughed when she saw her friend's surprised expression.
Ms. Baker grabbed the shaft and directed it toward the open cup just in time to catch the second volley. Then both women watched in amazement as Ryan's sperm filled the cup, each pulse of his penis adding more cream to the rapidly filling cup.
Ryan's eyes were closed tightly as pleasure washed over him. His legs swayed and threatened to give out.
Beside him, Sandra and Ms. Baker were both pumping the shaft now, milking the copious sperm from his balls. It appeared that the cup was not going to be large enough to hold it all, as the sperm continued to pump out. Finally, the flowing sperm dwindled to a trickle, leaving only a quarter of an inch before the cup overflowed. Sandra and then Ms. Baker squeezed the shaft one last time and then the older woman wiped the remaining juice from the head. She held the cup up, looked at Sandra and mouthed "Wow."
"There, that wasn't so bad was it?" Sandra asked with an excited smile.
Ryan couldn't answer. He opened his eyes in time to see Ms. Baker screw the lid on the cup. When she stood up, his eyes grew wide again as he saw the remnants of his cum trickling between her breasts. He stood with his mouth open as she left the room.
"You can put your clothes back on Ryan," Sandra said in a professional tone, as she casually began to straighten up the room. "I'll have the results when you return next week and we can talk then."
With that she ushered the young man quickly out of her office. As soon as her office door was closed, she fell to the sofa and almost ripped her panties off. Seconds later she was moaning in climax.
As Ms. Baker led Ryan to the door he was surprised to see that she had not bothered to clean the sperm that he had squirted onto her chest... he could see that the shiny liquid had trickled down her chest and disappeared between her breasts.
"See you next week," the older woman said and smiled at Ryan.
Ryan's head was spinning as he drove away for the estate. It had been a very embarrassing but nonetheless exciting day. It almost seemed like another erotic dream.
Chapter 4
The rest of the week and the weekend were a blur to Ryan. His thoughts were never far from the events of the past week. It had been an exciting and strange week and one that he would never forget. However, as exciting as it had been, he had the feeling that something fishy was going on. It almost seemed as if he had been set up in some way, but he couldn't figure it out.
As he drove to the Wellsworths the following Tuesday, he thought of his friend Benny. He decided that he would talk to him. He would know what was going on.
When Ryan arrived at the Wellsworth's, "Jigs" met him at the door again and directed him to the pool. The old guy didn't seem as rude this time. As he began to work, he looked around for Mrs. Wellsworth. She was not at the pool and he saw no one on the balcony above. He held out hope that she would know that he was there and come outside. When she still had not appeared as he neared the completion of his tasks, he became disheartened. Then, as he collected his equipment, Jigs came out of the house and strutted over to him.
He said, "Mrs. Wellsworth has requested an audience with you."
Ryan looked at him like he had two heads.
The butler said, "She would like to speak with you."
Ryan's face lit up. "Oh, why didn't you say so?" he said with a big smile.
"Follow me please."
Putting down his equipment, Ryan followed the butler into the house. As he walked behind him he thought of how much the man looked like a penguin and tried unsuccessfully to walk like him.
The butler led Ryan to a large den near the front of the house. He tapped on the door and then opened it and ushered Ryan into the room. Mrs. Wellsworth was sitting on the sofa, dressed in a short summer dress. The dress had a halter-top, with thin straps across her shoulders holding up the bodice. It had a floral design and appeared to be made of a silk. She also had on more jewelry then would normally be worn around the house. Ryan thought that she might have been out this morning.
"Good afternoon Ryan," Mary said. "Sorry I wasn't here when you arrived but I had a ladies club meeting and it ran longer than I expected. It's normally on Fridays but we had to change the time this week."
"No problem. You wanted to have an 'audience' with me?" Ryan asked in an attempt to mimic the butler. He was actually growing to like the way the old guy talked.
Mary smiled and said, "Yes, please sit down."
Ryan sat on a chair across from the pretty woman. He watched her cross her legs and saw her silky dress slip dangerously high on her thighs. From his position, he could see that she wasn't wearing nylons and he had a very good view of her sexy legs. They were tanned, smoothly shaven and well toned. He suddenly wondered what she did to stay in shape.
Mary waited a minute before she started to talk. She could see Ryan's eyes on her legs and shifted slightly, giving him an even better view.
Ryan's eyes grew wide when he realized that he could almost all the way to her ass. When he looked up, he saw her staring at him and his face flushed.
"After you left last week, I became a little concerned about what happened."
Here it comes, thought Ryan and was suddenly worried that he was in trouble.
Mary continued, "I let things go too far. I must apologize to you."
"Apologize to me?" Ryan blurted.
"Yes. I am the adult here and I let things get out of hand. I don't want to be some 'Jezebel' that corrupts young men."
Ryan wanted to scream, "Go ahead and corrupt me!" Instead he said in a rush of stuttered words, "Uh... you... uh I... uh... I liked it."
Mary smiled. "I'm not surprised... you being a virgin and all. But I shouldn't have let it get that far. It's just that you are so cute and I had a hard time controlling myself." The older woman paused, her eyes showing her growing lust. Slowly she uncrossed her legs allowing her legs to open slightly.
Ryan's eyes dropped from her pretty blue eyes to her legs. His own heart began to beat faster as he realized that he could see the soft skin of her inner thighs. The light from the window was shining through the thin summer dress, brightening the normally dark area between her legs and bathing her thighs in a dusty glow. Ryan felt his penis begin to harden.
When their eyes met, Mary had a frown on her face. "Are you looking up my dress young man?"
"Uh... no... I..." Ryan stuttered again, totally at a loss for words.
"Cat got your tongue?" she said. "Or is that a pussy got your tongue?" Her face turned from a frown to a smile and she laughed. "You're cute, she said and then added, "Have you ever seen a real live pussy?" She paused for a second to watch his shocked face.
Ryan couldn't answer.
Slowly she opened her legs wider.
Ryan swallowed hard when he realized that he could see almost to her crotch. Then he watched her legs open another inch and he gasped. She didn't have panties on.
"It's been a long time since anyone has looked at me like you are right now."
Ryan still couldn't find any words. His penis was now totally hard and tenting his shorts.
"I can see that it excites you," she said, looking at his crotch and brazenly opened her legs, letting her dress slide up her thighs until it was rumpled at her waist. Her breathing was heavy now and she squirmed in her seat.
The room was suddenly very quiet with only the heavy breathing of the two of them.
"Would you like to kiss it?"
Ryan suddenly thought he was hearing things. She couldn't have said what he thought he heard. He stared at her with a dumb look.
"I know you've heard of oral sex. It's been so long since anyone has used their mouth on me." Mary was rapidly losing control. She shifted slightly lower on the sofa and spread her legs wider. "Come here," she gasped.
Ryan hesitated for a second but then, like a zombie, he stood up and took several steps toward Mary.
Impatiently the older woman reached up and grabbed his hand, pulling him downward.
Ryan almost fell as he let the older woman pull him to his knees. Now he was staring at her throbbing vagina, only inches away. He could see that there was a clear liquid running from the inner lips. His head began to spin when he got of whiff of her excitement. The scent was like an aphrodisiac and made his penis throb in his shorts.
The pretty woman began to rub her thighs with her hands, spreading them even further in the process. "Will you eat me?" she asked, her face turning into a pout.
There was a roaring in Ryan's head and he barely heard the words. However, he knew what she was asking. While he wasn't totally naive about oral sex, he had never done it. He had heard the boys talk and even seen movies, but this was different, this was a real flesh and blood woman... and she wanted him to eat her. He was scared to death.
Mary could see the panic in Ryan's eyes. She knew that she had to act fast or risk him running from the room in fright. "Come on... I'll tell you how to eat me." With that she grabbed the surprised boy's head, pulling him down until his head was between her thighs. "Kiss my thighs," she gasped.
Ryan felt her warm thighs caressing his face, his mouth only inches from her baby smooth sex lips. His own excitement quickly overcame his fear and he began to kiss the soft flesh of her inner thigh. His head was spinning even faster and he could feel the blood pumped through his body like molten lava.
"Oh yes," Mary gasped as she directed his head closer and closer to her center. She felt his wet tongue on her soft thighs. She allowed him to kiss her thighs until she couldn't stand it anymore. Then she grasped his hair and whispered in a lust filled voice, "Now kiss my pussy lips." She hunched her hips upward, pulled his mouth down and then gasped when she felt the young boy's lips touch her swollen and sensitive inner lips. Ohhhhhhh Jesus!"
Almost automatically, Ryan's tongue slipped out of his mouth and he licked upward, bringing another gasp of pleasure from the older woman. Without being told to, he reached for the back of her thighs and lifted her legs and moved closer. Slowly he began to lick her, slipping his tongue between the swollen lips. He couldn't believe that he was actually licking a woman. It was the realization of a thousand dreams. But this was far better than any dream that he had ever imagined.
"That's it... that's it, lick me. Lick me just like that," Mary gasped as her hips began to move up and down with excitement. She hadn't been this excited in years. Her husband was a wonderful man but he wasn't much of a lover. In fact, he had never eaten her.
It only took a few seconds for Ryan to realize that he liked eating pussy. It tasted different than he imagined; it was salty but almost sweet and the fleshy inner lips felt hot to his tongue. He slipped his tongue past them and into her waiting hole where a pool of her juice waited. As he stirred the juice deep in her hole he could feel her inner muscles pulsing, almost like his tongue was being sucked into her body.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Mary screamed and pulled Ryan's head tight to her bumping hips. Suddenly, she felt a climax approaching. She hadn't wanted to climax this quickly but there was no stopping the rushing train. Fireworks began to go off in her head as pleasure washed over her. The intensity of her climax was greater than anything that she had experienced in years... maybe better than anything she had ever experienced. Her body trembled and she convulsed in pleasure as shock waves rippled through her.
Ryan was lost in the task of licking the beautiful woman and was totally oblivious to her climax. He continued to lick her, enjoying the copious juice that was now pouring from her hole. Then, without any direction from her, his tongue found her clit. He used his fingers to open her lips, freeing the tiny button to his lapping tongue. While he knew that the clit was the center of a woman's pleasure, he didn't really know what he was doing. However, he knew from Mary's grunts of pleasure that she was enjoying it.
Just as Mary's first climax waned, Ryan's tongue swirled around her clit. She hadn't caught her breath when the second climax started. It was double the intensity of the first one. "Oh God sweetheart eat meeee!!!" she gasped almost hysterically. She bucked her hips up into the boy's inexperienced mouth as her hands pulled his head tight to her throbbing lips. Her legs slipped around his head, imprisoning him between her soft thighs.
There was no doubt now, even to an inexperienced boy, that the woman was climaxing. Her legs tightened around his head and her hands held his head to her throbbing vagina. For just a second, Ryan almost panicked. His mouth and nose were buried in the wet flesh of the convulsing woman and he couldn't breathe. He pulled back enough to breathe through his nose and continued to lick her. Then, when he felt her relax and he could move his head again, instead of stopping, his mouth went wild. He sucked her wet flesh into his mouth and used his teeth to nibble at the swollen lips. Then he buried his tongue deep into her hole again and began to pump it in and out. Her thighs trembled against his cheeks and his face was now soaked with her juice. There was so much that it dripped from his cheeks and chin.
Mary was lost in a sea of pleasure that was beyond anything she had ever experienced. No man, young or old, had taken her to the places she was now going. When one climax ended, another began until she could no longer distinguish between one climax and the next. They blended together to form one long chain of orgasms. Her mind no longer functioned and all thoughts left her head as the incredible pleasure consumed her entire being.
Ryan was in heaven as well. He didn't know much about sex but he knew that he loved this. Now he knew what all the guys were bragging about when they talked about eating pussy. It exceeded his wildest dreams.
Mary's climaxes were so intense and continued for so long that she lost consciousness for a moment. However, when she came around, Ryan was still busy eating her. She smiled an unseen smile at him and gently pushed his head from her suddenly very sensitive vagina.
There was a dazed look on Ryan's face as he stared at the older woman. It took him a minute to realize where he was or what he had been doing. He could feel juice dripping from his face and he used the back of his hand to wipe his lips.
Mary took his face in her hands and leaned close to him. "That was the most terrific climax that I have ever had. Or, I guess I should say climaxes." With that she leaned forward and brought her lips to his.
When she released his head, Ryan sat back in stunned silence.
"Stand up," she whispered.
Ryan stood up in front of the seated woman. He watched with excitement as she reached for the waist of his swim shorts. Then, before he could even gasp, she pulled them to his knees.



"Oh Jesus," Mary gasped when she saw his penis throbbing in front of her face. She had a sudden desire to throw caution to the wind and take the boy to her room. However, this was just for fun and she wasn't intending to actually "fuck" the young boy. While it was incredibly tempting, she knew that she had to draw the line somewhere. She also knew that she had to act fast or risk having him rape her. She reached up with both hands and grabbed the stunned boy's penis. Both of her fists fit on the shaft with room left over. She began to move her hands back and forth watching the swollen head pulse and begin to ooze a steady stream of juice. Her heart was suddenly pounding in her chest again and she had the sudden urge to kiss his penis. Her head began to move forward.
Ryan was overheated. Eating the beautiful woman had almost brought him to a climax several times inside his shorts. Now, with her hands pumping him, he couldn't last long. He saw her beautiful face moving closer to him. When her mouth opened, Ryan lost control and his penis throbbed, blasting out a long string of cum, directly into the surprised woman's face. To Ryan it appeared that it was all happening in slow motion. He saw his juice shoot out in an arch and land on her nose and then splatter across her cheeks. It didn't seem real... he couldn't actually be squirting his sperm into this beautiful woman's face. Yet, there it was in front of him, running down her cheek.
Mary yelped and pulled her head back in shock. The next volley hit her between her breasts and the next landed on her bodice. It began to cover her dress as she continued to pump the spewing shaft. She had never seen so much cum. It was as if she had turned on a water hose. The flow finally began to dwindle. Mary had sperm all over her face, on her dress and even on her bare thighs.
When Ryan could think again, he realized what he had done and his face turned scarlet. He wanted to say he was sorry but no words would come out. He was mortified that he had lost control as he stared at her soiled dress and dripping face, waiting for her wrath. To his complete and utter surprise, she smiled at him and stuck out her tongue. She lapped across his still throbbing penis, taking a gob of his cum on her tongue. Then, as Ryan watched she swallowed it.
Mary looked down at her spattered dress. "My but you cum like a horse," she said and laughed.
Finally finding his voice, Ryan stuttered, "I'm.... I'm... sorry."
"No harm, it will clean. Now, I think you probably have some other pools to clean."
"Uh... yeah..." the still stunned boy answered. Then he watched as the pretty woman got up and left him standing with his shorts still around his ankles.
Ryan was still in a daze as he went back outside, picked up his pool cleaning equipment and left the Wellsworth's mansion. However, there was a smile on his face and a bounce in his step.
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Chapter 5
The sun was bright and it was already searing hot as Ryan drove his car onto the parking lot at AquaSpa Pools. The air conditioning in his car had long ago ceased to work and he could feel sweat pouring down the back of his tank top. The parking lot was filled with cars so Ryan drove around back to the loading dock. As he parked and got out, he saw Benny Talbot working on the dock moving pool supplies into the storage area.
Benny was one of the few friends that Ryan had. He was older, having graduated three years earlier and was heading into his senior year at Hillsborough State College.
Ryan liked Benny. He was just a bit cocky and a real ladies man... the exact opposite of Ryan. Benny was a good-looking guy with almost movie star looks. He had been quarterback of the football team and dated all of the best looking girls in school. When Ryan was in the 9th grade, Benny had been assigned as his mentor. Benny's family was poor like Ryan's and the two of them shared that; it was almost like them against the world. They had developed a lasting friendship. Ryan almost looked at Benny as the older brother he never had.
"Hi Benny," Ryan said as he walked up the steps of the loading dock.
"Hey squirt," Benny said and flashed his lady-killer smile. "What're you doing here today? I thought you got your supplies last week?"
"I did. Actually I wanted to talk to you."
Benny saw a look of concern on Ryan's face. "Ah... lady trouble huh?"
"No... well yes... I guess you'd call it that."
"Well, you came to the right guy for advice," Benny laughed, his white teeth shining. He was pretty sure he knew what was bothering the kid. "Get me a Coke and we can chat."
Ryan went into the building and got two Cokes from the vending machine. Benny was sitting in the shade on the loading dock when he came out. "Here," Ryan said, handing him the Coke and sitting down."
"Thanks. Going to be a hot summer... good for the pool business though," Benny said, making small talk. When Ryan didn't respond Benny asked, "What's bugging you squirt?"
"It's nothing bad. I'm... I'm not really sure where to start."
"Start at the beginning my man," Benny laughed, slapping Ryan's back. "Benny's counseling service is open for business."
"Well, it's kind of has to do with the job. You see... I have... there are these two houses... the women... the women they... oh shit."
"Wait squirt, let me help you; there are two women that are coming on to you."
"How'd you know that?" Ryan asked in amazement.
Benny laughed and shook his head at Ryan. "You're such a nerd," he laughed and reached over to tousled Ryan's hair. "Get with the program kid. I thought you knew what was going on here?"
"What'd you mean."
"Are you really that na‹ve?" Benny said as he stared at his clueless friend. And then he answered his own question. "Yeah, I guess you are. All right, let me tell you the story of the 'birds and the bees'.
"Come on Benny, I'm serious. I have two houses where these gorgeous women have... have... well, you know, they have done things to me."
"What do you mean 'done things'? You telling me you haven't fucked them yet?" Benny asked incredulously. Then he laughed uproariously.
"No I haven't fucked them!" he returned quickly. "I don't want to lose my job."
Benny's laughter grew louder and tears came to his eyes.
Ryan had no idea what was so funny. He started to get a little angry.
Benny could barely speak but said, "You'll lose... you'll lose the job if you don't fuck them."
"Huh?"
Benny wiped his eyes and took a quick drink of his soda. "Listen kid... this organization here," he said using his thumb to indicate AcquaSpa Pools, "caters to the rich and famous. They provide... how should I say this... they provide more than pool services. In fact, I think they make more money on the 'other' services."
Suddenly it dawned on Ryan. His eyes opened in shock and he said in a loud voice, "You mean we're like pro... prostitutes?"
"Hold on there bud... let's not get on our high horse. All of us are prostitutes in one form or another. We all work for someone and get paid. Some of us use our body and some of us use our mind. It's all the same anyway. Some people sell their bodies as their chosen work. In fact, in my opinion, they are the really honest ones." Benny paused and took a sip of his Coke and then said, "However, we're not really selling our bodies. We clean pools for our pay and that's hard work, as I'm sure you have discovered. The rest is fringe benefit."
"I can't believe it," Ryan said truly stunned.
"Listen squirt, why do you think I've come back summer after summer... for the measly pay we get... or maybe the hard work... not on your life. I have three regular ladies that truly appreciate my company. Look over there," he said pointing to a shiny red Corvette. "That belongs to one of my lady friends. She lets me borrow it any time I like. I'm kind of hoping it becomes my graduation present," Benny said, gazing at the 400hp convertible. "Another lady sends me plane tickets to meet her down in Florida on my spring break. The way I figure it, if I was charging her for that... well, then I guess you could say I was a prostitute."
"But what about the money that AquaSpa is charging for our service... uh... both services? I'll bet it is a lot more than they pay us."
"What do I care what some rich lady has to spend or for that matter, what the company makes. More power to them... long live capitalism," Benny said and held up his Coke as if to toast some unseen person. Then he took a drink and continued, "Listen, these women have more money than dirt." Benny gazed out at the parking lot and paused. Then he said, "But, you know what? I've never asked any of my ladies for anything... not one dime. If they choose to treat me nice, then why would I argue with that."

Ryan sat with his mouth open. He didn't know what to say. What he was hearing made perfect sense but he knew there had to be something wrong with it.
"I've got to get back to work now kid." Benny crushed his coke can and tossed it into the trash. He said, "Just remember, if you're not interested in the job because it insults your morals or some other such nonsense, you can always quit and there will be fifty guys lined up to take your place by tomorrow." Benny began to move supplies again. He turned to Ryan and said, "Go for it squirt." His teeth flashed with his handsome smile.
Ryan drove off the parking lot and toward his first appointment with more confusion then before he talked with Benny. Fortunately, Mrs. Billing's pool was second on his list today and that would give him time to think. And, there was a lot to think about. On one hand he was angry and felt somewhat betrayed. But he wasn't sure by whom: the women, AquaSpa Pools or Benny. On the other, he knew that he would be a fool to leave the job. Probably every guy in his high school would give his arm to have the job. The thing that bothered him the most was that he had been so na‹ve. What Benny had said made perfect sense. Yet, he felt like everyone was using him. However he also knew that no one was forcing him to do anything. He could just turn around, take the supplies back and go home. Deep inside he knew he couldn't do that; his 18-year-old libido and the thoughts of things to come were driving him.
He finished his first house quickly and headed for the Billings. As he drove up the driveway of the Billings estate, he thought of Mary Wellsworth. At least she had been somewhat honest with him. Mrs. Billings on the other hand had fed him all that crap about psychosomatic disorders. He wondered if she were even a doctor. He felt himself getting angry again.
The door opened almost as soon as Ryan rang the bell.
"Hi Ryan," Ms. Baker said as she let Ryan in.
"Hi Ms. Baker," Ryan answered as pleasantly as he could.
"I was just going to fix lunch... would you like some?"
"Yes, that would be nice," he answered and followed her into the house. His eyes drifted down to her narrow waist and shapely behind. She is put together pretty good for an old lady, he thought. "Mind if I help you?"
"Sure, I would love the company." Ms. Baker led Ryan through the house and into a large, modern kitchen. "Ham sandwiches okay?" she asked as she bent over to get the makings out of the refrigerator.
Ryan didn't miss the fact that she was bending over further than she needed to. She had on another fairly short summer dress that was modestly long but cut rather low in the front. He could see the dress stretch over her buttocks as it pulled up to reveal the back of her thighs. Then she stood up and handed him some ham, a jar of mayonnaise and a tomato. He took them to the counter and waited for her to bring over the bread. When she did, Ryan stood close to her as she began to cut the tomato. He was much taller than the older woman was so he had a good view down the top of her dress. He was pretty sure that she knew where he was looking but she made no indication that she minded. When Ryan reached across the front of her to get a slice of bread he "accidentally" brushed against her breasts. His arm lingered longer than necessary. When he pulled back, he saw that her nipples had become hard. He felt his heart pounding in his chest and his penis began to stiffen.
"So, how long have you worked for the doctor?" Ryan asked as he turned to the side and leaned against the counter. While he tried to act calm, he was very nervous inside. His anger at being deceived was driving him. He had decided to see how far he could get today... with both women. He knew he was taking a big risk and could even lose his job.
As he stood next to the pretty woman, he almost willed his penis to lengthened down his leg. It was now clearly visible under his swim trunks. He saw the older woman's eyes look down and then quickly back up at him.
"Uh... almost uh... fifteen years now," she said, obviously flustered. She didn't look at Ryan as she continued to make the sandwiches.
"Really. And you were a nurse before that?" Ryan reached under her arm again and grabbed a piece of ham. As he did, his forearm rubbed against one breast again. He though he felt her shiver.
"Uh... yes... at a hospital for... for almost ten years."
"Wow, you don't look old enough to have been a nurse for twenty-five years," Ryan said sincerely.
"Thank you," she said and smiled, "I started working when I was 18... while I went to nursing school. Could I have the knife?"
"Sure," Ryan answered. As he picked up the knife, he let it drop on the floor at his feet. "Oops."
Ms. Baker squatted down and reached for the knife. As she did, her eyes fell on his swollen penis. It was trapped down one leg of his shorts and was throbbing. She stared, her face mere inches from the tent in his shorts.
Ryan's heart was about to jump out of his chest. He couldn't believe how bold he was being as he stood there, his hips almost thrusting toward her face. It seemed like minutes but was only seconds before the older woman caught herself and stood up. Her face was red and she was breathing a little heavier.
A minute later the two of them were siting at the kitchen table eating lunch Ryan asked her more questions about being a nurse and she asked him about school. They had a pleasant conversation except that Ryan's eyes rarely left the exposed cleavage of the older woman. He couldn't get the image out of his head of his sperm running between her breasts. His penis stayed hard the entire time.
When they were done, Ms. Baker got up and began to clear the table. "I think Mrs. Billings should be ready to see you now Ryan. Let me clean up these dishes and I'll take you up to her."
"That's okay, I can find her office if you don't mind."
"Okay, upstairs, third door on the left."
"Thanks," Ryan said with a big smile. He turned sideways to slip past her and as he did, he brushed his crotch against her buttocks. He paused and pressed himself slightly forward. He knew that she couldn't help but feel his hard penis. When he was about to grab her, his fear got the better of him. Instead he turned and exited the kitchen. He thought he heard Ms. Baker sigh.
Ryan bounded up the stairs, taking two steps at a time. When he got to the large oak door of Mrs. Billings office he hesitated. Again, his heart was beating rapidly, but not from the exertion of running up the steps. He tapped on the door and then turned the knob and opened it. Mrs. Billings was sitting at her desk again.
She looked up over her glasses and smiled. "Oh, hi Ryan. I was wondering where you were."
"I was having lunch with Ms. Baker."
"Great. She is a wonderful woman, not to mention an excellent nurse and housekeeper."
"I can see why you like her," Ryan said, his double meaning lost on Sandra.
"Have a seat. I was just looking over your test results and, to say the least everything on a physical level is perfect. Your sperm count is 180 million with a motility of nearly 90%."
"What does that mean?" Ryan asked as he sat on the sofa.
"Well, the average male is about 100 million with a motility of about 80%. It means that you had better watch out if you have unprotected sex. You have enough live sperm to populate the entire planet," Sandra laughed. She got up from behind the desk and walked over to Ryan carrying her clipboard.
She was wearing a wrap around dress that tied around her neck and crisscrossed her breasts, showing a large expanse of her cleavage. Ryan could see her breasts bouncing as she walked, indicating that she didn't have a bra on. She sat on the sofa next to him and crossed her legs, the split in her dress opening to reveal bare flesh above her knee.
"Now Ryan, I would like to delve a little deeper into your problems with shyness and embarrassment about your penis."
Ryan almost smiled. If she wants to play this game, I'll play along, he thought.
"So tell me more about how you have avoided contact with people because of your 'problem'."
With that, Ryan launched into stories about his younger days, some of them true and some fabricated. He tried not to lay it on too thick for fear that she would know that he was exaggerating. He told her how both boys and girls ridiculed him at school. The boys would tell the girls about his 'problem' and they would taunt him. As Ryan told his stories, he tried to find a tear but couldn't. He managed a sad look though.
"Children can be cruel," Sandra said and she leaned over and grasped Ryan's hand and gave it a squeeze. As she did, the top of her dress slipped open, revealing most of her breasts.
Ryan knew that he was meant to see that. He felt his penis begin to move in his shorts. "That kind of ridicule continued through high school. I guess it's why I became such an introvert. It became very difficult for me to socialize, especially with girls. The few times I have gone out with a girl and we would begin to make out, it would come to an end when they put their hand on my... my... you know down there."
"They placed their hand on your penis or cock Ryan. Please don't be afraid to talk honestly with me."
"Okay. When they placed their hand on my cock, they always got scared. First they would want to see it but then sometimes they would jerk me off. Lots of time they just wanted to be taken home." That part was a lie. Ryan bowed his head as if the words were difficult to find. However, most of what he was saying was the truth and he found it difficult to talk about it to someone... especially a woman. "One time... one time a girl said she wanted to... to suck me... but then when she saw it... well, it wouldn't go into her mouth. I know girls do that kind of thing but I don't think one could ever do it to me."
"Nonsense Ryan. Remember, I've seen your penis and I am certain it would go into a wo... uh girl's mouth."
"I don't know," Ryan said, looking down at his now swollen penis covered by his swim shorts. He looked up and saw that Doctor Billings was looking too. "I'm sorry... it's just that talking about this stuff gets me horny... uh excited. It's getting uncomfortable... do you mind if I adjust it?" Ryan's heart was thumping in his chest and he held his breath.
Doctor Billings eyes began to show her excitement. "Uh... certainly Ryan. We... uh, we don't want you to be uncomfortable."
With that Ryan reached down and grasped his penis. However, instead of pulling his penis upward he acted like he accidentally pulled his shorts up his leg, revealing the swollen head. He saw the doctor's eyes grow wide. Her mouth opened and her tongue came out and she unconsciously licked her lips.
Ryan held his shorts above his penis and stood up, his heart almost leaping out of his chest. Now his penis was facing the floor, trapped along the leg of his swim trunks. The swollen head was dripping a clear juice down his thigh. He pulled the leg of his shorts higher, allowing his penis to spring outward. Suddenly it was pointing directly at the doctor's face. "Look at how big the head is," Ryan said as he squeezed the base, causing the head to swell even larger. "I don't think a woman could get it into her mouth." With that Ryan boldly moved forward until his penis was almost touching Doctor Billings mouth. Ryan took a deep breath and said, "Do you think you could get it into your mouth?"
The doctor looked up at Ryan and then back at his penis. He could see that she was excited and breathing heavily. It seemed like an hour but was only seconds before he saw her slowly open her mouth. Ryan felt like he was going to climax when he felt his penis touch the pretty woman's lipstick covered mouth. With a trembling hand he boldly reached out and grabbed the back of her head. His hips moved forward, the swollen head stretching the doctor's lips wide. He felt the doctor pushing forward, trying to get the large head inside. She pulled back and wet her lips and then licked around the head. Then she moved forward again, grabbing the back of Ryan's thighs. She pulled him forward as she pressed her mouth onto the swollen crown. With an almost audible pop, it slipped inside. Ryan moaned loudly. He had never felt anything as exciting in his young life. His balls began to churn as he felt the doctor's tongue begin to lick the head. He was afraid to pull back for fear that it would somehow break the spell that consumed them both. Instead, he rocked his hips gently and let the head move within confines of her warm mouth.
The doctor was obviously very excited now. Little moans were escaping her lips as she sucked and licked the large head. A steady stream of juice filled her mouth and slipped down her throat. When she heard Ryan moaning and felt his fingers tighten in her hair, she knew that he was close.
Ryan wanted to warn the doctor. He had no idea whether she would let him come in her mouth or not. Most of the boys said the girls wouldn't do that, or if they did, they would spit it out right away. "Can I... can I cum in... in your..." he gasped. Suddenly he had to warn her. "Doctor Billings I'm... going to... cummmmm."
The doctor's answered with a groan and she sucked harder. She reached up and wrapped her hand around his penis, pumping it slowly as her lips tightened around the head in preparation.
When Ryan felt the warm hand of the doctor on his shaft, he knew he was lost. There was nothing he could do to hold back the tide of cum that was welling up in his balls. "Oh Goddddd!!!" he gasped as he pushed his hips forward. The head of his penis swelled to twice the normal size, filling the doctor's mouth and stretching her lips to the maximum before it began to unleash his pent up cum. It blasted from the head like a volcano, spewing his thick cream directly down the doctor's throat.
Doctor Billings wasn't exactly surprised by Ryan's quick climax but she wasn't entirely prepared for the volume of cum that filled her mouth and throat either. She swallowed as quickly as she could before another blast filled her mouth. Her body trembled as the thick white cream slid down her throat and into her stomach.



Over and over Ryan's swollen balls pumped his thick cream into her mouth. It took quite some time before his hands eased on the back of her head. When they did, the pretty doctor didn't pull away immediately. She continued to moan deep in her throat as she sucked the rapidly shrinking head, her hand still trying to milk more from his depleted balls.
Ryan finally staggered backward and fell onto the sofa. He closed his eyes as his still thumping heart gradually returned to normal.
Doctor Billings sat on the sofa in stunned silence. She wasn't exactly sure how things had gotten out of hand so quickly; she thought that she was the one doing the seducing. She stood up on unsteady legs and said rather abruptly, "Well, Ryan... I think we made some real progress today. I'll see you next week." Although she tried to act professional, there was still a tremor in her voice and, unknown to her, a gob of cream at the corner of her mouth. She pushed a lock of hair from her face and straightened her dress before walking over to her desk on unsteady legs and sitting down. Then she put her glasses on, pretending to make notes on Ryan's chart.
Ryan stood up and shyly said, "Okay... I... I'm... uh...I'll just go." With that he let himself out of the doctor's office. He stood in a daze on the balcony for a few seconds. Then he heard Ms. Baker in the kitchen and walked down the stairs. He slipped quietly up behind her and stopped. His liaison with the doctor had emboldened him. He reached out, wrapped his arms around her and grasped her breasts from behind. She squealed and tried to jump away but Ryan held her tight. "Thanks for the conversation at lunch," he whispered as he slowly massaged her large breasts in both hands. His penis hardened against her buttocks. It took only seconds before he felt her stop struggling. She began to breathe heavily as she leaned back into him.
"I have to do the pool now. Will I see you next week?" he whispered into her ear.
"Uh... yes..." the suddenly excited woman hissed.
With that he kissed her neck and then abruptly let her go and headed out to the car.
Ryan was whistling as he gathered up his pool supplies and walked around to the pool. He could hardly wait to visit Mrs. Wellsworth next week.
Chapter 6
The rain was pouring so hard that the old windshield wipers on Ryan's car were unable to clear the window and he almost passed the Wellsworth estate. He hit the brakes and turned quickly into their driveway. Suddenly, a lightning flash made the old iron gates look like something out of a bad horror movie. He stretched his arm out the permanently opened window and pressed the buzzer. Jigs sounded irritated when he answered. "Sorry Jigs but the pool still has to be cleaned, even when it rains."
The gates opened and Ryan drove up the driveway and around to the servants parking. He put on a thin plastic raincoat and got his equipment. As he approached the pool, another bolt of lightning flashed in the sky. Ryan realized that it wasn't a good idea to be holding a metal vacuum pole while standing near a pool in an electrical storm. He quickly tested the pool chemicals and adjusted the chlorine setting and then went into the main cabana to wait out the storm.
Ryan made himself comfortable on a lounge chair and listened to the rain pouring on the canvas roof. It was a hot and humid day so Ryan slipped off his raincoat and then his shirt, leaving him in sandals and swim trunks. He sat back and waited. A few minutes later he saw someone with an umbrella come out of the house. The rain was falling so hard that it was difficult to see who it was until they were almost at the cabana. A smile brightened his face when he saw Mrs. Wellsworth step quickly into the cabana and close the umbrella.
"My but you are a dedicated pool service man," Mary said as she sat the umbrella in the corner.
Ryan liked the "man" part. "Service is our business," he quipped.
Mary was wearing a floor length white terrycloth bathrobe and her hair was pulled back into a ponytail.
Ryan noticed that she wasn't wearing any makeup. His heart fluttered when he realized that she was prettier without the makeup; she actually looked younger. Suddenly, the gloomy day brightened considerably for him.
"I thought you might like a little company while you wait out the storm," Mary said as she turned and reached up to untie the rope holding the curtain of the cabana open. She let that one fall and then untied the other side and let it fall, enclosing the room in a hazy glow.
A bolt of lightning flashed and Ryan saw Mrs. Wellsworth's smiling face as she stood at the entrance. The sound of the rain on the canvas roof was almost enough to overshadow Ryan's suddenly pounding heart. He watched in amazement as she began to slowly untie her robe. His eyes grew wide when the robe opened slightly, revealing that she was naked underneath. His penis sprung to life as he saw the beautiful woman slip the robe from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. He stared at her gorgeous body. The light behind her silhouetted her form, exaggerating the curve of her waist and the flare of her hips. Her breasts sat firmly on her chest and her nipples were already hard. He glanced down at her smoothly shaven sex lips and saw a sparkle of liquid.
The room was suddenly very quiet with only the occasional clap of thunder and the drone of the steady rain falling on the roof. The now naked woman walked over to another lounge chair and sat down. Then she patted the seat next to her.
Ryan quickly stood up, his penis tenting his swim shorts as he walked over and sat beside her.
"Do you think I'm pretty?" Mary asked almost shyly.
"God yes," Ryan gushed as he stared into her beautiful blue eyes.
"Pretty enough to kiss?"
Ryan's head was spinning with excitement as he watched her lean close to him and close her eyes. He moved closer, tentatively touching her lips with his. Suddenly, before he knew it, her mouth was mashed to his and her tongue was pushing into his mouth. He wrapped his arms around her warm, naked body and moaned as he forced her tongue out of his mouth and pushed into hers. His mouth filled with the peppermint freshness of her saliva and wondered if his mouth tasted as nice. He could feel her nipples almost burning into his naked chest and his penis throbbed in his shorts, threatening to release his cum.
Mary pulled away and leaned back on the lounge chair, pulling Ryan with her. She pulled his mouth back to hers quickly.
Ryan was bent over uncomfortably so he moved until he was kneeling on the lounge next to her thighs, his hands on either side of her head holding him slightly above her now squirming body. He felt her reach for his hand and she pulled it to one of her soft breasts. A moan escaped his lips when he felt her warm flesh under his callused palm. He kneaded the soft mound before finding the nipple. His head was spinning so fast that he though he might pass out. It was impossible for him to believe that he was here, kissing this beautiful naked woman. It was more than he had ever dared dream.
The older woman moaned into his mouth as he began to squeeze the hard nub between his fingers. She moved under him until his knees were now between her legs. Suddenly her legs wrapped around his back and she pulled him down until he was lying on her, his covered erection pressing into her naked groin. Then she began to push his head further down.
Ryan got the message and began to kiss down the soft skin of her neck. She tasted almost sweet to his tongue. He could smell her delicate perfume as he kissed and licked the soft expanse of skin leading down to her shoulder. Soon he reached the crook of her neck and he bit her gently. He felt her shiver and goose bumps appeared on her body. He moved lower, across her collarbone and down until he felt a heaving breast under his lips.
"Oh Jesus, suck my nipples," Mary gasped, finding her voice for the first time.
Ryan didn't need any instructions on what to do. He opened his mouth and sucked one hard nipple inside. He bit it gently and worried it with his tongue, bringing moans of encouragement from the excited woman. When that nipple was pulsing with blood, he began to kiss across the divide to the other mound. He couldn't believe how soft and smooth the flesh of her breasts felt under his lips. The other nipple was already hard and pulsing as he took it into his mouth. When that one was wet with his saliva, he used his hands to pull them together, trying to suck both nipples into his mouth at the same time.
Mary began to push on his shoulders, forcing him to let go of her breasts and move downward. He kissed across her firm stomach, using his tongue to tickle her flesh and leaving a trail of saliva behind. Below her navel, he kissed across to the bone of her hip and back to the other side, teasing her and making her wait. He felt her hips squirming under him, her hands squeezing his shoulders almost painfully with her long, red painted fingernails.
"Please," she begged.
Ryan knew what she wanted. However, he was a fast learner and knew that, unlike men, women loved to be teased to distraction. He kissed down her stomach until he reached her pubic mound. He loved that she was totally devoid of hair. He tickled the opening to her sex with the tip of his tongue before moving to the side. There he ran it down the grove between her outer lips and her thigh and back up again before moving to the other side.
"Oh Jesus," Mary cried, amazed at the young man's skill. She reached for his head and tried to bring it to her throbbing vagina but felt him resist.
Determined to drive her mad with desire first, Ryan pulled his head back. He looked up at the lust-contorted face of the beautiful woman and smiled. Then he started down at her sex. The muted light in the humid cabana gave her lips an almost surrealistic glow. The inner lips were swollen and protruding from the smooth outer lips. While he had very little to compare it to, he thought her vagina was beautiful. The inner lips were quite large and they were swollen with blood and slick with her juice. At the top, a tiny hood of skin covered her clit. He used two fingers to open her, letting the smooth button pop free. It was round and smooth, about the size of a large pea. He could see it actually moving, pulsing with excitement. Just below, there was a clear bubble of juice coming from inside her hole. He opened her wider and watched the clear juice overflow and trickle out of her, slowly disappearing in the crease of her buttocks.
"Oh Ryan, please eat meeeee!" Mary begged, trying to pull his head down.
For a second Ryan resisted, enjoying the sight of her sex so close to his mouth. However, his own need to taste her got the better of him and he let her pull his head down.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" she screamed as his tongue split her lips and slipped inside.
Ryan almost climaxed when he tasted her sweet juice. It flowed out of her like a river and he caught as much as he could on his tongue. He swallowed and then sucked the fat lips into his mouth, creating a sucking noise that echoed off the canvas walls of the cabana. Then he began to plunge his tongue in and out.
"Yes, yes, yes," Mary gasped, pulling his head to her and bucking her hips into his face.
Ryan grabbed her hips in an attempt to hold them still. When that didn't work, he grabbed her thighs and lifted them, pressing them backward until they were on her breasts. He looked up at her, his face dripping with her juice. "Do you want me to suck your clit," he teased.
"Yessssss!!!"
"Hold your legs back," he ordered. When she did, he used his hands to open her. Then he used his index finger and middle finger to push the hood back and free her now very swollen clit. Slowly he lowered his mouth. First he just touched the clit with the tip of his tongue, tickling it and bringing cries of frustration from the excited woman. Then he sucked the little pea into his mouth.
"Ohhhhhhhhh Goddddddddd!!!" Mary screamed and bucked her hips upward. Lightning flashed outside as explosions began to go off in her head. Her body almost doubled over as she lifted her hips up and pulled her knees tightly to her chest. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her face reflected a supine grimace of pleasure.
Ryan saw the lightning and heard the thunder but wasn't sure it had come from outside. He too was lost in pleasure; his senses overcome with the taste of her flowing juices and her convulsing body.
If anything, Mary's orgasm was better than the one last week, and that one had been incredible. The hazy glow created by the flashes of lightning, the heat of the room and sound of the rain on the cabana combined to give this climax an intimacy that was beyond description. Her body was floating on a sea of pleasure that made her forget where she was. Her screams echoed outside the cabana and had there been a stranger around, they would have wondered if someone were being murdered. As it was, the only person that heard was Jigs, who was standing on the balcony overlooking the pool, his old penis finding a life it hadn't known in years.
Ryan continued to eat Mary, never pausing as one climax faded into another and her body convulsed in pleasure. His mouth would fill with her sweet juices until he had to swallow and that sent electric current through him and make his almost painfully hard penis throb with need.
It was almost a half-hour later when he finally relented and allowed her to push his hungry mouth from her incredibly swollen sex lips. His eyes were glazed over with passion, his expression almost primal, as he stared down lustfully at her wrinkled and almost grotesquely swollen inner lips. They were pink from his relentless sucking and wet with her juices and his saliva. The normally prominent and smoothly shaved outer lips were mostly hidden from view by the bulging inner lips.
Mary legs slipped to the lounge chair in exhaustion. Her chest still heaved with excitement as she looked up at the excited young man. Her eyes fell to his penis pulsing under his shorts, threatening to rip the material. When she caught her breath she whispered, "Stand up."
Ryan did as she asked, his heart still pounding in his chest and there was a large wet spot where his juices had soaked through his swim trunks.
Mary sat up and hooked her fingers into the elastic waist of his swim trunks, quickly pulling his shorts to his feet. A little groan escaped her lips when she saw the throbbing penis bouncing up and down in front of her. The head was so swollen and heavy that the shaft almost couldn't hold it. Juice was hanging in slivery threads from the slit.
Through Ryan's sex induced haze he could see that there was still lust in the older woman's eyes. It appeared that she was struggling with her emotions. There seemed to be a long moment of indecision. Finally, her expression changed and she opened her arms to him.
Ryan moved into her embrace, a moan escaping his lips as he felt her warm body pressing to his.
Mary looked up at the excited young man and whispered, "You can't put it inside me but you can rub yourself against me," she whispered. Then, when a look of disappointment appeared on his face, Mary said, "Sorry." She pulled his head down and kissed him tenderly, wrapping her arms around his neck.
Ryan lowered his body until he was lying on her, his chest pressed to her soft breast and his penis lying on her stomach, their lips locked together again. Ryan decided that he liked kissing her. Her lips were soft and warm and the connection felt incredibly intimate. The sensuous way she sucked on his tongue and used her own tongue to circle around his sent chills down his spine.
As they continued to kiss, Mary reached down and grasped his penis.
Ryan lifted up slightly and allowed her to pull it down until it was touching her still swollen lips.
Gently she began to move the swollen head up and down, grazing her lips and mixing their juices.
"Oh God," Ryan gasped. He was now thankful that he had masturbated twice that morning so that he wouldn't climax too soon. However, he still felt an overwhelming urge to climax. He had to think about something else... something that would take his mind off of the immediate need for release. He conjured up a picture in his mind: he was cleaning old lady Mason's pool. She was a crotchety old woman that was never satisfied with anything he did. It worked and the crisis passed.
The closed-in cabana was now very humid as the wet air and the hot day combined to build the heat until both of them were drenched with perspiration.
Their lips parted as Mary pushed Ryan onto his side. There were beads of sweat on her face, her hair was wet and her eyes were now wild with lust again. She pulled one leg up and threw it over Ryan's waist and quickly pulled his penis back to her swollen sex.
Ryan moaned as she again began to rub his swollen head on her outer lips again. Then, as she rubbed it across her hole, he felt the tip slip inside just a little. As the fat lips begin to caress the head, he humped his hips, hoping to push it in deeper. However, she pulled away, moving her hips backward, allowing only the tip to penetrate her.
Unknown to Ryan, there was tempest of emotions creating havoc for Mary. She wanted to take him inside with every fiber of her being. But it was far too dangerous. This was just to be a game she reasoned. If she didn't go all the way, it was somehow okay and she was safe. However, her resistance was rapidly slipping now that she had let it go this far.
Ryan bucked his hips again and gasped as the head of his penis slipped further into her. He reached down and grasped her waist. Then he made a sudden move with his hips and suddenly the head was all the way inside to the ridge.
"Nooooo!!!" Mary gasped. Her heart pounded in her chest as she felt the incredibly large head stretching her. Just a moment more, she told herself... a moment more and she would put a stop to this.
With a gradual increase in pressure, almost too slight to feel, Ryan began to move deeper. Ever so slowly the shaft began to enter the moaning woman.
Mary threw her head back and forth and continued to whisper "no". However, her body was saying, "Yes." It took great will power not to lift her hips to him as she felt the head sliding against the walls of her vagina.
Ryan had never felt anything so good in his young life. The slick walls were driving him mad. He could feel every bump and ripple in her warm canal. He desperately wanted to plunge into her but instead he continued a steady pressure, forcing himself into her. Suddenly the swollen head hit bottom and he was totally buried inside her.
Mary was gasping for breath now. The swollen head was stretching her vagina walls like nothing she had ever experienced. Her hips began to move in little twitching motions and the walls of her vagina began to flutter on the shaft. Her hole was now pulsing from top to bottom, squeezing the shaft like a velvet glove. "No... no... no," she moaned.
Ryan waited for a second, loving the warm wetness of her clenching hole. He now knew what all the guys talked about. But, it was better then he had ever dreamed... better than anyone could have possibly described. The sensation was almost too much for him and he fought back the urge to climax. Taking a deep breath of air into his oxygen starved lungs he slowly pulled back several inches. Then, with a quick push of his hips, he went all the way inside again.
There was an explosion in the overheated woman's brain and she suddenly lost all control and screamed, "Fuck me! Fuck me Ryan!"
Ryan heard the words but they didn't register immediately. He felt Mary grasping his back with her hands, her fingernails digging deeply into his skin.



She began to pull him over until he was on top of her again, forcing his penis to press to the bottom of her hole. Then her legs flew up and wrapped around his waist.
Ryan took a ragged breath and began to slowly pull out. With the head at the entrance, he paused for a second, hips suspended in air, weight on his hands. He looked down at the beautiful woman. He held the position, staring into her lust-contorted face. Seconds ticked by.
"Fuck me... fuck me," she screamed.
With a smile and an animal like growl he pushed back inside, slipping all the way into her until his balls slapped the cheeks of her ass.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh Godddddd!" she moaned incoherently.
A moan escaped Ryan's lips as her warm hole pulsed around him. He paused for a second, catching his breath. Then he pulled out and lifted up on his arms and looked down at Mary's face again. She was staring back at him. Her blue eyes were deep pools of lust and he almost felt as though he could fall into them. He locked his eyes on hers and began to thrust into her, his hips moving up and down forcing his penis all the way into her before pulling almost all the way out. He began a steady rhythm. The room quickly filled with the sloppy sucking sound of mating sex organs.
Mary pulled Ryan down until his chest was pressed to her breasts. She held on with her thighs locked around his waist and her arms around his neck. A second later, she began to climax again. Now each thrust seemed to bring on another climax until she was lost in one long orgasm.
Within seconds Ryan felt his balls begin to tighten. The friction of Mary's tight hole was taking him rapidly over the top. He pushed as deeply as he could go and froze, sucking in his breath. Then a long moan escaped his lips as his sperm began to squirt into her. His mind went blank as the pleasure of his first ever climax inside a woman rushed through him. His sperm blasted against her walls and splattered back to coat the pulsing head as the thick cream filled her hole. After the first several squirts, Ryan began to move again, letting the clenching of her warm hole milk him like a velvet vacuum.
Finally when Ryan's balls were empty he pushed deeply inside and relaxed onto her body, her heaving chest matching his heavy breathing. Gently he kissed her lips, letting his penis rest inside her saturated hole. A minute or two later he raised up on his arms again.
Mary sighed as if she thought it was over and she waited for him to pull out.
However, Ryan had other ideas. With a smile he began to move his still hard penis in and out again.
The older woman's eyes opened in amazement when she realized that he was still hard. "Ryan," she gasped.
He didn't answer. Instead he began a slow and steady thrusting of his hips.
"You're going to kill me," she hissed. Yet her arms and legs squeezed him tight and she began to show signs of excitement again.
He began to move faster.
Within seconds, the cabana was filled again with their moans of pleasure and the sucking sound of their slapping groins. This time the coupling lasted a long, long time. Mary lost track of the number of climaxes as her body writhed on the lounge chair. Her hair was now matted to her head with sweat and her body was dripping. She welcomed Ryan's sweat as it merged with hers.
Eventually Ryan reached his peak for the second time and he thrust deeply into her and emptied his balls again, filling her hole to overflow. He collapsed onto the still trembling woman as his hard penis finally began to grow soft.
It was some time before either of them moved.
Ryan moved his hips back, his penis slipping from her with a sucking sound, followed by his thick white cum. He moved back and sat heavily on a lounge chair, allowing Mary's legs to slip down and her thighs to rest on his. His eyes stared down at the exhausted woman. Her eyes were still closed and her chest was still heaving. He could see the redness on her cheeks and neck where his whiskers had rubbed her. When his eyes drifted down to her groin, he almost gasped; her still swollen and ravaged sex lips were spread wide and his sperm was running out like a river.
Finally Mary opened her eyes. She stared up at Ryan with a look of admiration. However, it was tinged with regret. She had never planned on letting it go this far. She chastised herself for losing control as she slowly stood up and put her robe back on wordlessly. Then she sighed and a little smile showed at the corner of her mouth. She bent over and gently kissed him. "You're corrupting me," she said with a self-conscious smile. Then she quietly turned and before he could answer, pushed through the canvas curtains and was gone.
The rain had finally stopped and the sun was shinning as she walked carefully toward the house. Ryan's copious sperm was running from her now sore and saturated vagina. She chastised herself again for losing control. She knew that what she had just allowed to happen was crazy and dangerous. Yet, it had been years since she had been so thoroughly ravished. Her husband Lloyd was a good man but he had long since passed his prime. On the rare occasion when they had sex, she couldn't tell if he had even cum inside her. However, with Ryan, there was no doubt about it. The evidence was running down her thighs, all the way to her knees.
There was a wide smile on Ryan's face also as he finished his pool work and left for his next appointment. He felt like he was walking on clouds. He suddenly realized what it felt like to be a man: not cocky or arrogant but confident, with more than a little pride. An hour and a half with Mrs. Wellsworth had done more for him than all the psychoanalyzing in the world.
Chapter 7
Ryan was humming to himself as he rang the doorbell at the Billings house the following day. The weather had turned unseasonably cool but he hardly noticed. His every thought was consumed by what had happened yesterday. Images of Mrs. Wellsworth were constantly in his head. He could feel her soft skin against him and smell her sweet perfume. The only time he thought of anything else was when he thought of Mrs. Billings. She was different but nonetheless sexy and he was eagerly anticipating their meeting today. He felt that he was no longer quite the shy and inexperienced boy. In a few short minutes yesterday he had become a man. However, he was pretty sure that his innocence was what turned Mrs. Billings on. If that was the case, he was more than willing to continue to play that role.
The door opened and Ms. Baker stood silently for several seconds, staring at the daydreaming boy.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Ryan said when he saw her staring at him. It almost felt like she could tell what he had been thinking.
She was wearing a pair of tight white slacks with a low cut short-sleeved sweater. Both garments hugged her body like a second skin. Under the top, he could see that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Come on in, Mrs. Billings has a patient with her but she should be done in a few minutes."
Ryan followed the sexy woman into the house, his eyes on her ample backside as it swayed in front of him. He had thought that she had a great ass but now he was sure. The slacks were so tight that the seam ran between her buttocks, separating and emphasizing each cheek. He felt his penis begin to twitch.
"I was just about to have lunch. Are you hungry?" she said without turning around
"No ma'am, I had a late breakfast. But I'll still join you if you don't mind?" His eyes still on her buttocks.
"Please do," she said, smiling over her shoulder at him.
Ryan could tell that she saw where he was looking. He stared back, flashing his handsome smile.
Ms. Baker had the makings of a salad laid out on the counter.
Ryan picked up a carrot and started to eat it as he leaned against the counter and watched her began to make her lunch. "So, Ms. Baker, is there a Mr. Baker... I mean, I don't see a ring? And... you're so pretty and all." Ryan felt himself blush again. He hated that.
Ms. Baker looked up thoughtfully, almost sadly. "There was a Mr. Baker years ago but we've been divorced for a long time. Actually, I'm engaged again. Well, not officially, but soon."
"Really?" Ryan was surprised.
"Are you surprised that I'm divorced or that I'm getting married again?"
"Neither, I was just curious." His eyes wandered down to her low cut top. He could see the soft white flesh almost overflowing the top. Her nipples were hard. He felt the familiar stirring in his groin.
"I've worked for Sandra for many years. I moved in about ten years ago, a while after her husband died. He was a lot older than she was when they got married but her husband's death still hit her hard. She needed somebody and I needed to get out. It's worked out well for both of us. Actually, Sandra is the one that introduced me to Vic... my fianc‚. He's a good friend of her husband's."
Ryan figured that Vic must be a lot older than Ms Baker if he was a friend of Sandra's husband, but he didn't say anything. Instead he reached over and grabbed another piece of carrot, and like the other day he "accidentally" rubbed his arm on her breast. As he brought the carrot back, the back of his hand touched one of her nipples.
The older woman paused and took a deep breath.
Ryan thought he was in big trouble. But after a moment when she began to work on her salad again, Ryan was relieved and suddenly very excited. Boldly he leaned his arm on the counter and slipped his hand under her arm. Then he reached out with his index finger and touched her nipple, using his finger to make a gentle circle around the tip.
Ms. Baker paused in the middle of cutting a tomato. She didn't look at him but instead dropped her head and closed her eyes.
When she did nothing to stop him, Ryan opened his palm and grasped her breast. He suppressed a moan when he felt her soft flesh in his hand.
Suddenly the kitchen was filled with sexual tension. Ryan's penis was pulsing in his shorts and Ms. Baker had begun to breathe heavily. He grew bolder and began to squeeze her breast. Then he pushed her shoulder back until she turned toward him. He saw that her eyes were open but glassy and he wasn't sure if it was from fear or excitement. He reached out and now with both hands began to squeeze her breasts.
"Ryan," she whispered, her eyes hooding over in obvious pleasure. "I'm... I'm almost a married woman," she pleaded weakly. But she didn't stop him as he boldly slipped both hands into her top to grasp her breasts.
He lifted them out of her top.
"Oh God," she moaned.
Then Ryan pulled her into his arms, her warm breasts pressing to his chest. Instead of pushing him away, she turned her face up to him expectantly.
Ryan pressed his now hard penis to her stomach and bent his head until his lips met hers. She moaned through her opened mouth as his mouth covered hers and his tongue slipped inside.
Suddenly there was a noise from upstairs... voices and a closing door. The two of them jumped apart and looked toward the steps. Fortunately, most of the kitchen could not be seen from the balcony.
Ryan rushed over and sat down at the table to hide his erection and Ms. Baker quickly covered her exposed breasts. A second later, a middle aged man came down the stairs.
"Goodbye Ms. Baker," he said and waived as he headed for the door.
"Goodbye Mr. Lindsay," Ms. Baker answered and waived back. Then she turned to Ryan.
Ryan couldn't tell from her expression if she was angry or not.
"I think Doctor Billings is ready for you now Ryan," she said breathlessly.
When he stood up, his half-hard penis was still noticeable in his shorts. He saw Ms. Baker's eyes drift down. His face turned red.
"Sandra is going to think you're glad to see her," she suddenly quipped. Then she shocked him by reaching down and grasping his penis; moving her hand up and down several times and making it grow stiff again. "Have fun," she whispered before turning back to the counter.
By the time Ryan was at Doctor Billing's door, his penis had shrunk until it was only half-hard. He took a deep breath and opened the door.
Dr. Billings was sitting at her desk as usual. She looked up over her glasses as he entered and said, "Have a seat, I will be with you as soon as I finish filling out Mr. Lindsay's chart."
Ryan saw her eyes linger on his shorts and was pretty sure she could tell that he was excited. He sauntered over to the sofa, sat down and crossed his legs.
A few minutes later Doctor Billings got up and came over to the sofa. She was wearing a pleated blue skirt and matching blazer. Underneath she had on a white blouse with ruffles down the front. She sat down with Ryan's chart on her lap. "Okay, where did we leave off last week?"
With my cum in your mouth, Ryan thought but didn't say.
She looked at her chart and said, "Yes, we were talking about oral sex."
Ryan thought, I don't think we were just talking.
"Before we go on, do you have any questions for me."
"Uh... no, I don't think so."
"Come on Ryan, if I am going to help you, you must feel free to speak honestly."
"Well... uh..." Ryan stuttered, trying to think of something to ask, avoiding her eyes. He took a deep breath and said, "Uh... you... uh when you sucked me... uh you swall... swallowed. My friends say most girls won't do that." He paused and looked at her face. He thought he saw a slight blush.
"Well, that is somewhat true. My experience is that there are some girl or women that don't like the taste. However, semen is nothing more than protein and is not harmful... assuming that the man is healthy. Then, there are just as many women that would never spit it out. They feel that it is a way to show closeness to their lover. Personally, I love the taste as much as the feeling of closeness." The doctor paused and added, "Does that answer your question?"
Ryan felt his penis coming to life again. "Uh... yes it does, thanks."
"Okay Ryan, I know that you have had limited experience with girls and you stated that your problem was the size of your penis head. Do you think that that is your only problem with your shyness around women?"
"Well, I think so but I don't really know."
"Let's explore that if we can." The doctor looked down at her chart and made a note before she continued. "There are some boy, even men sometimes, that are generally embarrassed to be naked in front of a woman. Obviously there are many women like that as well. But the truth is, the naked body is the most natural thing in the world. We learned to wear clothes thousands of years ago to protect us from the elements and not from the view of other humans. Over the centuries, society dictated that we must wear cloth. However, in many cultures around the world, nakedness is a more natural state than wearing clothes." Doctor Billings paused again and tapped the eraser end of her pencil against her chin. "Are you embarrassed to be naked in front of women Ryan?"
"Uh... well uh... sure... I guess so." He thought of the first visit and how he had been naked in front of both women. That had certainly embarrassed him. But then yesterday with Mrs. Wellsworth... there wasn't any embarrassment then.
"Let's try a little experiment Ryan. Stand up please."
Ryan hesitated.
"Come on, stand up."
Ryan stood up with an uncomfortable feeling in the pit of his stomach.
"Take your clothes off."
"What?" Ryan said, thinking he had not heard her correctly.
"I want to see if you are embarrassed by being naked in front of a woman."
Suddenly all the confidence he had come in with vanished. His legs felt weak as he stood silently in front of the sexy woman and saw her lips were curled up in what could have been a smile. He could feel his face burning.
Doctor Billings was silent as she waited patiently.
The room was uncomfortably quiet. Ryan could suddenly hear the clock ticking on the wall; it sounded very loud. He had never noticed it before. His heart was pounding in his chest and his legs had turned to jelly. With trembling hands, he pulled his tee shirt up and over his head, baring his strong chest. Then he hesitated again, looking at Doctor Billings for any sign of a reprieve. When he saw none, he hooked his thumbs into his swim trunks and began to pull them down very slowly. Unintentionally he was teasing the doctor, almost like a male stripper. First his upper abdomen below his belly button was revealed. The muscles of his stomach formed a V that disappeared under his shorts. Then his pubic hair appeared. He stopped for a second when the elastic of his shorts reached his penis, forcing it further downward. He looked again for a reprieve. Seeing none, he pulled the elastic out, letting his half-hard penis spring out. It pulsed and in spite of his embarrassment began to grow. Suddenly it was pulsing up and down with his rapid heartbeat. Then he bent and pulled his shorts from his feet, relieved that he was covering his excitement from her view, if for only a moment. He stood back up and held his shorts modestly in front of him.
The doctor stared at him and remained silent.
Finally Ryan sighed and pulled the shorts from his front and tossed them onto the sofa.
The doctor's eyes stared at the boy's throbbing penis and she tried unsuccessfully to keep a professional demeanor. There was an excited glow on her face. "You have nothing to be ashamed of Ryan. In fact, you have one of the best bodies I have ever seen on a young man... or an older man for that matter. You should be proud."
Ryan was proud of his body but this was quite different. He could feel the flush from his face flow down his neck and across his chest.
"Turn around."
Ryan obeyed. He could almost feel the doctor's eyes on him... on his muscular back, moving down to his trim waist and across his strong buttocks. He squeezed his cheeks, almost as a reflex, emphasizing the muscles running down his buttocks and across the backs of his thighs. Then he remembered her finger and a shiver went through him and his penis throbbed.
"Very nice," the doctor said, a little breathlessly. "You can take your seat again." As Ryan reached to pick up his shorts, the doctor added, "And leave your clothes off please."
He looked at her in surprise but then sat down. The leather sofa felt cool to his now very heated body. His penis was throbbing at full mast.
Suddenly, there was a tap at the door. Before Doctor Billings answered, it opened and Ms. Baker looked into the office. "Oh, I'm sorry," she said but stepped into the room anyway.
Ryan sat with his face beet red and his hands trying unsuccessfully to cover his throbbing penis.
"I am going out to the market and wanted to know if you wanted anything special?" Ms. Baker asked the doctor but she was looking at Ryan.
"Yes, I have a list of supplies for the party next week. You may as well get some of the things now." With that the doctor got up and went over to her desk.
Ms. Baker continued to stare Ryan, her eyes on his hands as he vainly tried to cover his excitement.
Suddenly, some of Ryan's confidence came back. He figured if these ladies wanted to look at him, then why not. He glanced at the doctor and saw that she was bent over with her back to them, looking for the grocery list on the desk. With that, he moved his hands from his groin and allowed his penis to spring into the air. The large head was now almost purple and there was a steady stream of pre-cum juice running from the slit. Boldly he opened his legs, exposing his swollen testicles as well.
The look on Ms. Baker's face turned from a smile to clear excitement.
As Ryan stared at the woman, he wrapped his hand around his shaft and began to stroke it. He could almost see her tremble. When a large drop of clear juice bubbled from the head and began to run down the shaft, he saw her lick her lips. A tremor of excitement ran through him at the look of lust on her face. Then, when he saw Doctor Billings start to turn around, he placed his hands over his groin again and closed his legs.



The doctor had a piece of paper in her hand. She handed it to Ms. Baker who took one last look at Ryan and left.
Doctor Billings came back over and sat down on the sofa. "Well, that was quite bold of you," she said with a smile.
"Huh?"
"Your exposing yourself to Ms. Baker."
Ryan swallowed hard and wondered how she had seen that. Then he glanced at the desk and realized that she must have seen it by the reflection from the glass covering a picture on the wall behind her desk. His face grew redder.
"Don't be embarrassed. We are making great progress." The doctor sat back and crossed her legs, letting her skirt slip far up her thigh. Then she unbuttoned her blazer and allowed it to open. "It's getting rather warm in here, don't you think?"
Ryan almost gasped when he saw that her blouse was almost transparent and that he could plainly see her large brown nipples on either side of the ruffles down the front. His penis pulsed under his hands.
"Now Ryan, I want to ask you to do something for me. You can say no... I realize we may be progressing too fast." She paused as if re-thinking her request. Then she said, "Ryan, I want you to masturbate for me."
Ryan's eyes opened wide. It seemed that every time he though he had her figured out, she surprised him again. "Uh... I... uh... I'm not... not sure I can do that in front of you."
"Of course you can. Here, this should help." With that the doctor took off her blazer. Then she began to open her blouse. Slowly she unbuttoned each button until she reached her skirt. Then she pulled the blouse from her skirt and let it slip down her shoulders.
Ryan saw her breasts for the second time and felt an incredible wave of excitement rush through him. The size of her nipples still amazed him.
The doctor leaned back on the sofa and reached up for her breasts. She pulled on the nipples, making them harden under her fingers. "Go ahead," she said, her voice now a husky whisper.
Now Ryan had to make a decision. She had said he could refuse. However, his pounding heart and pulsing penis made the decision for him. Slowly he moved his hands, exposing his throbbing shaft. Then he wrapped his hand around the shaft as he stared at the large exposed breasts in front of him.
"My nipples are really sensitive... just like the head of your cock," the doctor said as she stared at Ryan and played with her nipples.
Ryan moaned and began to stroke himself. The juice from his overflowing head ran down the shaft to lubricated his hand. Within seconds the shaft was slick and there was a distinct squishing sound from the up and down movement.
"That's it... that's it, stroke your cock," the doctor hissed as she lost her professional demeanor. Her eyes began to hood as she watched Ryan and played with her nipples. She pulled the nipples out hard, lifting her heavy breasts. A moan of excitement slipped from her lips.
Ryan's eyes never left the doctor's breasts as he began to move his hand faster. He could feel his balls begin to squirm in their sacks.
The doctor could see that Ryan was getting close. She knew the signs. "Stand up and come over here," she whispered excitedly. This wasn't part of her plan. Excitement had overcome her good judgement.
Without hesitating, Ryan stood up and moved over to the doctor.
She sat up on the sofa and lifted her breasts. "Put your cock between my breasts."
Ryan almost climaxed at her words. He bent his knees and placed his penis between her soft flesh and gasped as she squeezed them together.
"Fuck my tits."
Ryan gasped but placed his trembling hands on her shoulders for support, as she held his penis between her mounds of flesh, and began to hump his hips, forcing his penis between her large breasts. When he would push upward, the swollen head would peek out and then when he pulled back, it would disappear again, covered by the fleshy mounds. The juice from the slit ran between her breasts and made the head slip easily betweenthe two.
Ryan was in heaven. It wasn't as good as being inside her mouth or a vagina but it was incredibly exciting nonetheless. Soon his hips began a steady rhythm, forcing his penis in and out of the warm mounds of flesh. "Oh God!" he moaned as he felt his balls begin to churn.
"Yes, that's it, fuck my tits," Doctor Billings hissed. She gasped for breath and watched the base of his shaft disappear under her breasts. On one push, the head came out of the top of her mounds and hit her under the chin. She bent her head and waited until it appeared again. When it did, she stuck out her tongue and licked the shaft quickly before it disappeared again.
Ryan felt her tongue on his swollen head and pushed upward and paused. Another moan escaped his lips as he felt her tongue lave the head. His balls pulled up to his body and he tensed. Suddenly he pulled back and pushed in again, almost violently. "Ahhhhhhh!!!" he screamed as the head grew and the slit opened, spewing his thick cream upward. The first blast hit the doctor under her chin.
She gasped.
Ryan pulled back and thrust again, blasting his juice onto her neck.
Doctor Billings began to groan with excitement as she felt the warm cum of the young man coat her neck before sliding down her breasts. Then, she let her breast go and grabbed his shaft, running her hand up and down rapidly and directing his squirting head to her breasts. "Yes, come on my tits," she hissed. Her hand squeezed the shaft, milking the cream onto the surface of her breasts and across the nipples. The thick white cream came out of his balls in torrents, covering her breasts with the slick warm cream. With her other hand she began to massage the juice into her mounds, smearing the sticky liquid across both orbs.
When Ryan's balls were depleted, he staggered backward and fell heavily into a leather chair. His eyes closed for a moment and he took a deep breath. When he opened them again, he saw the sophisticated woman lying back on the sofa with her eyes closed and her legs spread, smearing his cream on her still heaving chest. He could see a look of pleasure on her face and that her body was trembling. He wasn't sure if she was climaxing or not but he knew for sure that she was enjoying herself. He glanced between her legs and saw that the crotch of her panties was very wet. His sticky and still somewhat swollen penis began to grow again.
After several minutes the doctor opened her eyes. She looked over at Ryan who was sitting on the chair with a smile on his face and his hand wrapped around his penis. Suddenly she straightened up and looked embarrassed herself. Quickly she grabbed her blouse and slipped it on, covering her still very wet breasts. Then she put her blazer back on and stood up. "Uh... Ryan, I think that will be all for today. I have another appointment," she said.
Ryan was disappointed in her sudden change of demeanor. He was ready to go again and hoping that they could do more. However, her tone of voice didn't leave any doubt. He stood up and slipped on his shorts and shirt. When he looked over at the doctor, she was at her desk again, writing on his chart.
She didn't look up as she said, "I'll see you next week." Ryan couldn't see her squeezing her thighs together as his cream ran between her breasts and across her stomach.
With that Ryan let himself out of the office and walked down the stairs. By the time he reached the bottom of the stairs, his disappointment was gone. A smile came to his face at the thought of the pretty doctor sitting at her desk with his cum seeping through her blouse. Next time, he concluded, his cum wasn't going to be deposited on her breasts; he had a much warmer place in mind.
Later that afternoon, Sandra Billings and Mary Wellsworth sat under an umbrella at a swank outdoor caf‚. They normally got together once a week to catch up on local gossip. However, they had missed several dates and had only talked once on the phone since Ryan had arrived on the scene.
"So what do you think of our young pool boy?" Sandra asked with a smile.
"I should be asking you that question... you're the doctor you know."
"That's true," she laughed. "I think he's delightful."
Mary suddenly looked pensive and said, "So do I. Maybe too delightful."
"What's that mean? You haven't "done" it with him, have you?"
Mary bit her lip and looked away.
"You have!" Sandra gasped. "Mary Wellsworth, I'm surprised at you." Then a smile came to her face. "I thought you weren't going to go all the way?"
Mary suddenly looked like she was going to cry. "I... I... wasn't," she whispered. She looked down at her drink with an expression that looked like pain. "I know it's crazy but I... I couldn't help it. He came in me twice without ever pulling out."
Sandra sucked in her breath before she said, "That is dangerous. However, I have to admit that he is quite irresistible."
"You know it's not just that." She looked at her friend and the truth passed between them. "I'm a bad person." Tears began to well up in her eyes.
Sandra reached over and grabbed her hand tenderly. "No you're not. You're a woman with normal sexual desires and strong maternal instincts."
"Yes, but I'm happy with Lloyd. He treats me wonderfully in almost every way."
"That may be true, but he can't give you what you really want."
"I know," Mary sighed. "But I still feel guilty." She paused for a second and then said, "Well, maybe I got away with it this time."
"Probably not," Sandra said.
"What'd you mean?"
The waiter came over to deliver them another drink and Sandra paused. When he walked away, she looked at her friend and said, "I did his sperm count after the physical." The doctor's eyes opened wide as she added, "It was almost twice the normal level."

Mary gasped and her hand shook as she took a quick gulp of her drink.
Chapter 8
When Ryan awoke early the next morning he looked out the window and moaned. The unusual cold front that had begun on Wednesday had lingered into Thursday and brought a chilly rain. Today he dressed in a pair of jeans, a tee shirt and tennis shoes without socks. The jeans and the shirt fit his trim body snugly, emphasizing his strong arms and chest as well as his narrow waist. He put on a baseball cap and hurried downstairs.
Ryan's mother was in the kitchen getting her normal morning coffee and toast before heading off to work. "Hi Mom," Ryan beamed. He walked over to her and kissed her cheek, grabbing a piece of toast from her hand.
"Hey!" she complained with a smile.
Ryan smiled brightly at her as he took a bite.
"Why are you so happy on this dreary morning? Bet you met a new girl huh?" his mother asked.
"Well, kinda of," he answered noncommittally.
"You gonna bring her over to meet your old Mom?"
"You're not old Mom. You're almost the sexiest woman I know."
"Almost," she pouted, then added, "Hey... how many 'women' do you know anyway?"
"A couple," he said with his white teeth shining.
"Hmmm... I hope some of those old rich women you visit everyday haven't gotten their fangs into you." She looked at him with an intuition that only a mother could have.
Ryan was shocked. His Mom was a lot more perceptive than he gave her credit for. "There not old," he said before he realized it.
She pursed her lips as if in disapproval. Although she had no idea what was going on, she knew that Ryan needed to build self-confidence. She also knew that part of the responsibility for his shyness was because of her; she had always been overprotective with him. "Just be careful young man," she warned in a serious tone.
"Well, gotta run," he said quickly, wanting to cut off the conversation before it got too personal. He kissed her again and hurried out of the house.
The rain was pouring from the sky in torrents as Ryan rushed to his car. He turned the key and the engine groaned and backfired before turning over. He strained to see out the window as he pulled away from his house, leaving a trail of white smoke. The old windshield wipers were totally ineffective in the torrential downpour. Somehow he made it to the rich side of town before things started to get worse. The engine conked out several times but he was able to start it again. Finally as he ascended a long hill, the car just stopped; the engine gave one last loud bang and died.
"Shit!" Ryan yelled and slammed the steering wheel hard with his hand. A sudden pain rushed through his wrist and up his arm. "Ouch.... Goddamn it!" he groaned at his stupidity when realized that he had hurt himself. He sat in the car for a few minutes cursing to himself and rubbing his sore wrist, hoping the rain would slow. When it didn't, he realized that he was going to be late for his appointment and would need to get to a phone. He got out of the car and stood in the pouring rain, looking up and down the street. He was about two miles from his next appointment and about a mile from the Billings estate. He figured that if he tried to go up to any of the other houses, they would probably call the police. That is, if he could even get inside the gates.
Taking a chance that someone would be home he decided to risk the walk to the Billings place. Within a few minutes he was soaked to the skin. His baseball cap was sopping and his jeans were becoming heavy with water. His feet squished in his tennis shoes and he shivered, suddenly wishing that he had worn socks. By the time he reached the Billings estate, he looked like a drowned rat. In addition, his wrist was hurting worse and it had begun to swell.
He stood in the shelter of the small alcove at the Billings door and rang the doorbell. He waited a few minutes and rang again and then again. When the third ring brought no answer, he figured that no one was home. He turned to leave and started to walk down the marble steps when the door opened.
"Ryan... what are you doing here?" Ms. Baker called before adding, "Mrs. Billings isn't home."
Ryan stopped and turned around. A big smile crossed his face in spite of his miserable state. "Hi Ms. Baker. I'm not here to see Mrs. Billings. My car broke down and I was hoping that I could use your phone to call the office."
"Why of course, Ryan. Come in here out of the rain." She held the door open and let him step inside. "Sorry I didn't answer right away but I was doing my Yoga lesson."
Ryan noticed that she had a little sweat on her brow.
"My God, you look like you're almost drowned," she gasped. He was trembling from the cold and holding his wrist. "What's wrong with your wrist?"
"I hit it on the steering wheel after my car broke down." He saw her look and added, "Stupid I know." Then he looked down at the wet puddle on the floor at his feet. "I'm making a mess on your floor."
"Don't worry about it, it can be cleaned up."
"Sorry to bother you but I didn't know where else to go."
"I'm glad you came here. Now wait just a second while I get some towels."
Ryan watched Ms. Baker as she walked away. She had on a pair of well-worn black stretch pants and a tight leopard skin top that was cut very low into a V, exposing much of her breasts. It was obvious that she wasn't expecting company. Around her neck she had on a set of headphones with a CD player hooked to her pants.
A few minutes later Ms. Baker came back carrying several large fluffy towels and some type of garment over her arm. "Here," she said handing him a towel.
Ryan took the towel and removed his rain soaked hat and began to dry his head.
"Let's get these wet clothes off."
Ryan pulled the towel from his head and looked at her in shock.
She saw his surprise and shook her head. "Come on, hurry. Besides, it's not like I've never seen you naked," she said with a smile and then added, "I am a nurse after all."
Ryan shrugged and began to pull his tee shirt over his head. As it covered his eyes he felt the belt of his pants being opened. He pulled the shirt from his head quickly and saw Ms. Baker squatting as she unsnapped his jeans. He idly began to dry his chest as he watched her pull his pants down, leaving him in his wet underwear. The shorts were white boxer briefs and were so wet that they had become transparent, exposing his curled up penis and the dark pubic hair underneath.
Without asking she pulled his shorts down, leaving him naked.
Ryan's eyes wandered to her exposed cleavage and he suddenly felt himself becoming excited.
Ms. Baker took the other towel and began to dry his stomach and hips. Her face was only inches from his now growing erection. Then she turned him to his side and began to dry his buttocks.
Electric shocks began to course through Ryan as he felt her hands, under the warm towel, wiping his buttocks and the backs of his thighs. When she turned him back around, his penis was fully erect and pointing at her face. Without missing a beat she used the towel to wipe his pubic hair and then she gently caressed his penis, moving the towel up and down the long shaft until it too was dry. Next she moved to his thighs and down his legs to his calf. She didn't say anything or act surprised that he was excited.
"Lift," she said and took one foot into her hand and dried it thoroughly, moving the soft cotton between his toes almost sensuously. When she had completed one foot, she did the other, taking her time while seemingly ignoring the boy's obvious state of excitement. Then she stood up. "Here, this is all I could find for you to wear." She handed him a silky kimono type robe with flowers on it.
Ryan looked at the robe, his face showing his disapproval.
"It's all I have. Besides, no one is going to see it but me."
Ryan slipped the garment on. It was too small and the sleeves came halfway up his arms. The bottom came to just below his groin. His erection was sticking through the opening.
Ms. Baker put her hand over her mouth and giggled. "All right, take it off and wrap this around you," she said and handed him one of the large towels.
"Thanks," he said in relief as he wrapped the towel around his waist. Now his penis was covered but tenting the towel.
"Go on into the kitchen and I'll fix you some hot chocolate after I throw your clothes into the dryer."
"Not the hat," Ryan said and snatched it from her hand. "It's my favorite."
Ryan went into the kitchen and sat down. Although he had the towel wrapped around him, he still felt naked. Fortunately, his penis had begun to soften.
A minute later Ms. Baker came back into the kitchen. "Feel better?" she asked.
"Much."
"I have a icepack that you can put on your wrist," she said as she went to the freezer and took out a jell-filled icepack and brought it over to him. She took his hand and felt around his wrist. "I don't know," she said, "You should definitely see a doctor." She wrapped the ice pack around his wrist. It had a Velcro strap on it and fit snugly around his wrist. "That should keep the swelling down."
"Thanks."
"Hot chocolate okay?"
"That would be great," he said and watched her go over to a cabinet and reach up for the chocolate mix. The stretch made her tight pants pull up into the crack of her buttocks, outlining her sexy butt. It only lasted a second but it was enough to start his penis to grow again. Then he watched the pretty woman hurry around the kitchen getting cups and saucers. When she bent over to get the milk out of the refrigerator, he got another good view of her buttocks. This time the movement forced the tight material up enough to outline her pubic mound. Ryan almost gasped when he saw the pouch of her sex under the thin covering. The seam at the crotch sliced through her lips, outlining the outer lips. When she stood up and turned around, it was still imbedded between her lips.
Ms. Baker felt the seam of her tights between her lips but she couldn't reach down and pull it out. She felt it rubbing on her swelling lips as she moved. She saw Ryan's eyes on her crotch and looked down to see the renewed tent in his towel. An unwanted electric shock rushed through her and her heart started to pound. Although she knew that he was just a kid, he was incredibly cute. Their flirting over the last couple of weeks had been just for fun... harmless teasing. But now she was alone with him and getting a little worried: not because of Ryan but because of her own desires. She was relatively young woman, still in her prime and although she had denied her sexuality for a long time, it was never far from the surface. Several weeks ago, Sandra had talked her into a conspiracy to seduce the young man. Her role was only to be as an assistant and not to actually seduce him.



It had been a long time since she had felt the desire that had come over her in the last couple of weeks. Since the first moment she had seen the young man at the door she couldn't stop thinking about him. No matter how much she chastised herself, she couldn't help the feel of excitement in her stomach-and much lower. Still, she was almost engaged to Vic and he was good to her, not to mention that he was filthy rich. Unfortunately, the sexual desire was not there with him. Although she cared for him greatly, he was almost seventy and had never even made a pass at her. It was definitely going to be a marriage of convenience. He had no one to give his money to and she was a nurse; he needed someone to take care of him and she was lonely and the money would go to a good cause... her. That may have been cold to some people but she had to take care of herself.
Now, she was faced with a dilemma and it was sitting in the kitchen with her... she had to resist. She certainly didn't want to do anything to hurt her relationship with Sandra or ruin her marriage before it even began. Still, it had been so long since a man had paid attention to her. Her sexual relationship with her former husband had been very good but it was the only good part of her marriage. Sexually they were very compatible and had tried almost everything two people could do. Amazingly she had learned that she was very anal erotic and found that she absolutely loved anal sex. She had become addicted to it during their eight years of marriage, doing it at least several times a week. Now, it had been ten years since she had felt a mouth on her sex or a stiff shaft up her rear passage.
Ryan watched Ms. Baker fix their hot chocolate, his eyes following her around the room. Her back was to him as she stood at the island counter in the center of the kitchen. He stared at her sexy form... the way the low back of her top exposed the soft white skin of her shoulders and back... the way the curve of her waist went in and then flared out at her hips... the sensuous rise of her buttocks and the seam that disappeared between the cheeks. He felt the blood in his penis flowing. It began to affect his judgment. He took a deep breath and stood up. His legs were almost trembling as he walked over and stopped behind her. There was a moment of indecision as he thought of the consequences of what he was about to do. Then he placed his hands on the counter on either side of her, leaning close. He felt her tense but was relieved that she didn't move away or worse, slap him. He leaned in close and could smell her; there was a hint of perfume but also an earthy smell of her sweat, which made his head spin.
"Ryan, behave," she whispered but then trembled as she felt his lips on her bare neck.
"I'm sorry but there's something about you that drives me crazy," he answered and pressed his erection into her.
"Please sit down," she pleaded... almost whimpered.
"I will if you really want me to." With that his arms moved until they were around her waist, his hands on her stomach, pulling her back to him. "I remember how you kissed me yesterday. I've been thinking about it ever since." He bent and kissed her neck again, his hands beginning to move slowly upward. He felt his knuckles under her breasts and turned his hands over, his palms suddenly covering her now heaving breasts.
"Oh God," she moaned but didn't try to pull out of his grasp.
"I love your breasts. But I love your ass most of all," he hissed into her ear.
Another gasp came from her lips as he said the magic words.
One hand slipped from her breast to grab an ass cheek. "Mmmmm!" It was Ryan's turn to moan as he felt the soft but firm cheek of her ass. He suddenly turned her around until she was facing him. He saw fear and excitement in her eyes. As his lips met hers, both hands found her ass cheeks and he began to squeeze them like he was kneading pizza dough. His now pulsing penis was pressed to her stomach and his tongue was in her mouth.
They kissed for several minutes, their tongue dueling for possession of the other's mouth.
Ms. Baker pulled her lips from Ryan's and gasped, "Ryan, this isn't right, we have to stop."
But when she didn't push him away, he reached up and began to massage her breasts again, his lips going back to hers. Almost before she knew what was happening, he slipped his fingers under the straps of her top and pushed them from her shoulders and then down her arms, baring her breasts. He pulled his lips from hers and looked down at the soft mounds of flesh with two hard nipples and sucked in his breath. They were gorgeous. Although there was some sag, they still appeared to be firm and the nipples incredibly hard and jutted out a good half inch. Ryan quickly took them in his hands in fear that she would pull away if he didn't act fast. His lips pressed to hers again.
She moaned into his mouth and put her hands on his chest as if to push him away. However, there was no strength in her arms.
The young man began to massage the soft mounts of flesh, squeezing them and then tweaking the long nipples. He grasped each on in his hand and pulled them out.
"Oh Jesus," Ms. Baker gasped. She knew she had to stop this now or she would be lost. Mustering up her strength, she wrenched her mouth from his, gasping for breath, her head turned down as if she couldn't look into his eyes.
He lifted her chin and pulled her to his chest, feeling her soft breasts on his bare skin. "God, I want to... to... to eat you," Ryan struggled to say.
"Oh no," she whimpered.
It sounded to Ryan more like an "Oh yes." He began to slide down her body, stopping at her breasts. He lifted one and sucked the hard nipple into his mouth as his fingers worked on the other one. Then he switched and began to suck on the other. He heard the woman moaning and it sounded far away. His head was spinning with excitement and there was a loud humming in his ears. With one loud suck he let the nipple pop from his lips. As he began to move to his knees he felt Ms. Baker vainly trying to pull him back up, her hands grasping at his shoulders. It was only a half-hearted attempt and he continued downward. When he was on his knees and his face near her crotch, he gasped. He saw that the thin black material was still trapped between her lips and the entire area was now dark with her juices. He could smell her excitement and it drew him closer. Slowly he moved forward until his nose was almost touching her. He took a deep breath, her scent almost overwhelming his senses. Then he let his breath out, blowing warm air onto the thinly covered lips.
"Oh Jesus," she moaned when she felt his breath on her swollen sex.
Then Ryan pulled back slightly and turned her around until her buttocks were in his face. A moan escaped his lips as he stared at her perfect ass. His hands were trembling as he reached up for the waist of her leotards. With one quick movement he pulled them down to her thighs, baring the milky white cheeks of her ass.
"Ryaaaaaaaannnnn!!!" she gasped when she felt the cool room air on her exposed buttocks. She had no idea how he knew that her ass was her one weakness. She knew that she was lost.
Ryan moved his lips forward and he began to kiss the soft flesh of her ass cheeks... first one and then the other. He felt her flesh trembling under his lips. As he continued to kiss her, he reached up and pushed her until she was leaning over the counter. Then he pushed her legs apart as far as her leotards would allow. His hands came up and grasped her ass cheeks, opening her and exposing her tiny rear hole. He saw the tiny pink hole staring at him. Even Ryan couldn't believe what he was about to do. It had never occurred to him but suddenly it seemed so exciting.
He stared at the tiny star of her asshole. It was wrinkled, pink and puckered, almost pulsing. Without a second thought he moved forward and brought his tongue out. When he touched the little star he heard the woman above him scream. Ignoring her cries, he increased the pressure and began to push his tongue inside. The hole resisted mightily.
In her fogged brain, Ms. Billings thought that if she could only keep his tongue out of her ass she could stop this. It was her last defense and soon crumbled like the "Walls of Jerico".
Ryan could feel the tight muscle of her tiny rear hole begin to relax. A second later it was pulsing around his tongue as he slipped inside. With a mighty push he forced it inside as deeply as it would go.
"No pleaseeeeee," Ms. Baker gasped in a last gasp.
When Ryan pulled out, he heard a squishing sound. He did it again and then again. Drool began to run down his chin as he pushed in and pulled out rapidly.
In spite of her desire to resist, the excited older woman found her hips squirming all over the counter. She began to press her hips back, forcing his tongue all the way inside her.
Ryan would have smiled but his mouth was busy. Then he pulled back, leaving her little hole searching for him.
"Nooooo," Ms. Baker cried. This time it wasn't a protest for him to stop but one of frustration that her throbbing hole was empty.
Ryan pulled away and stood up. He turned her around and saw that her eyes were now wild with lust. He suddenly realized that he had stumbled on to her weakness. Quickly he stripped off his towel, leaving him naked, his penis throbbing and dripping juice. He quickly placed the towel on the counter. "Get up here," he whispered excitedly. He helped lift her up until she was sitting on the counter.
"Ryan, please," she begged as a sudden lucidity came to her. Yet she spread her legs and allowed him to step close to her. The swollen head of his penis was now only inches from her sex.
Ryan looked at her lust-contorted face and said, "I'm going to eat your pussy now."
"Oh Jesus," she moaned and closed her eyes, burying her face in his neck as if to hide her shamefully lust contorted face.
Ryan pushed her back until she was lying on the counter. Then he almost ripped her leotards off and threw them onto the floor. When he looked down he saw her extremely swollen sex lips. They were wet and open, exposing the opened hole with a froth of juice trickling out. At the top of her pubic mound there was a little tuft of hair shaped like a V. The inner lips were shaved bare and weren't as large as Mrs. Wellsworth's. The clit was hidden. With his fingers, he opened the lips and the bent his head and kissed them gently, using his tongue to lick upward one time.
The older woman gasped and gripped the counter with her hands.
Ryan grabbed a chair from the table and sat down like he was ready for supper. He moved close, lifting her legs and pressing them back to her chest, exposing her sex almost obscenely.
Ms. Baker was moaning incoherently now. Her head was thrashing from side to side, insane with anticipation. It had been ten long years and she was going to explode if he didn't do something quickly. Her hands reached out blindly and found his head.
Ryan would have smiled had his face not been suddenly buried in her wet crotch. Her juicy lips covered his lips and nose, almost suffocating him with her wetness. He felt her fingers pulling his hair as he began to suck her. His tongue pressed into her hole and her sweet juices, which he sucked into his mouth and swallowed before searching for more. Like Mrs. Wellsworth, she was a fountain of juice. He sucked and swallowed and then went back for more. The juice ran from her in a never-ending stream. He opened his mouth and covered her swollen lips, sucking them inside and chewing them gently like he had done with Mrs. Wellsworth. It seemed to have the same effect on Ms. Baker... she went wild, screaming and humping her hips up to meet him. Then he began to "fuck" her hole with his tongue. She bounced violently and his tongue slipped out, only to find her rear hole. When he heard her groan loudly he pushed her hips a little higher and began to tongue "fuck" her asshole again.
"Yes, eat my asssssss!!!" the now sex crazed woman yelled. A second later her body began to convulse and her thighs flew out and landed on his shoulders, wrapping around his neck. Her hips lifted from the counter and she almost pulled Ryan's hair from his head as a strong climax rushed through her.
Ryan knew that she was climaxing when her little asshole clamped down on his tongue, almost trapping it inside. He never knew that a woman could climax from having her ass licked. He held onto her hips and continued to plunge his tongue in and out for a long time until eventually the pulsing slowed and her body began to relax. Ryan continued to kiss the now closed little hole until her movement stopped. Only then did he let her thighs slip from his shoulders.
He stood up and wiped her dripping juice from his mouth and cheeks with the back of his hand. There was a smile on his face as he looked down at Ms. Baker. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was slack. Her chest was still moving up and down rapidly. He moved between her legs and touched her sex lips with the head of his dripping penis.
The older woman's eyes flew open and she stared at him with a look of confusion... almost as if she had forgotten where she was or what she had just allowed to happen.
Ryan thought that it might be over if he didn't do something. He grabbed his shaft quickly and brought it to her sex lips. He began to move the large head around the juicy lips, mixing his juice with hers. She looked like she was going to protest until he opened her lips with his fingers and placed the tip of his penis on her swollen clit. Her eyes almost went back in her head as she took a deep breath and shuddered.
Ryan pressed forward, moving his penis slowly between her lips. When he felt her trembling, he decided to take a big chance. "Can I fuck you?" he whispered.
The older woman moaned, closed her eyes and bit her lip, a mask of indecision on her face.
Ryan moved his penis around in circles, never quite penetrating her. He waited. He wanted her to want it. There was nothing that could stop him now but he wanted her to say she wanted him.
He moved the tip of his penis back to her clit and placed the large slit on her little nub. Then he opened the slit and allowed the soft clit to slip inside. He flexed the slit of his penis until it closed on the sensitive bump of skin.
"Ohhhhhh myyyy Goddddd!!!" she moaned and trembled violently as she felt her clit being massaged. She didn't know what he was doing but she knew that it was driving her mad. Finally, when she could take it no more, she gasped, "Fuck me!"
Ryan smiled and pulled his penis from her clit and placed it on her open hole. With a steady pressure he began to move it inside. He lifted her legs again and placed them on his shoulders. Ever so slowly he pressed his hips forward, feeling her slick walls opening and welcoming him inside. It was excruciatingly pleasurable and threatened to make him climax prematurely. He needed something to distract him. Then he remembered the pain in his wrist. He focused on that. It was only a dull throb now but it was enough to avert a crisis.
Suddenly he was deep inside her, his balls touching her ass. She had taken him all the way inside her little used vagina. It was tight... much tighter than Mrs. Wellsworth's had been. He pulled out slowly and pushed back inside, bringing moans of pleasure from them both. Then he leaned over and kissed her, his penis slipping all the way inside her again. His tongue pushed deeply into her mouth. Now they were connected at both ends. He began to move his tongue in and out of her mouth as he did the same with his penis. As he moved faster, the room filled with a sloppy squishing sound.
Ms. Baker pulled her mouth away and whispered, "Ryan... I... I..."
Ryan moved in and out quickly cutting off what he thought was going to be a protest. "Do you want me to fuck you hard?" he asked.
"I want you... I want you to... to fuck me... fuck me in the... fuck me in the ass!"
"What?" Ryan hissed.
"In my ass. Fuck me in my ass... please!!!" she almost screamed.
Ryan swallowed hard and looked down at the woman's lust filled face. Her eyes were closed tight as if she were concentrating. He pulled back, bringing another moan from them both as his penis slipped out of her. The head and shaft were shiny and slick with their combined juices. "Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yes... yes, fuck my ass... it's been sooooo long," she hissed. Then she lifted her legs and pulled her thighs back to her breasts. She slid her hands down to her ass cheeks and pulled them apart. "Fuck me!" she said again.
Ryan saw her little hole open. It was still wet from his tongue and the steady juice running from her saturated vagina. He placed the swollen head on the tiny hole and thought that it was never going to fit... it looked so small next to his giant head. With two fingers he reached in and brought more juice from her wet hole, smearing it on the purple head. His mouth had turned dry and his hand was trembling as he positioned himself on her asshole again. He felt her scoot down until her wrinkled hole was pressed tightly to the head. He pushed up with his toes, forcing it into the opening. When he felt resistance he paused.
"Don't stop... don't stop... fuck me... fuck my ass," she screamed.
The woman's eyes were squeezed tightly shut and her body was tense.
Ryan grunted and pushed hard upward.
"Ahhhhhhheeeee!!!" Ms. Baker screamed as the large crown slipped past her sphincter.
It felt like a rubber band had been snapped around Ryan's penis. The muscles squeezed him so tight that it felt like he couldn't pull it out even if he wanted too. He figured he had only one way to go. With pressure from his strong legs he pushed forward, slowly sinking his shaft into the now moaning woman's ass. Inch by inch, his penis disappeared as her body consumed it.
Ms. Baker was rapidly becoming delirious. Her brain could no longer function. Every fiber of her being was focused on her asshole and how it was being stretched by the young man's incredible penis.
Ryan knew that this wasn't the first time that she had done this. He could feel her tight hole relaxing as her muscles began to welcome him.
Her hips worked downward as her ass began to suck him inside.
It felt to Ryan like his shaft had been sucked into a vacuum as the muscles in her tight hole massaged his shaft. He moved deeper and deeper, the walls rippling against the sides of his shaft, bringing him incredible pleasure until finally he could go no deeper. His pubic hair was the only thing that was visible between the two of them now.
Both of them paused, each gasping for breath as waves of pleasure rippled through their connected bodies. Ms. Baker's ass would throb and squeeze down on Ryan's penis. His penis would pulse in return and cause her ass to throb again. It was as if their organs were feeding on one another.
After a full minute with out movement, Ryan began to pull out. He watched her puckered asshole stretch outward as if it was refusing to give up. It almost seemed to turn inside out. He saw his penis finally emerge until the ridge of his head began to exit. He paused with the fattest part of his head at her entrance. Then he moved all the way out and watched the hole slowly close until it was a tiny puckered star again.
"No," the woman screamed. "Please," she begged.
Ryan quickly pushed back inside. It slipped in easier this time. He moved until it was all the way inside again. Then he pulled back until he was out. This time the hole gaped open, waiting for him. Before it could close he moved back in. He did this over and over, fascinated at how their organs went together so nicely. He never realized that an asshole could be as receptive as a vagina.



"Please, please, please," Ms. Baker began to moan incoherently.
Suddenly Ryan plunged deep inside and pulled out quickly. Then he did it again and again until he developed a steady rhythm. Soon he was pumping into her asshole like he had her vagina. His balls began to tingle.
"Oh Goddddddd!!!" Ms. Baker screamed and her body went into convulsions. Her fists grabbed the corner of the counter and squeezed until her knuckles were white. Her hips worked wildly as wave after wave of pleasure rocketed through her.
The contractions inside her ass were too much for Ryan. He plunged as deeply as he could and froze. Suddenly his balls sent his cream blasting into her. A scream flew from his mouth and blended with her screams, echoing from the walls in the large kitchen. As the climaxing woman's internal body contracted, it squeezed Ryan's penis, forcing another contraction from him. Each time his cream moved through the shaft and exited, the woman's anal walls clamped down as if trying to milk more from him. It worked. Ryan had never cum so much or for so long. The juice poured out of him until there was nothing left. Even then his penis kept throbbing in climax. When the last dribble finally left his penis, his balls actually hurt. He collapsed on the still trembling woman, his feet almost leaving the floor. Her arms were wrapped tightly around his neck and her legs around his waist, holding him as if in fear that he would escape.
Ryan was too exhausted to move for several minutes. However, his penis continued to throb and lost none of its firmness. As he lay catching his breath, he could feel her insides still trembling and rippling around his shaft. He lifted up on his hands and looked down at the pretty woman. Her eyes were open but they looked vacant. He pushed his hips forward, forcing himself deep into her.
Only then did her expression change... changed to amazement when she realized that he was still hard. Her eyes opened wide and she began to say something.
However, before she could, Ryan lifted her up like she was a rag doll. His penis was still deep inside her as he backed up until he reached the chair behind him. Then, he sat down.
"Oh my God," Ms. Baker gasped as her weight forced the long shaft deeper than she had ever had anything.
"Now you fuck me," Ryan said with a lustful smile.
A strange smile came to the woman's face and she pressed her lips to him and moaned. Then she moved her feet up until they were on the chair beside Ryan. She began to lift her hips, using her feet to move upward. Then she sat back down, moaning into Ryan's mouth and taking him balls deep.
Ryan felt his cum lubricating the shaft and allowing it to slip in and out with ease now.
Within seconds the now lust filled woman was bouncing up and down on him, taking everything he had. Her arms wrapped around his neck and she continued to kiss him as she pumped her hips with abandon. The chair legs squeaked on the tile floor as it inched across the room.
"Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" she screamed as a climax began to rush through her again. She had never climaxed more than one time during sex... now she couldn't seem to stop.
Ryan almost laughed as he heard the woman gasping for breath from her exertion. When she seemed to tire, he reached for her ass cheeks and began to lift her up and down. Soon she was like a mass of quivering flesh. He lifted her until the tight ring of her sphincter was around the crown of his shaft. He moved her slowly, massaging the sensitive skin just below the head. Within seconds he felt his balls began to tighten. "I'm going to cum," he gasped into her ear.
By that time, she could barely even groan. When his scalding sperm poured into her ravaged ass, she climaxed one last time and fell limply into his arms.
When Ryan had recovered, he lifted her body from his rapidly deflating penis. It slipped out and landed heavily on his thigh. Suddenly it felt odd being outside her warm hole. He carried her into the living room and laid her on the sofa. When he looked down at her face, she was breathing quietly and looked serene. He bent over and kissed her lips gently and then went to get his clothes from the dryer. Then he dressed and made a quick phone call to AquaSpa pools. They sent a truck over a few minutes later to pick him up. As he walked out the door, the pretty woman was asleep, still lying naked except for her leopard skin top around her waist. He smiled and wondered if Mrs. Billings would find her that way.
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Chapter 9
It was a week from hell for Ryan.... without his car everything became a colossal hassle. He had to have his car towed-which he didn't have the money for-and he had to borrow his Mom's car. Besides all this, he had gone to the doctor about his wrist and had an MRI that revealed that he had damaged a ligament. The doctor put a brace on his wrist and told him to keep it on until he came back to see him in two months. There would be no more gymnastics practice this summer. Hopefully he hadn't permanently damaged it or his chances for a scholarship were gone.
It was another rainy morning as Ryan headed for AquaSpa Pools. He found the always upbeat Benny working behind the counter.
"Hi squirt... how's it hanging," Benny snickered when he saw Ryan walk into the store.
"Hi Benny. Okay I guess," he answered sullenly.
Benny could immediately see that something was troubling Ryan. However, he knew that at Ryan's age, it didn't have to be anything big. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"Everything," he lamented.
"It can't be that bad. Did one of your ladies throw you out?" Benny said in an attempt to lighten his mood.
"Naw, that part's been great. My car is kaput and I almost broke my wrist."
"Who'd you punch out?" Benny laughed.
"No one. I hit it on the steering wheel when my car broke down."
Benny looked at him and shook his head like an exasperated father.
"I know... stupid. If I have to have it operated on a scholarship is out. Besides that, now I'm driving my mom's car. I have to take her to work and pick her up."
"You are having a bad day kid," Benny said sincerely and paused for a moment. "Listen, I can't do much about your wrist but if you want, you can borrow my van until your car gets fixed."
"Really?" Ryan knew that Benny had a conversion van that was his pride and joy. He was surprised that he would loan it out.
"Sure, I've been driving the Corvette all the time and since I'm working in the office now, I don't need a van anyway. Well, except that it's great for dates... if you know what I mean," he said and winked. Then he thought for a moment and said, "But then again, the women love the Corvette too."
Ryan's face broke into a wide smile. "Wow man, you just made my day."
"No problem. But do me a favor. If you pick up any chicks, clean it up afterward," Benny joked.
"I don't know any chicks that would go out with me. My 'ladies' as you call them are older and most likely wouldn't go for a tumble in the back of a van."
"Don't be so sure," Benny laughed with a knowing smile. "Hey, speaking of dates, what about Cindy over there," Benny said, nodding his head toward a pretty blond sitting at a desk in the accounting area.
Ryan looked over and saw the girl working at a terminal. She had shoulder length blond hair and was wearing a red sweater. She was very pretty. "Yeah, like she would go out with me."
"You don't know until you ask," Benny said, adding, "You miss too many opportunities by being shy kid." Then Benny dropped his voice to a whisper and said, "I've gone out with her a few times and you won't be disappointed," he said with another wink. "I'll introduce you to her if you want."
"Uh... I don't know Benny," Ryan answered, looking over at the attractive girl.
"Come on kid... haven't I taught you anything?"
Ryan knew that he was no longer the inexperienced kid he was a few weeks ago. However, he wasn't exactly a ladies man either. He looked at Benny and then at the girl again. "All right, I'll try."
"Don't try kid. Women like guys that are confident. Come with me."
Benny came from behind the counter and walked over with Ryan to the girl at the desk. "Hi Cindy," he said.
The pretty girl looked up and smiled, her blue eyes twinkling.
"I'd like you to meet a good friend of mine, Ryan Crawford. Ryan, this is Cindy Williams."
"Hi," they both said at the same time.
"My friend Ryan here has a couple of tickets to the Civic Center for the "Alabama" farewell tour Saturday night. Unfortunately he doesn't have a date. You interested."
Ryan looked at Benny with surprise. First of all, he was supposed to ask her out and second, he didn't have tickets to any concert. When he opened his mouth to protest, Benny pulled two tickets from his pocket.
"I almost forgot to give you the tickets," he said and handed them to Ryan. "You interested Cindy?"
She smiled brightly, looking at Ryan and said, "Absolutely. I love Alabama."
Benny looked over and saw a customer standing at the counter. "Listen, I have a customer. You guys can take it from here."
As Benny started to walk away, Ryan caught his eye and mouthed, "Thanks man."
"Hey, treat my lady nice now," he answered, smiling at Cindy.
Ryan turned back to Cindy, suddenly very nervous. "Uh... would you like to maybe get a bite to eat prior to the concert?"
"That would be nice."
"Uh... let's see," Ryan said looking at the tickets, "The concert starts at 8 P.M. so what if I pick you up at 6?"
Cindy smiled at Ryan knowingly. It was obvious that Benny was setting them up. It didn't matter to her, Ryan was cute she thought. "Six is great."
"Can you give me your address?"
"Sure," she answered and wrote down her street and telephone number.
"See you Saturday."
Cindy smiled sweetly and said, "See you Saturday."
Ryan stopped by to see Benny but he was still with the customer. "Thanks again man," he said and Benny gave him a thumbs up sign.
Ryan was dressed in Dockers pants and a Polo shirt when he came down the stairs on Saturday evening. His mother was sitting in the living room reading a magazine when he entered.
"Hi Mom."
"My, don't you look nice," she said.
"Thanks... got a date," he smiled.
"Wonderful!" his mother said with a bright smile. Then her face changed and she added, "Not with one of your customers I hope?"
"Not tonight. This is a girl more my own age. Benny introduced us."
His mother's face brightened. "Great! That Benny is a good friend... lending you his van and then setting you up on a date."
"I know. I'm not sure why he likes me."
"Cause you're sweet," his mother said.
"Mommmm," Ryan said and smiled with a little blush. He leaned over and kissed his mother.
"Be careful and don't be too late."
"Yeah, yeah... gotta go now," he said before he hurried out the door and to the van. Benny's van was a dream to drive compared to Ryan's old car. It was 1999 Chevy conversion van with seats in the back that converted into a large bed. Benny had equipped it with a bar and a powerful stereo system. It even had mood lights that could be controlled from a remote device in the back. It was like a motel on wheels. Ryan wondered how many women Benny had had in the back of the van. Probably too many to count he concluded.
Ryan knew the area where Cindy lived and he had no problem finding her house. It was a nice upper class neighborhood.... not quite as nice as his customers but much nicer then his area. As he pulled up in front and parked along the tree lined street he began to have doubts. The old shyness began to come back. He figured that Cindy was the kind of girl that he would never ask out. She was pretty, undoubtedly popular and her parents obviously had some money. Even if she would have gone out with him, once her parents found out where he lived, they would go ballistic. Still, he remembered her pretty and friendly smile when he had asked her out and worked up his courage.
As he started to get out of the van he saw her come out of the house and wave to him. He jumped out and walked around the van to greet her. She was wearing a white tee shirt with Alabama written across the front and a pair of tight jeans and tennis shoes. He could tell that she had a lacy bra on underneath her top. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She looked like a fresh-faced all-American girl. "Hi," he said.
"Hi," she answered.
"You obviously like Alabama," Ryan said as he opened the door for her.
"I love them and this is their last concert. I tried to get tickets as soon as they went on sale but they were sold out. How did you get them?" There was a smile on her face as she asked the question.
"I'll tell you," Ryan answered. He closed the door, walked around the van and got in on the driver's side. "Listen Cindy, I want to be honest with you, this whole date thing was set up by Benny. He had the tickets. In fact, I didn't even know it until he pulled them out of his pocket. I don't want to start the date out with a deception. I was having a bad day and Benny was trying to cheer me up. If you don't want to go out with me, I'll understand."
"Did it cheer you up?"
"Huh?"
"Did the thought of going out with me cheer you up?"
"Absolutely!"
Cindy smiled and reached over and grasped Ryan's hand and squeezed it. "I'm glad you were honest with me. I knew from the moment Benny pulled the tickets from his pocket that he was setting us up. In fact, I think he was going to ask me to go. That's okay thought. You're cute." She squeezed his hand and added, "I'm glad you didn't lie to me. You seem like a sweet guy... one I could get to like."
Ryan smiled as he started the car. This was going to be fun, he thought.
They went to a local restaurant and had a quiet dinner. Ryan found out that Cindy was 21 and was going to be a senior in college, majoring in accounting. She was working the summer at AquaSpa pools. However, Ryan was more than a little shocked to learn that her father was the owner of the company. It never dawned on him that her last name and the owner's were the same. He was sure that he would have turned down the date if he had known. But it was too late now. However, he was determined not to let it spoil their date.
As they continued their conversation, Ryan wondered if she knew the real business that her father was involved in. But then he concluded that it didn't matter... it was just a date... they weren't going to get married. However, it was probably better if her old man didn't know she had gone out with him... although he wasn't quite sure how to tell her that.
Ryan told her a little about himself, leaving out the fact that he was a poor kid from the other side of the tracks. However, he got the impression that that fact wouldn't have bothered Cindy. She seemed to be a sincere and sensitive girl. Not to mention the fact that she had a dynamite figure and a great personality. He found his eyes naturally drawn to her tight tee shirt. Several times she saw him staring but she didn't seem to mind. In fact, her nipples seemed to be hard all evening. Probably just the excitement of seeing her favorite singing group, he thought.
After dinner, they went to the concert and had a great time. Ryan had never been a big Alabama fan but he had to admit that they put on a great concert. When they left, Ryan asked Cindy if she wanted to stop somewhere. However, she pointed out that it was after one A.M. and her curfew was two. He drove her home and parked down the street from her house.
"I had a great time Ryan. Thanks."
"I did too. But you can thank Benny for the tickets."
"I will, but not for the tickets. I'm glad he introduced us." With that she leaned over the console and kissed Ryan.
When her tongue entered his mouth he moaned and his hand went to the back of her head. Their tongues worked together, as the kiss quickly grew passionate.
After a few minutes, when Ryan made no move on her, Cindy reached for his hand and pulled it to her breast.
Ryan moaned in surprise as he felt her soft tit in his hand. He lifted the orb and squeezed the soft flesh, bringing a responding moan from her. Then, with his excitement rapidly building, he grew bold and reached down to pull her tee shirt from her jeans. When she didn't stop him, he slipped his hand underneath and slowly moved it up her soft skin until he found her bra. A second later he had pushed the bra up and had her bare flesh in his hand.
At that point, and to Ryan's great surprise, Cindy reached over and placed her hand high on his thigh. She moved her hand slowly upward until it was over his tented pants and she squeezed his shaft. Then, her fingers moved quickly as she opened the belt to his pants.
Ryan moaned when he heard the sound of his zipper being pulled down.
Cindy pulled her mouth from him and then used her other hand to finish opening his pants. She slipped her hand inside his underwear and found his hard penis.
Ryan sat frozen as she struggled to pull his penis from his shorts.
"Help me out here," she said.
"Uh... Cindy... we... you don't have to do anything."
"Be quiet and lift up."
Ryan obeyed, allowing her to pull his pants and underwear to his knees.
"Oh my," she gasped when she saw the pulsing head of his penis in the dim light from the street lamp.
Ryan's face turned hot with embarrassment. This is where girls always got scared he thought.
"Wow," she said as she moved her fist up and down the shaft, forcing more blood into the swollen head. "Turn the light on," she whispered excitedly.
"What?"
"Turn the lights on. I want to see your cock."
It seemed more like an order than a request. Ryan reached down and turned the lights on then looked outside the car to make sure no one was around. It was late and the neighborhood was deserted. The van was private enough that it wasn't likely anyone on the street would see them. However, they were just down the street from her house.
"God... it's beautiful," Cindy gasped as her fist tightened on the shaft and moved slowly up and down. A large drop of clear juice appeared at the slit.
Ryan watched her head move toward his groin. Suddenly he could feel her breath on his swollen shaft and it pulsed in her fist. Then her tongue touched the tip. "Ohhhh!" he moaned. He heard Cindy moan and felt her mouth cover the head. The swollen crown slipped inside with ease and her tongue began to lave the head. Soon she began to suck as she moved her head up and down.
"Oh God," Ryan gasped as he placed his hand on the pretty girl's now bobbing head. He felt the large head go to the back of her throat and heard her gag. She pulled back but her hand continued to work on the shaft, pumping it as her lips worked above. Then her mouth moved down and forced the head to her throat again. A second later he felt tightness surrounding the head as her lips moved lower and lower. Suddenly he realized that her lips were in his pubic hair and his entire shaft was in her throat. Ryan's head began to spin with the thought that she had taken his entire shaft into her throat. He didn't think it was even possible. Yet he could feel her throat muscles working on the shaft.
Cindy was moaning in her throat now, creating vibrations up and down the shaft. After a few seconds she pulled back in order to breathe. Then she quickly pushed down again.
As soon as she had seen the large crown of Ryan's penis, she knew that she had to try to take it all. There had never been a penis that she couldn't deep throat. This one had been her greatest challenge, but she had done it with ease. Now, she needed his cum. She pulled back and her hand began to pump the shaft as her lips sucked the head. Then she took him into her throat again. She alternated between taking him into her throat and sucking the head.
Ryan was in heaven. It was an amazing feeling to have her throat massaging his shaft. His balls began to churn the moment she had swallowed his entire penis. Now they were ready to explode. "Cindy, Cindy... I'm going to cum," he warned, giving her the chance to pull away if she wanted.
The answer was a moan, almost a growl, deep in her throat. She pulled back until just the head was in her mouth. Her hand moved faster on the shaft and she sucked harder. She wanted his cum. She needed it. Her tongue worked on the swollen head and she pumped the shaft.
"Ohhhhhhh!!!" Ryan screamed and lifted his hips from the seat. He grabbed her head and forced it down almost brutally onto his shaft. But she successfully resisted taking it into her throat again. Suddenly his balls began to pump his sperm up the shaft. The thick cream exploded into Cindy's mouth with such force that she choked momentarily. Ryan was oblivious as he held her mouth prisoner to his spewing shaft.
Not that Cindy wanted to get away... no, she craved cum. She used to joke with her girlfriends that drinking cum was the best way to make their tits grow. It fact she liked it so much that she could actually climax from drinking it.
Ryan's cum was copious and particularly tasty. She sucked it down with relish and pumped her hand for more. It came in great quantities, more than she ever expected. It filled her mouth over and over and she sucked it down without losing a drop. Her body began to tremble as a strong climax rushed through her.
Finally, Ryan's hips slipped back to the seat as his breathing slowly returned to normal. Cindy continued to suck his rapidly deflating penis until he pulled her head up. He looked into her eyes and saw a strange look and then she whispered "Thanks."
Ryan said, "You're welcome," not realizing that she was thanking him for his cum and not the date. He pulled her head toward him. She resisted but Ryan was insistent and brought her lips to his and kissed her deeply. A moan escaped her lips and she trembled... almost like she was having another small climax. Ryan could taste her sweet saliva mixed with the salty taste of his cum.
"Mmmmm, that was nice," Cindy whispered dreamily when she pulled away. Then she looked at the clock on the dashboard and said, "I have to get in."
"Thanks for a great evening. Can I see you again?" Ryan asked.
"Absolutely. Maybe we can see if Benny got the switch fixed on the automatic bed in back next time." With that she kissed Ryan quickly again and jumped out of the car and rushed into the house.
Ryan shook his head and wondered what had just happened. He had never met a girl like Cindy. She was pretty, sexy, honest and a free spirit. He felt like he could really get to like her.
He drove home humming an Alabama song.
Chapter 10
Ryan's confidence with women had grown dramatically in the past few weeks. His date with Cindy made him realize that women appreciated men with confidence. While he knew that all women liked sensitive men, of which there was a major shortage, he had come to realize that they also liked men who knew what they wanted... the combination of unassuming shyness and confidence appeared to be very sexy to women.
The weather had turned warm again and Ryan worked Sunday and Monday to catch up on the customers he had missed because of the weather and his broken down car. He had also taken on a couple of extra houses in order to get some money to fix his car. While he needed the money, the extra work had a downside: his wrist wasn't getting any better. The brace helped but he still had pain when he vacuumed the pools.
Ryan was tired but excited when he arrived at the Wellsworth's estate on Tuesday morning. Things seemed to be looking up. Even Jigs seemed to be a little less stiff as he led him to the pool.
"Madam Wellsworth is going out of town for two weeks with Mr. Wellsworth and she told me to tell you that she would not be able to "see" you today." Jigs seemed to emphasize the word "see". "She is busy packing but said she would try to stop and say hello if she got the chance."
It felt to Ryan like the balloon he had been riding on had just sprung a leak. "Oh," he said in disappointment. He watched Jigs walk back to the house, looking up at the windows upstairs in hopes of seeing Mary. When he didn't see any movement, he went to work. The pool was particularly dirty from the bad weather and it took him a long time to clean it. He was almost done when Jigs came out and told him that Mrs. Wellsworth was waiting for him in her study. He immediately dropped what he was doing and followed him into the house.



"Come in," Mary said when Jigs tapped on the door.
The butler opened the door and ushered Ryan into the room... closing it quietly behind him and standing guard outside.
"Hi Ryan," Mary said sweetly with a touch of sadness. "What happened to your wrist?"
"I injured a ligament," he answered, not caring to go into detail. He looked at the always sexy woman and saw that she was wearing a pretty summer dress that came almost to her knees. She wasn't wearing any jewelry, which seemed strange to him. Then he realized that she was probably going to the airport so it was better to not wear jewelry through the security gate.
"I'm sorry everything is rushed today. Lloyd is taking me to Paris for two weeks to celebrate our anniversary. It was a surprise," she said. However, she didn't look or sound as excited as she should have been.
"That's great," Ryan answered. He couldn't hide the disappointment from his voice.
Mary walked over to Ryan and placed her hand on his face. "I know you're disappointed and so am I." She pulled him toward her with a sad smile. Then she moved her lips to his.
Ryan moaned and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight to him.
Mary returned the moan and pressed her hips into his groin.
Ryan's hands slipped down her back until he was grasping her buttocks through the thin dress. He was surprised when he didn't feel underwear. He wondered if she normally didn't wear underwear or if she had left them off for him. He hoped it was the latter. Slowly he began to pull the back of her dress up, bunching it under his fingers.
"Ryan," Mary whispered as he lifted her dress. But she didn't stop him. She gasped when she felt his warm hands on her bare ass and her breath caught in her throat.
Ryan took a deep and excited breath as he caressed the soft cheeks of her buttocks with his strong hands. He squeezed them, pulling her to his now very hard penis. Then he slipped his fingers between her legs from behind. He ignored her squirming protest as he searched for her sex lips. He found that she was already wet and slipped his middle finger into her warm hole. She lifted up on her toes slightly and gasped at the intrusion. His lips found hers again and his tongue matched the movement of his finger.
The suddenly very excited woman pulled her mouth from Ryan. "Oh God Ryan... Lloyd's upstairs."
Ryan didn't pay any attention to her words and began to saw his finger in and out. Her juice began to run down his hand. He almost smiled when he felt her move her feet apart, giving him more room to work.
Mary's head went to Ryan's shoulder and her breathing grew labored. "Ryan... Ryan," she whispered when she felt him begin to push her backward toward a chair.
"Sit down," Ryan whispered.
Mary obeyed. "Ryan we... you can't," she said when she saw him drop to his knees. She quickly looked at the door in fear and excitement.
"It'll only take a minute," he said and then added as he placed his hands on her soft thighs, "It's going to be a long two weeks." As her dress slipped up her thighs, she opened her legs wider without Ryan's help. Ryan smiled again.
"Oh God," she moaned when he lifted her legs and pulled her forward.
Without hesitation, Ryan began to kiss down her warm thighs, tickling the soft flesh of her inner thighs with his tongue. As he got closer to her center, he could smell her excitement. He spread her legs wider and looked down. Her sex lips were now swollen and pulsing in anticipation. He didn't waste any time as his head dropped and his mouth found her sex.
"Ohhhhh Goddddd!!!" she moaned quietly, struggling not to scream out in pleasure. Her hips humped up when she felt his tongue split her lips. Within seconds her body began to tense in anticipation. Then she grabbed his head and pulled his mouth tightly to her hole as a climax rushed through her.
Ryan didn't stop eating her after the first climax waned. He knew she could climax more than once. However, he felt her pulling at his shoulders. When he looked up, her face was wild with lust.
"Fuck me quickly," she gasped.
Ryan almost stumbled in his haste to stand up. He pulled his shorts down, freeing his throbbing erection. Quickly he got to his knees and moved close.
Mary grabbed the pulsing shaft and centered it on her wet hole, pulling him forward until the swollen head slipped inside. She humped her hips as Ryan did the same. "Mmmmmm!!!" she gasped through clenched teeth as the long shaft went all the way into her.
Ryan began to hump his hips into her, forcing his shaft rapidly in and out. He saw Mary close her eyes and her body tense again as another climax started. He knew he had to hurry and he began to pump furiously into her. The room quickly filled with the slapping sound of flesh on flesh. Within seconds he felt his balls tighten. He bit his lip and suppressed a moan as the cum began to rocket up the shaft. A second later he was filling her with his juice.
Mary began to climax again as she felt her hole being filled. She had barely stopped climaxing when Ryan pulled his wilting penis from her now saturated hole. Her climaxes had been quick but intense.
Ryan stood up and pulled his shorts up, forcing his half-hard penis back into the confined space. Then he reached down and pulled Mary to her feet and into his arms. "That's going to have to last you," he whispered as he brought his lips to hers again.
They had barely separated when Jigs tapped on the door and then opened it. "Mr. Wellsworth is on his way down," he warned.
Mary quickly went to the mirror and straightened her hair and her dress. A second later her husband walked into the study. She turned around as casually as possible and said, "Lloyd, this is Ryan. I was just giving him instructions on what to do with the pool while we are gone." Her story sounded lame to both her and Ryan. However, Lloyd didn't seem to notice.
Ryan put his hand out to the distinguished looking man. He appeared to be in his late sixties with gray hair. "Pleased to meet you Mr. Wellsworth," Ryan said as he shook his hand.
"My pleasure," the older man said. "Mary has been telling me what great service you are providing."
Ryan almost laughed and he glanced at Mary and saw her try not to smile.
The older man didn't seem to notice that either and turned to his wife. "Sweetheart, we have to hurry or we're going to be late." He rolled his eyes at Ryan and whispered "Women."
"Yes... yes, we do," Mary stuttered, with sudden look of concern on her face.
Ryan wasn't sure what her problem was until he glanced down and saw something drop onto the top of her shoe. He suddenly realized with great shock that his cum was dripping out of her.
"Well... uh... I have to go upstairs for a second... see you in a couple of weeks Ryan." She rushed out of the room.
Lloyd turned back to Ryan and apologized for his wife's abrupt exit and said, "She doesn't like airplanes and that always gets her excited."
Ryan almost laughed again. "A lot of women are like that. Well, have a nice trip, it was great to finally meet you Mr. Wellsworth."
"Call me Lloyd. Thank you.... the pleasure was mine."
No, the pleasure was definitely mine, Ryan thought. He hurried out of the study, trying desperately to hold back his laughter.
Ryan was almost finished his work at the Wellsworth's when Jigs came out of the house and approached him.
"Master Ryan, would you care for something to eat or drink? I gave Maria the day off, but I think I could fix you something."
Ryan looked at the butler stunned. He had never said more than five words to him since he had worked there. "Uh.... well... sure Jigs."
The butler left and a few minutes later returned with a sandwich and a Coke. He sat it on a table in one of the cabanas and motioned Ryan over, pulling a chair back for him.
"Thanks Jigs," Ryan said as he sat down. He looked at the butler strangely as he stood there. "Why don't you join me Jigs."
"Oh no sir... that wouldn't be appropriate."
"Suit yourself," Ryan said as he began to eat. Suddenly Ryan felt uncomfortable with the butler standing there staring at him like he was waiting for something. Maybe he doesn't have anything to do because the Wellsworth's are gone, Ryan thought. A minute later Ryan turned to him and said, "Jigs, why do you dislike me so much?"
The butler looked truly stunned for a second. Then he said, "I don't dislike you sir. In fact, I think you are a fine young man."
"You could have fooled me."
The butler's face appeared perplexed. "I am sorry if I have offended you sir."
"You didn't offend me Jigs, you just seem uptight... as if I make you uncomfortable. I know my family doesn't have a lot of money like the Wellsworth's do, but people are all the same."
"It is obvious that I have misrepresented myself to you." He older man paused and stood thoughtfully for a minute as if he were trying to decide if he should say anything more. "Maybe it would help if I explained some about my job here. May I speak freely sir?"
"Go for it," Ryan said flippantly.
"I happen to be from a long line of servants. My father and his father before him were butlers. It is a long and proud family tradition. As such, it is important that we know our place."
"You're not a slave, man," Ryan said in astonishment.
The butler looked perturbed. "The profession of being a butler is anything but a slave. It is an honorable profession and dates back thousands of years." Jigs sounded defensive. Then caught himself and added, "Being a butler is a noble profession and one that requires restraint, discipline, ingenuity, and most of all, discretion. I perform a critical function and I would venture that the Wellsworth's would agree that they would be lost without me. I take care of everything in the household and keep it running like clockwork so that they can attend to their business."
Ryan thought for a minute and said, "I see you're point. You want to be the best you can be at your job. I can understand that. Still, you seem so uptight all the time." Ryan saw the Jigs start to smile but it disappeared quickly.
"I assure you sir that we... I... know how to enjoy myself at the appropriate time."
Ryan started to say, "Yea... right," but thought better of it. Instead he changed the subject. "So you've worked for the Wellsworth's for 40 years. That's a long time to do anything."
"Yes, I started when I was about your age."
Ryan pushed a chair out with his foot and said, "Come on man, sit down, no one's home."
The older man looked at the house like he was about to commit a criminal act. Then he sat in the chair, his back stiff.
Ryan smiled and said, "That's better. Are you married?"
"No sir, but I have a lady friend."
"A lady friend?" Ryan said and raised his eyebrows.
Jig's face seemed to light up. "She is a bit younger than me but we get along famously."
"Famously?" Ryan said.
Jigs finally smiled.
Ryan changed the subject again. "So, tell me about the Wellsworth's."
"I'm afraid that wouldn't be discrete."
"Don't tell me any secrets. Just tell me some about them."
Again the butler looked uncomfortable, but after a pause said, "Well, Master Wellsworth has been a great employer and has treated me very well. The first Mrs. Wellsworth died about twelve years ago. That was very hard on everyone." Jigs almost seemed to get misty eyed for a moment. "Master Wellsworth took it very hard and I feared that he might not survive. He was about sixty-three at the time."
Ryan was a little shocked. He figured Mr. Wellsworth to be about 67. However, if he was 63 twelve years ago, he was 75 now.
The butler continued. "Then, thank God, Lady Mary came along. She has been a breath of fresh air for the entire household and she is a wonderful woman."
Ryan nodded his head in agreement.
The butler's face turned serious. "I shouldn't say this," he said and looked at the house once again, "but Madam Wellsworth has been a little down lately."
"She seemed pretty happy to me," Ryan said with a smile. A look passed between the two of them. It was obvious that Jigs knew what was going on between him and Mrs. Wellsworth.
"Yes she has shown a bit of spunk lately... but I hear things."
Ryan controlled his laugher at the term "spunk". "I'll bet you do hear things. Tell me," Ryan said, leaning forward as if he was ready to hear a big secret.
Although no one could hear them, the butler lowered his voice. "This is totally inappropriate for me to say but I have heard Madam Wellsworth on the phone with a doctor friend on several occasions, discussing her desire to... to become a mother." Jigs sat back as if he had just revealed an incredible secret.
Astonished, Ryan said, "Isn't Mr. Wellsworth a little old for that?"
"That's the problem." The butler looked at him and raised his eyebrows this time.
"Oh," Ryan said with understanding.
Suddenly Jigs seemed to become uncomfortable again and abruptly stood up. "I have said far too much. If you will excuse me now sir, I have work to do. If you need anything just ring the buzzer," he said, his voice changing back to his role as the butler.
"Sure Jigs. Thanks for lunch."
"You're quite welcome," Jigs said and a little smile crossed his lips. Then he turned and strode back toward the house.
As Ryan started back to work a though occurred to him: If Mrs. Wellsworth wanted children then she couldn't be on birth control. If she wasn't on birth control and he hadn't used a condom... Well, that was too much for him to process. Chapter 11
Ryan was feeling pretty good as he rang the doorbell of the Billings mansion the following day. It was beautiful day and he was more than ready to "meet" with the doctor again. He had decided that she had strung him along far too long, so today he was going to be a little more assertive. The game the doctor was playing was fun but it was time to get serious. Yet, his outward confidence was still tinged with a little internal fear. He knew that he could be taking a big risk and jeopardize his job.
The door opened and Ms. Baker greeted Ryan. She was wearing a white tennis outfit with a sleeve-less top and an impossibly short matching pleated skirt. She had a towel around her neck and there was sweat on her face.
Ryan looked her up and down and then whistled. "Very nice," he said.
"Come in Ryan," Ms. Baker smiled and led Ryan into the house.
He glanced down at her white skirt and then her tanned legs. He suddenly realized how she kept herself in such good shape. "So you play tennis," he said.
She turned around and smiled. "Yes, it's a passion of mine. My tennis instructor just left. I'm the ladies champion at the club."
Ryan had seen a guy driving away in a little sports car as he pulled into the driveway. "So, you're pretty good huh?"
"I think so."
"I've played a few sets myself. Maybe I should challenge you," Ryan said almost smugly.
Ms. Baker stopped and turned around. "That would be fun. But don't be too sure of yourself young man. I may be a little older but I have some moves you probably haven't seen."
Ryan smiled and reached up and grabbed the towel around her neck and pulled her close to him. "I'm sure you do have some moves that I haven't seen and I can't wait to see them." He used the ends of the towel to wipe the pretty woman's forehead and cheeks. Then he let go of the towel and pulled her into his arms.
"Ry..." she started to say but his lips cut off her protest.
His hands slid down her back until they reached her buttocks. Quickly, before she could protest he slipped his hands under her short skirt and grasped her panty-covered cheeks.
The older woman wrenched her mouth from his and whispered, "Doctor Billings is upstairs waiting for you."
Ryan ignored her and kissed her damp neck as he continued to squeeze her ass. Then he whispered, "God I love your ass. I've been dreaming about it and have masturbated every night thinking of kissing it... and fucking it." Suddenly his penis was hard and pressing to the woman's stomach.
The older woman gasped at his words. She trembled in his arms, unable to pry herself away.
His finger found the elastic around the legs of her panties and slipped underneath. A second later he pressed his fingers to her already wet lips. He brought his mouth to hers again as his finger slipped into her hole. When it was wet, he pulled it out and searched for her rear hole.
"God Ryan, no," she gasped. Still she didn't pull away from him as his finger began to search between her cheeks.
A second later the tip of his finger found her puckered rear hole. He circled it with his finger before slipping the tip inside.
"Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped and wiggled her hips as if she wanted to get away but couldn't.
"Are you going to be here after I'm done with Doctor Billings?" Ryan whispered as his finger began to move in and out of her tight rear passage.
"Yes," she whispered excitedly.
"Good," he said and pulled away from the still trembling woman, letting his finger slip from her pulsing hole. Then he leaned forward and whispered, "I might leave the door to the doctor's office opened a little... if you're interested."
"I have... I have things to do," she said, flustered. However, her face was flushed with excitement and her eyes were glassy with lust.
Ryan turned and hurried upstairs. He tapped on the door and then opened it to find Doctor Billings already sitting on the sofa. When he moved into the room, he intentionally left the door open a crack.
"You're late," she said sternly but then smiled. She was wearing a yellow sweater that was cut low in the front and a short dark skirt. It looked very professional except that she wasn't wearing a bra and her hard nipples were poking through. Her legs were crossed, revealing more of her thigh than was appropriate for a doctor as well.
"Sorry, the traffic was horrible," he lied. He walked over and stood in front of the seated woman.
She looked up at him with a question on her face.
Without saying a word, Ryan pulled his shirt out of his shorts and then over his head, baring his strong chest. Then, as he stared at her, he placed his fingers into the elastic of his shorts. He hesitated for a second, his heart racing now. Quickly he pulled his shorts to his feet, leaving him naked with his penis throbbing in front of him.
Sandra Billings was not easily shocked but Ryan's actions had done it. It took her a moment to get her composure. She said, "Well, I guess our efforts to overcome your shyness have worked." Then she tried to smile. It was a weak one, tinged with obvious excitement.
Ryan was a little surprised at her seemingly quick recovery. However, he wasn't done yet. He moved closer to her until his legs were almost touching her knees. Then he wrapped his hand around his hard shaft and began to stroke it. The room grew silent as neither one of them spoke. Ryan knees grew weak. For a second he began to question his actions. But he realized that he had gone this far and there was no turning back now.
The nervous young man's hand was trembling as he reached for the doctor's head. When she didn't protest, or move back, he curled his fingers in her hair and began to pull her forward. "Suck it," he said in a hoarse whisper, his voice sounding strange in the otherwise quiet room.
Without hesitation, Doctor Billing's mouth opened and her tongue came out. She licked the head once and then wrapped her lips around the crown, stretching her mouth to take it inside.
Ryan moaned and tried to keep his hips still as he felt the doctor's warm mouth surround him. Her lips wrapped tightly around the crown and her tongue began to work on the head, flicking back and forth on the tip. "Oh Jesus," he gasped, feeling his balls start to churn. With a great effort he pulled the woman's mouth from his penis and heard a loud "pop" from her sucking lips. Then he looked down at her lust filled eyes. He pulled her to her feet and took her into his arms. A moan escaped his lips as he kissed her. At the same time he reached down behind her and grasped her ass, pulling her tightly to him. They both moaned as his fingers pulled the material of her short skirt up until he could feel her panties.



"Ryan," the doctor protested weakly. However, she didn't push him away. She couldn't.
Ryan's fingers slipped under her panties until he was able to grasp her bare cheeks with both hands. It was the second pair of ass cheeks he had had his hands on in the last five minutes. He knew he was a very lucky boy.
"God, I've got to fuck you," he whispered hotly into her ear, then kissed her again.
Unknown to Ryan, the doctor was in great turmoil. While she had planned on this happening eventually, she wanted to delay it... to tease him more. However, now that she heard the words and felt his strong hands on her ass her resistance was rapidly waning. With one last effort, she pulled her mouth from his again and pushed on his chest.
But Ryan didn't let her pull away as he almost dragged her over to the sofa and fell backward, with her landing on top of him. Suddenly his hands were pushing her sweater up, baring her soft breasts, and letting them press to his chest. Then he placed his hands into the waistband of her panties and slipped them down her thighs. He took his mouth from hers again and began to kiss the nape of her neck. He felt her tremble and heard her moan through gasps of breath.
At that moment, out of the corner of his eye, he saw movement at the door. He couldn't see well but he could make out the white of Ms. Baker's tennis outfit. A smile came to his lips as he pushed the doctor's panties down her thigh and let them drop to the floor. Then he moved his hands back across her soft ass cheeks and between her thighs to find her already very wet vagina. When he slipped two fingers into her and she spread her legs in accommodation, he knew that he had won. With that he flipped her over until she was on her back. He saw that her eyes were now filled with lust and he bent his head to take a large nipple into his mouth.
"Oh God," Sandra moaned and grabbed Ryan's head to pull him tightly to her large orb. Her other hand snaked down and grasped his throbbing shaft. She began to pump her hand rapidly. It was her last attempt to get control of the situation. It didn't work.
Ryan thought that she might be trying to get him to climax prematurely. He wasn't about to let that happen. He pulled back quickly and hissed, "I'm going to eat you.... then, I'm going to fuck you." Before she could stop him he slipped to his knees, lifting her legs into the air. His head moved down quickly and captured her swollen lips.
"Ahhhhhheeee!!!" Sandra screamed.
Even if Ms. Baker had not been standing at the door, she would have heard the scream.
The sweet taste of the doctor's juices filled Ryan's mouth. Then he sucked her swollen lips into his mouth and used his tongue in a flicking motion. He pushed his tongue through the wet hole and deep into her cavern. He had to hold on to her legs tightly in order to keep the connection; her hips bucked up and down and from side to side as she whimpered in excitement. When Ryan's lips found her swollen clit, she began to climax. Her thighs wrapped around his head, squeezing his cheeks tightly. His face was flooded with her copious juices.
The excited woman whined and twisted in Ryan's grasp as waves of pleasure consumed her. It had been a long time since a man had pleased her this good with his mouth. It took quite some time before the convulsions in Sandra's body slowed. When they did, her legs fell from Ryan's shoulders and she lay exhausted under his still gently sucking mouth.
When Ryan pulled his mouth from between her legs, juice was dripping from his chin. He glanced at the open door and saw that Ms. Baker was still there. With a smile he moved up until he was on his arms over the doctor. Her eyes were closed and she was still gasping for breath. He smiled down at her as his penis bobbed over her swollen sex. There was a long, clear string of his juice dripping from the head. He watched as it grew in size and then fell to her wrinkled inner lips, connecting their sex organs via a clear web of pre-cum juice. He pushed his shaft down until the head touched her lips.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Sandra moaned.
He teased her by rubbing the head in small circles.
Finally, when she could take no more, her legs flew up and she grasped Ryan's shoulders and hissed, "Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Ryan smiled and slowly pushed the large head into her wet and open hole. The crown stretched her sensitive lips wide as it gradually slipped into her body. It was Ryan's turn to moan as her inner muscles began to vibrate around the pulsing head. Slowly he lowered his weight, forcing the shaft deeper and deeper. Both of them grunted as it hit bottom.
The two of them lay frozen for a moment; Sandra gasping for breath as her insides adjusted to the large head... Ryan fighting to hold back his climax.
When the crisis passed for Ryan he began to move. He pulled out slowly, letting the walls of her tight chamber caress him. Then he pushed back in hard.
"Oh Goddddd!!!" Sandra moaned and lifted her hips to match Ryan's downward plunge.
A second later Ryan's hips began to work up and down rapidly and his lips found hers again.
Outside the room Ms. Baker watched the two lovers. One hand was inside her tennis panties, rubbing her lips and the other was squeezing her breast. She had fought a losing battle not to come upstairs. However, knowing that the door would be open, she couldn't resist. She felt guilty spying on her friend like this but still she couldn't pull herself away from the door. She had never seen anything so exciting. When Sandra had had her first climax, she had joined her. Now she was growing close to another as she watched Ryan thrust his hips into her.
"Oh Jesus," Ryan gasped, "I'm going to cum." Ryan pushed one of her legs up until it was on the back of the sofa, spreading her open and giving him room to pound his hips into her.
"Yes, yes, yes," Sandra gasped as another strong climax shook her.
Ryan's balls felt like they were going to explode. A long moan escaped his lips as his cum flew up the shaft and into the climaxing woman. Pulse after pulse sent his seed deep into her, filling her until the juice was running out and onto the leather sofa below. His frantic pumping began to force the juice from their connected organs and it began to splatter on their thighs.
Finally Ryan collapsed onto the still trembling woman. He lay on top of her gasping for breath for a full minute. When he could move, he pulled back, allowing his softer, but still substantial penis to slip from her stretched hole. He looked down and saw that the doctor's eyes were closed and it looked like she was asleep. Her face was serene but exhausted. Her normally perfect hair was in disarray and matted with sweat. She still looked beautiful.
When Ryan turned his head, he saw Ms. Baker still standing at the door. Their eyes met for a moment and then she disappeared. Ryan stood up quickly and reached for his shorts and shirt. Beside his clothes lay Doctor Billing's panties. On impulse he picked them up and stuffed them into the pocket of his shorts. He took one last look down at the normally composed doctor. Her legs were still spread obscenely, one foot was on back of the sofa and the other was on the floor. Her still swollen vagina was spread and pulsing, his juice running out in gobs. A broad smile came to his face. With his clothes in his hand he hurried out of the room.
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Chapter 12
Ryan walked naked across the balcony to the stairs. He thought it felt funny to be walking down the grand staircase naked. At the bottom of the stairs, he looked for Ms. Baker. When he saw her in the kitchen standing at the counter fixing a cup of coffee, he walked up quietly behind her, dropped his clothes to the floor and placed his hands on her waist. When she didn't say anything, he moved in close and bent his head to her neck. "I saw you watching," he whispered. "I was thinking about you as I fucked her," he added.
She didn't answer but trembled at his words. Then she whispered as if to protest, "Ryan, we shouldn't." But then she turned her head to the side, letting him kiss her neck.
Ryan slid his hands to her tiny skirt, pulling it up to her waist. He pressed forward touching the backs of her thighs with his growing erection. He felt her tremble again. Then, he began to slowly slip to his knees. A second later he was staring at her panty covered ass. He sucked in his breath when he saw her sexy rear only inches from his face. One side of her panties had slipped into her crack, baring a soft cheek. He bent forward and kissed it. "God I love your ass," he whispered, almost to himself. With that he pulled the other side of her panties between the cheeks, exposing both globes. He kissed that cheek and then the other and heard her moan. Then, before she could stop him, he reached up and pulled her panties down to her thighs. Without hesitation, he separated her cheeks and searched for her rear hole with his tongue.
"Ohhhhh Ryan," she moaned as she felt his tongue circling her little hole. She gasped and went up on her toes as he plunged his tongue into her. Her body betrayed the incredible excitement rushed through her as she bent forward, spreading her legs as far as the panties would allow.
Ryan's mouth went wild. He began to suck and lick her sweet little asshole. He could feel it reacting by throbbing and pulsing under his tongue. He worked on it for a long time before he pulled away and stood up. "Where's your room?" he whispered excitedly.
"Oh God," she moaned but then gasped in the same breath, "Down the hall."
"Come on," Ryan said and began to pull her toward the hallway.
"Wait," she said with concern and looked up the stairs.
"Don't worry, Sandra won't be up for a while."
Ryan saw her bite her lip thoughtfully and thought that she was going to protest. He almost sighed when she reached down to push her panties from her thighs and off her feet. Ryan quickly took the panties from her hand and tossed them onto his on clothes on the floor. A second later he began to pull her toward her room again.
Ms. Baker was now far too excited to protest as she allowed him to lead her down the hall and into her room.
As soon as they were inside, Ryan took her into his arms and kissed her passionately. His now dripping penis slipped under the tennis skirt and touched her stomach. Slowly he eased her backward toward the bed, his hands slipping under the back of her skirt to find her naked ass again. When they reached the bed, Ryan pushed her back and let her fall. Then he went to his knees and quickly lifted her legs to his shoulders. His head bend forward and his mouth found her very wet and swollen lips.
"Oh Jesus," she gasped.
He tried not to compare the two women but it was impossible. Ms. Baker's juice was thicker and her inner lips were more pronounced than Sandra's was. Her juice was also stronger, but he thought that was probably because she had been exercising. Still, he was amazed about how similar they tasted. He was rapidly learning to love pussy juice... the more they produced the better he liked it.
As he began to suck her, he felt her hands grab his hair, pulling his face tighter to her humid crotch. Her legs wrapped around his neck as her heels began to beat a rhythm on his back.
Soon the older woman's hips began to rise from the bed as an orgasm neared. She pulled Ryan's hair harshly and squeezed him with her strong thighs as waves of pleasure rushed up and down her body.
Suddenly she lifted her hips from the bed and froze as she began to climax, her screams echoing around the room. Her thighs, which covered Ryan's ears, muted the sounds of her screams. Her tight hole began to spasm on his tongue and juice began to pour from like a river.
Ryan sucked and licked her, drinking her juice until the strong climax waned. He had a big smile on his face when he pulled his head from between her legs. He wiped his mouth his mouth with the back of his hand and stood up. He looked down at her and said, "Get on your hands and knees."
The older woman hurried to comply, looking back as Ryan climbed onto the bed and between her legs. Unknown to Ryan, it was her favorite position.
"Open your ass for me," he said.
She gasped and closed her eyes as renewed excitement washed though her. With trembling hands she reached back to grasp her ass cheeks pulling them obscenely apart. Her chest fell to the bed and her face was turned to the side. Then she squeezed her eyes tightly shut as she waited, her thighs beginning to tremble in anticipation.
Ryan stared at the incredible site before him. His heart was pounding in his chest and his penis was throbbing like it had a life of it's own. He took the shaft into his hand and laid the large head on her tiny hole. He rubbed the dripping head around the hole until both were slick with his juice. Then he paused. Again he was amazed by the size difference between the large head and her rear hole. His naivet‚ made him wondered how he had ever gotten it into her the first time.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Ms. Baker suddenly screamed when she couldn't wait any longer.
Ryan smiled and pressed the head to the opening. He watched in amazement as it began to spread for him like a flower looking for the morning dew. Slowly the head squeezed in until the ring snapped around the ridge. He moaned and paused for a second, enjoying the incredible tightness. Then he began to slowly push forward watching as his long shaft disappeared, inch-by-inch. The warmth inside her cavern was almost more than he could take and he moaned as he willed himself not to cum. Holding his breath, he pressed forward until his balls were touching her swollen sex lips and his penis was totally inside her ass. He could feel her rectum reacting to the intrusion by pulsing and throbbing up and down his shaft. He could hear her whimpering quietly as he began to move in and out slowly, trying to be careful not to hurt her.
"No... fuck me!" the excited woman screamed.
All right, Ryan thought. He lifted up until he had a good angle and paused. With a groan he pushed forward. He used all of his weight to push and plunged into the woman's ass in one long and smooth movement. He heard her scream as his penis sliced through her stretched sphincter and disappeared inside her hole. She gasped for breath. Again he paused, with his penis deep inside, waiting for her to catch her breath. When she began to wiggle her hips he pulled almost all the way out and did it again. Slowly her body opened for him and she took everything he had and pushed back for more. Suddenly the inexperienced young man was pounding into her as if he had done this many times.
Within minutes, sweat broke out on Ryan's brow as he worked his long shaft rapidly in and out of her tight hole. Since he had cum so recently, he knew that he could last a long time. Because he also knew that she loved to be "fucked" in the ass he was going to give her all she wanted. His hips began a steady rhythm as the room soon filled with the slapping sounds of his thighs on her ass and their mutual grunts of pleasure.
As the older woman's excitement mounted, she reached between her legs and began to rub her clit. Seconds later she began to climax... first once and then again and again.
Ryan could feel the walls of her ass convulsing on his plunging penis. His reaction was to work his hips harder. Over and over he pushed deep into her now stretched and willing hole, burying himself in her to his balls.
No matter how much Ryan wanted it to last, finally, the excitement was too much for him and his balls began to churn. He pushed in as deeply as he could go and gasped, "I'm cummmmmiiiinnnnnggg!!!"
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in my ass!" the still climaxing woman screamed in response.
Both lovers froze as their mutual pleasure consumed them. Deep inside her ass the swollen head of Ryan's penis doubled in size and began to spew his thick cream into her warm cavern, filling her warm hole with his almost scalding juice.
However, the cream was like a soothing balm to the tortured ass of the now exhausted woman. Finally, exhaustion got to her and she moaned quietly, collapsing onto the bed.
Ryan followed her down, his heaving chest pressed to her back as his penis sent the last blast into her.
The house was quiet as Ryan stood at the side of the pool and pushed the vacuum hose across the bottom. His arms and body seemed to have been sapped of strength and he was exhausted.... but it was a good exhaustion. A smile came to his lips as he felt the two pair of balled up panties in his pockets. He knew that he would use those panties to masturbate tonight.
Chapter 13
On Saturday night, Ryan was waiting on the street outside of Cindy's house. He was a little scared to pull into her driveway for fear that her father would see him. He didn't know how he would react to him dating his daughter... not only because he was poor but also because of the extra circular activities of the job. He had asked Cindy if she wanted to go to the movies and then get something to eat. He was a little surprised that she said yes. He figured that she would have had guys lined up to go out with her on a Saturday night.
He was just about to get out of the car when he saw her come out of the house. She was wearing a bright blue blouse that was tied in a knot under her breasts with several buttons opened at the top. He could already see her hard nipples through the thin material. Below she had on a pair of the tightest and shortest short-shorts that he had ever seen. She had two ponytail braids in her hair with little ribbons at the end of each one. She looked gorgeous.
"Hi," Ryan said as he hopped out of the van and walked around to greet her.
"Hi," she returned, going up on her toes to kiss him quickly on the lips. "Here," she said and handed him a bottle inside a bag.
"What's this?" Ryan said as he pulled the paper down and saw that it was a bottle of wine.
"Stole it from my father's wine cellar. He'll never miss it. I thought we might like to have a drink later."
"Great," Ryan said. He wasn't much of a drinker but he did when he got the chance. He opened the door for Cindy and watched as she climbed into the van. He felt a stirring in his groin when he saw that the tiny shorts barely covered her lower cheeks. Hurrying around the van he climbed into the driver's side.
"I'll put this in the refrigerator," Cindy said, taking the bottle and slipping into the back of the van.
"I didn't know there was a refrigerator," Ryan laughed. He watched her bend over to put the wine in the refrigerator and saw the tight shorts pull up. The seam of her shorts slipped deep between her buttocks, exposing the soft flesh of her lower cheeks.
"Benny has everything in here," Cindy said looking back and catching him watching her. She smiled. She put the bottle in the small refrigerator and then turned and sat on the bench seat. Then she pressed a button, causing the back of the seat to move down, forming a bed. "Good old Benny... he got the button fixed," she said with as smile, her pretty blue eyes flashing naughtily. She left the seat down and crawled back into the front seat.
Ryan felt a thrill course through him and his penis began to grow. He thought for a moment that maybe they should just find someplace to park. But that wouldn't have been gentlemanly. Plus, he wanted to enjoy her company.
"Where're we going?" Cindy asked.
"I thought we would see the new Jack Nickolson movie and then get something to eat."
"Sounds great."
As they drove to the theater, Ryan kept glancing over at the pretty girl.
She saw him looking. "Do I have a stain on my shirt," she said with a smile.
Ryan's face turned red. "Uh... no... you're just so pretty."
"Thanks," she answered and reached over and placed her hand on his thigh.
"I'm surprised that you were available on a Saturday night. I mean... I thought you would have lots of guys wanting to go out with you."
"I do. However, contrary to what you might think, I am very selective about who I go out with."
Ryan was embarrassed again. "I didn't think... uh... I mean."
"You're cute when you blush."
"I'm sorry... I didn't mean to insult you," Ryan said.
"You didn't insult me. The truth is that most guys are just too immature for me... even the older ones. Or, worse yet, they're cocky and overbearing." Then she added, "I like you Ryan. Benny was right, you're a nice guy."
"Thanks, so are you... uh I mean you're a nice girl," Ryan stuttered with embarrassment.
Cindy laughed and squeezed his thigh.
They both liked the movie. It was about older man that always dated much younger women until he met the mother of one of his girlfriends. It was kind of sexy and funny.
As they left the theater, Ryan asked Cindy where she wanted to go to eat. She responded that maybe they could just get some fast food at a drive through and find somewhere quiet to park.
Ryan liked that idea. He found a fast food place and ordered a couple of hamburgers and fries. Then he drove to an old abandoned rock quarry that he and some friends had found a couple years ago. They had made it their secret place and would go swimming in the large pond created by the giant excavation machines. It had been closed for years after a flood filled the gaping hole before the excavating company could get the equipment out. Ryan had gone there by himself many times when he needed to be alone.
The sun was setting beyond the jagged cliffs surrounding them as Ryan parked the van. A moment later they were looking out at the crystal blue water. When it rained, the water turned a murky brown, but this night it was clear enough to see the reflections of the cliffs.
"It's beautiful," Cindy whispered. "I didn't even know this place was here.
"Not many people do anymore."
When the sun finally disappeared, Cindy said, "Come on," as she climbed into the back.
Ryan brought the food into the back as Cindy found the wine and a couple of glasses. She reached over and put on the stereo and turned on the mood lights. When she saw Ryan looking at her with a funny look she said, "You know Benny and I go way back together."
"Yeah, I guessed that."
The pretty girl suddenly had a dreamy look on her face. "Benny was my first," she whispered and looked at Ryan for his reaction. "You're not jealous are you?"
"Uh... no, I don't have any reason to be."
"Good. Now get the food out... I'm starved."
Ryan took the burgers out of the bag as Cindy poured two glasses of wine. The two sat on the seat, which was now converted to a bed, and ate silently for a few minutes.
"So, you've been working at the shop for a few years now huh?" Ryan asked.
"Yeah. I worked there when I was a kid and then every summer since I've been in college. Dad's grooming me to take over the business someday."
I bet she doesn't know what the real business is, Ryan thought but didn't say. However, he had a strange look on his face, which Cindy noticed.
"I know what goes on at the store," she stated in a matter-of-fact tone. "I do the billing you know.""
Ryan's eyes opened wide. "You know?" he said, his voice showing his surprise. She couldn't know the real business, he thought.
"Of course I do. I even know that we bill Mrs. Wellsworth and Mrs. Billings "extra" for your services."
Ryan's face turned beet red and he took a big gulp of his wine. His mouth was suddenly very dry.
"My dad's made a lot of money by catering to wealthy women. At first I had a problem with that, but then I thought, we have a great house, all the money we could want and I have a job for as long as I want, so what's the problem. Besides, we provide a valuable service." Cindy's face broke into a broad smile as she took a sip of her wine, looking over the glass at Ryan.
Ryan didn't know what to say. He reached for the bottle and poured himself another glass.
A slow song came on the stereo and Cindy said, "I wish we could dance. Wine always makes me romantic." With that she leaned over and gently kissed Ryan on the lips.
He responded by reaching up and placing his hand behind her head and welcoming her tongue into his mouth.
Cindy pulled away and said, "Take your shirt off."
"Huh?" he said. He saw excitement in her eyes but he hesitated.
"Come on," Cindy almost pleaded.
Ryan pulled his shirt from his shorts and then over his head. When he looked up, he saw her begin to untie the knot in her shirt.
"You have a great chest," Cindy whispered excitedly as she let her shirt fall open revealing most of her bare breasts. Then she reached over and rubbed her hand across his chest.
"So dooo you," Ryan said stupidly. His words were just a little slurred from drinking three glasses of wine so quickly. His head was spinning just a bit but not enough to dull his senses.
Cindy slipped her blouse off and lay back on the seat.
Ryan gasped as he stared at her beautiful breasts. They were the size of large oranges and sat firmly on her chest, even with her lying on her back. The nipples were pink, hard and sat as if balanced on her creamy white orbs.
His penis was already hard.
Cindy opened her arms to him.
He quickly leaned over her prone body and brought his lips to hers, letting her pull him down until his hard chest met her soft breasts. He moaned into her mouth when he felt her nipples burning into his flesh.
The inside of the van was suddenly ripe with excitement as they pressed their lips together in a passionate kiss.
Ryan loved the taste of her mouth... he could taste her sweet saliva tinged with the sweet wine. Her lips were soft, warm and very inviting. She had a way of sucking and biting his lips that sent a chill down his spine.
Their kissing went on for a long, long time.
When Ryan didn't make a move, Cindy took matters into her own hands by pulling his hand to her breast as she had done on their first date.
Ryan knew what to do from there. He squeezed her soft flesh and played with her hard nipples. He could tell she was getting very excited when she groaned her approval.
Cindy moaned and squirmed under him.
Ryan didn't want to leave her soft mouth but her breasts were calling him. He pulled his lips from hers and kissed down her neck and over her warm skin. A second later he had a nipple in his mouth.
"Oh yes," Cindy whispered as she guided his head from one breast to the other.
Her breasts were smaller than any of his older lovers were but they were firm and the skin was incredibly soft. He could have spent hours sucking them. However, when he felt her hands on his shoulders pushing him downward, he reluctantly let her nipples go and began to kiss down her stomach. When he reached her shorts he struggled to unbutton them.
Cindy finally pushed his hands away and opened her shorts. Then she lifted up and slipped them down her thighs and off her feet. She didn't have panties on.
Ryan gasped as he looked down at the beautiful girl spread before him. She had a small tattoo of a red rose on her stomach, only inches from her pubic mound. He glanced up and his eyes took in her firm breasts, trim waist and very sexy hips. They fell on her vagina and he noticed that she was a real blonde; she had a neatly trimmed down of soft blond hair covering her lips.



"Do you want to eat me?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh God yes," Ryan answered and moved down until he was lying between her legs with his face inches from her vagina. He used his fingers to rub the sparse blonde hair, loving the soft feel. He ran his index finger across the top of her slit and heard her moan as his finger touched the hidden clit.
She lifted her hips from the seat and gasped.
Ryan bent his head and blew warm air on across her now wet pubic hair. He placed his hands under her thighs and lifted her legs until they were across his shoulder.
"Oh God, eat me," Cindy gasped.
Ryan bent his head and as he spread her lips. Slowly he began to lick her swollen inner lips.
"Oh yes, oh yes," she gasped.
For a long time he tickled and teased her, avoiding pushing his tongue into her hole until he knew that she couldn't stand it any more. Then he pushed her hips up to her chest and pressed his tongue into her.
"Ahhhhheeee!!!" she screamed and grabbed his head. Her hips bucked upward, forcing his tongue deep into her wet hole.
Ryan let her direct his head. She moved it up and down and back and forth, placing his mouth where she needed it most.
It didn't take long for the excited girl to climax. She lifted her hips and pulled his mouth to her hole as she screamed in pleasure. Her body bucked like she was having convulsions. If Ryan had any doubt that she was climaxing, it disappeared when his face was deluged with her juices. It squirted out of her like a fountain, surprising him for a moment as it splattered across his face. He recovered quickly and opened his mouth to drink her juice.
Ryan continued to kiss Cindy's wet lips until her convulsions slowed and then stopped. When he pulled his face away, it was soaked from his eyebrows to his chin. When he looked up he saw that Cindy had her eyes closed. He found a napkin and wiped his face before crawling up to lay beside her.
Cindy turned to him and snuggled into his arms, murmuring contentedly.
Ryan felt proud that he had elicited such a reaction from the young girl. It was a confirmation of the skills he had learned from his older lovers.
"That was wonderful," Cindy breathed. "I don't have to ask where you learned to eat pussy like that," she added with a smile.
"Another glass of wine?" Ryan asked quickly to change the subject.
"Please."
Ryan poured her a glass and brought it to her lips. She lifted up and took a long sip before falling back, pulling him down with her. He nearly spilled the wine but managed to sit it in a cup holder. Their lips went together again for a long and passionate kiss.
Finally, Cindy pushed Ryan away and forced him to his back as she sat up. She smiled at him and began to open his shorts. A second later she was pulling them off, leaving him with in his white boxer briefs. "Mmmmm," she whispered as she looked at the tent in his underwear. She reached her hand down and grasped the cloth-covered shaft. Then she bent her head and began to run her tongue up and down the cotton material surrounding his penis. When she reached the top she squeezed the now wet material around the swollen head and then began to lick it. Soon the material was so wet that it had become transparent.
A moan escaped Ryan's lips as her mouth surrounded the head, sucking the accumulated juices through the wet material. Then she pulled away and lifted the elastic of his shorts to reveal his throbbing shaft. "God, I love it," she gasped as looked at the large and pulsing head. She wrapped her hand around the hot shaft and held it up straight. Then she dropped her head and opened her mouth to take the head inside.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Ryan gasped and lifted his head, watching her begin to take it down her throat. On the first date, he had only felt what she was doing but now he could watch it as well. It was incredibly exciting to see his penis disappear into her mouth. When it reached the base of her throat, he heard her gag, but she didn't stop.
Cindy pushed hard when the giant head until there was an almost audible pop as it slipped into her throat. Inch by inch it disappeared until soon the shaft was entirely gone and her lips were in his pubic hair.
Ryan could hear her groaning deep in her throat as his hips began to lift from the seat. A second later she pulled back. He watched in amazement as his long shaft slipped from her mouth. It was dripping with her saliva now.
Cindy smiled at him before moving back down. She began to bob her head up and down rapidly.
Ryan fell back onto the seat and closed his eyes and moaned.
Cindy loved oral sex, both giving and receiving. She got quite a thrill out of taking a penis into her throat. When she was a lot younger she had taken a porno film of her fathers to a pajama party. It was a movie about oral sex. Each scene was of a woman deep-throating a man. The movie had a lasting impression on her. It took her a couple of weeks to learn how to do it and the rest was history.
"Jesus Cindy," Ryan warned as he felt his balls begin to react. If she kept that up he was going to climax.
That was obviously not what Cindy wanted. She pulled her mouth from his now saliva wet penis and whispered, "I want you to fuck me this time." With that she climbed over Ryan until she was straddling his waist. Then she moved until she was squatting over his throbbing shaft. She stared at Ryan as she grasped his penis and placed the head at the entrance to her vagina. "It's so big," she said, almost to herself. Her eyes were glazed over as she began to move downward.
Ryan watched as his penis disappeared into her hole. He felt her warm insides surrounding him until the entire shaft was inside her.
Cindy was gasping for breath now. She had never felt anything like it. The giant head of Ryan's penis was stretching her insides like nothing had ever done before. She could feel every inch of it pressing against the walls. She could even feel it pressing against the entrance to her womb. Nothing had ever been so deep inside her before.
Ryan was almost delirious with pleasure now. He could feel the hot walls of her vagina massaging him as if were trying to milk his juice from his balls.
Slowly Cindy lifted up until just the head was inside and then she dropped back down.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" they both gasped.
A second later, the excited girl began to bounce up and down. She would lift up until the tip was at the entrance before dropping all the way down again. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were closed in pleasure as she worked up a lather of juice between them. The van was rocking from her frantic movements.
Ryan grasped her hips and tried to slow her down.
However, she would have none of that. She placed her hands on his chest and began to work her hips even more frantically.
"Cindy, I... I can't... take... much more," Ryan gasped.
That seemed to spur the young girl on. "Yes, yes, yes," she gasped and began to tremble. "Oh God, I'm going to cummmmmmm!!!" she screamed.
Ryan was there as well. His balls reacted to her words and began to pump his sperm up the shaft.
When Cindy felt his juice, her climax intensified. Her eyes went back in her head and her mouth opened in pleasure as a strong orgasm rushed through her. Her juice began to squirt out at the same time as she was being filled with his sperm.
For Ryan it felt like his balls were going to turn inside out. His juice rocked from his penis and filled her clenching hole until it ran out and across his balls. The walls of the van echoed with the squishing sounds of their very wet sex organs. Fortunately, no one was around to see the van rocking from the frantic activity inside.
It took some time for the movement inside the van to slow.
Cindy collapsed onto Ryan's chest as she tried to catch her breath. Suddenly the only sound was the heavy breathing of the two lovers.
"God," Cindy whispered.
Ryan smiled. Then he abruptly turned Cindy over until he was lying on top of her. His penis was still hard and pulsing inside of her. "Now it's my turn to fuck you," he whispered.
"Ryan!" she gasped as he began to move again. "Oh Jesus," she said and wrapped her legs around his waist.
His lips found hers again and he began to plunge his tongue into her mouth like his penis was doing to her sloppy hole.
Ryan lasted a long time this time. His penis slipped in and out of her hole with ease, now lubricated by their mutual juices.
Cindy seemed to be climaxing continuously.
Finally, Ryan felt his own climax coming on. He gasped quietly and forced himself deep into her and deposited his second load of cum.
The two lovers lay together quietly for sometime.
"I think we're making a mess of Benny's upholstery," Cindy warned when she felt Ryan's cum running out of her and onto the seat.
"Shit," Ryan said and pulled away from her, looking between their legs. She was right; his juice was pouring out of her hole and between her cheeks to the fabric of the cushion. "Jesus, it's a mess."
Cindy sat up and looked down and then giggled. "It won't be the first time. Although I don't think it has ever been this much."
Ryan found some napkins and tried to clean up as best he could. He'd have to buy something to clean it up. "Oh well," he said, "It's worth Benny's wrath."
They both laughed.
Ryan pulled up in front of Cindy's house a short while later. "Thanks for a wonderful evening," he said sincerely.
"It was wonderful for me as well," she answered. Then she added with a laugh, "However, I may have trouble walking tomorrow."
Ryan's face flushed and he looked sheepishly at her. Then he mustered his courage and asked, "Can we go out next Saturday night?"
"I'd love to but I have something going on Saturday night. Sorry. How about the following week?"
"Okay," he said with disappointment in his voice.
"You're not jealous are you?"
"Should I be?"
Cindy smiled and said, "No." Then she said, "So whose pool are you cleaning first next week?"
He looked at her like he didn't understand. Then he realized what she was getting at. A little smile curled at his mouth and he said, "Are you jealous?"
"Should I be?"
"No."
They both laughed.
They shared a long and lingering kiss before Cindy got out and walked toward the house.
Ryan watched her sexy butt, covered by her tight shorts, as she walked up the sidewalk. She was walking a little funny but it could have been from his juice, which he was sure was soaking though the crotch of her shorts.
When she got to the steps, she turned around and waved to him. She knew that he would be watching.
Chapter 14
Ryan decided to stop by the company office on Monday morning. He saw Benny at the counter and walked over to him. "Hey Benny," he said.
Benny looked up and smiled. "Hi squirt. I'm glad you stopped by. I had something to ask you."
Ryan glanced over Benny's shoulder and saw Cindy working at her computer. That was the real reason he had stopped by anyway.
"Earth to Ryan," Benny said.
"Sorry. What did you say?"
Benny looked behind him to see what Ryan was looking at. He smiled and said, "I heard you two had a great date Saturday night."
"We did. Cindy's a great girl."
"I know," Benny said with a knowing smile. "Listen, the boss's wife along with Doctor Billings is going to have a surprise engagement party for Ms. Baker on the 13th of August at Mrs. Billings' estate. She's going to invite about twenty couples... all customers by the way. Mr. Williams wants his staff to act as waiters, carhop's and so forth. You interested?"
"I guess. But I don't know anything about being a waiter."
"You don't need to know anything. You just have to put on a white jacket and bow tie and walk around with a tray of hors d'oeuvre or drinks."
"How much is he going to pay?"
"You get a cool $300 bucks for the evening."
"Sounds great! I need money to get my car fixed." Ryan drifted off again when he saw Cindy turn around and smile at him.
"I'll get you all the information," Benny said.
"Thanks," Ryan answered absently. Then he walked over to Cindy's desk, without saying goodbye to Benny.
"Hi Ryan," Cindy said with a big smile.
"Hi. I wanted to tell you again how much fun I had Saturday night," Ryan said and blushed.
"So did I," Cindy answered with a bright smile. Then she added, "You're sweet."
Ryan blushed again.
"Did Benny tell you about the party?"
"Yeah. Are you going?"
"I wouldn't miss it," Cindy said, as she placed some files into her desk. "I'm about ready for a break. Want to buy me a Coke?"
"Sure."
The two walked out to the loading dock and sat down with a couple of Cokes. They talked a long while before Cindy said she had to get back to work before her father fired her.
"Yeah, right," Ryan said sarcastically. "I'd better get going anyway. I have a doctor's appointment because my wrist doesn't seem to be getting any better." Then he looked around to make sure her father wasn't around and leaned over and kissed her. As he started to pull away he felt her hand on the back of his head. A little moan escaped his lips as her tongue entered his mouth.
When they finally broke apart they were both breathing a little heavier.
"Call me later?
"Sure," Ryan smiled as he hopped off the loading doc and headed for the van.
Ryan didn't like the news that he got from the doctor. The injury was more extensive then he first thought and he might need surgery. A gloom came over him as he drove toward the Wellsworth's estate. He was worried that the injury would prevent him from getting a scholarship in gymnastics. His grades weren't good enough to get an academic one.
Mrs. Wellsworth was still in Europe so Ryan spent his time at her house talking to Jigs. He realized that he had totally misjudged the old guy. He was a bright and very knowledgeable man. He had gone to college at night and gotten a degree in anthropology. He spent his vacations exploring ancient ruins all over the world. He even had a kind of museum in the basement of the house, which he proudly showed him, with artifacts that he had collected from his many trips around the globe.
When he left the house, Ryan had a new appreciation and respect for Jigs. He had been fascinated by Jig's worldly adventures and thought that maybe he would major in anthropology. That is, if he got to go to college.
Ryan's depression about his wrist disappeared instantly when he saw Ms. Baker the following day. Her smile brightened his day considerably.
"Hi Ryan."
"Hi," he answered and stepped quickly into the house and took her into his arms. There was no protest now as he brought his lips to hers.
Finally she pulled away and said, "Mrs. Billings is waiting for you. But she's not in her office."
"Huh?"
"When you go upstairs, go past her office and into the first room."
"Okay," Ryan said, wondering what was going on. "Are you going to be here when I come down?"
"No, I have some errands to run." When she saw his disappointed look she smiled and said, "Why don't you come by on Friday at ten? Mrs. Billings has a regularly scheduled meeting downtown every Friday and it lasts until about two."
Ryan's face brightened and he said "Wonderful." He kissed her quickly and hurried upstairs. When he reached the room, he saw that the door was closed. He tapped lightly but didn't hear an answer. He wondered if he was at the right room. He turned the knob slowly, opened the door and peeked inside. Suddenly, he gasped. The room was lit with fragrant candles. Mrs. Billings was on a large bed lying back against the pillows. He saw that she was wearing a sheer white negligee that came all the way to her ankles. Underneath she had on a matching white corset that cinched in her waist and lifted her exposed breasts. Her large brown nipples were clearly displayed under the thin material. Attached to the corset were garter straps holding up white nylons and on her feet were four-inch high heels. The only other piece of clothing was a pair of tiny thong panties.
Sandra got up from the bed and posed in front of the now excited young man. "You like?" she asked as she did a pirouette in front of him.
"Wow," was all he could say.
She walked over to Ryan and took his hand. "I thought we might proceed to the next phase of your counseling." She led him over to the bed and said, "Let's get these clothes off."
Ryan heart was about to jump out of his chest as he allowed the pretty woman to pull his top over his head. Then he watched as she squatted and pulled his shorts down and off his feet.
A little gasp escaped the woman's lips when she saw his already hard penis pulsing in front of her face. She wrapped both hands around the shaft and looked up at Ryan. With a quick smile, she opened her mouth and took the large head inside.
"Oh God," Ryan moaned as he watched her suck him. He closed his eyes and swayed in pleasure as the sexy woman began to pump his shaft and suck the swollen head. It didn't take long for his balls to begin to churn in excitement. However, before it went too far, Sandra pulled her mouth away, bringing a moan from his lips.
She pushed Ryan onto the bed until he was lying against the pillows. Then she crawled onto the bed and knelt between his legs. She grasped his throbbing shaft again and began to use her tongue to lick the head and then down to his squirming balls. When her saliva was dripping from his balls, she lifted them to her mouth. With a little whimper, she sucked one large orb into her mouth.
Ryan gasped and lifted his hips. He was a little apprehensive about her having the delicate orb in her mouth, but it felt good and it was incredibly exciting. He felt her tongue lave the orb and then flick it. A second later she let it slip from her mouth and took the other in. Ryan's hands went to her head and caressed her hair as she gently played with his balls. His excitement was growing rapidly and he wanted more. However, the sexy woman had other ideas.
Sandra looked up at Ryan as she placed her hands behind his thighs. She slowly lifted his legs until his thighs were against his chest and his hips were almost off the bed.
Ryan had no idea what she was going to do until she bent her head and began to lick the smooth skin under his balls. His heart began to beat even harder as he felt her tongue slip down, inch by inch until suddenly it was touching his tiny rear hole. "Oh Jesus," he gasped when he felt her begin to circle the hole. Then a long moan escaped his lips as her tongue breached the opening and pushed into his ass. He couldn't believe that this sophisticated doctor was licking his asshole.
She wasn't done yet. After she had lubricated his little hole with her tongue, she brought a finger to the opening. She looked up at Ryan as she slipped her finger into his ass.
"Oh God," Ryan gasped and lifted his hips as if to get away from the intruder. Although it was still foreign to Ryan, this time, having her finger in his ass was much more sensual. Still, his tiny hole resisted.
However, Sandra would not be denied until her finger was all the way inside him. Then she reached up and took his penis in her hand as she began to twist her finger. Years of experience told her where to find what she was looking for.
Ryan could feel the tip of her finger massaging his prostate. It made the juice pour from the swollen head and his balls squirm. The combination of her searching finger and her pumping hand had him ready to shoot in seconds. "Mrs... Sandra," he gasped
Sandra let go of his penis before he could climax but she kept her finger inside. She knew that he was very close. She almost giggled as she watched his long shaft bob in front of her eyes. Each time she twisted her finger across the lump inside she saw the large head pulse and produce more juice until it was running down his shaft like a river.



Ryan gasped and began to squirm his hips, actually pushing down on the finger.
Sandra smiled with confidence as she bent the shaft down until she could place her tongue on the sensitive skin just below the large crown. She ran her tongue back and forth across the slick surface and then up to the dripping tip. Her lips circled the head and she sucked in the steady stream of juice as her finger continued to pump inside him. With her teeth, she gently bit the head, bringing another moan from the incredibly excited boy.
"Sandra," Ryan moaned, his eyes closed tightly. "Please."
Sandra giggled again and pulled her finger from his ass.
"Jesus," Ryan gasped.
Then she had him move down until he was lying flat on his back. She spun around and quickly threw her leg over him, her ass toward his face. Her head dropped back to his penis as she began to lick up and down the shaft, avoiding the sensitive head this time.
Ryan opened his eyes to see her sexy butt almost in his face. His hands reached for her cheeks. He could see the tiny thong stretched across her asshole and the silky material covering her vagina. The center of the material was dark with her juices. He lifted his head and placed his mouth on the juicy material. When he heard Sandra moan he pulled away. Two could play this game, he thought. He used his tongue to tickle the sensitive outer lips hidden under the thin material.
Without warning the older woman pushed her hips back, thrusting her crotch in the surprised boy's face, smashing her vagina onto his mouth. Then she sat up. Now she was sitting on Ryan's face, rubbing her swollen sex across his nose, mouth and chin.
Sandra was in control and she wanted Ryan to know it.
He got the message as he gasped for breath, barely able to breathe under the weight of her hips. He couldn't see the wide smile of pleasure on the woman's face.
Suddenly the smell of her excitement and the feeling of her swollen lips on his face consumed his senses. He began to rub his nose on her asshole and work his mouth on her now dripping crotch.
Sandra gasped and continued to squirm on his face. She pressed down hard, feeling his nose pressing to her little rear hole. Then she circled her hips, rubbing her now very swollen sex lips on his mouth. As she continued to press her weight onto his face, she reached between her legs and pulled the tiny slip of material from her crotch, letting her exposed lips touch Ryan's now searching tongue. A long moan escaped her lips when she felt his tongue enter her dripping hole.
Ryan's face was rapidly becoming drenched in her copious juice. His lips and chin were awash in her thick juices. What he couldn't swallow dripped down his chin.
Sandra continued to buck her hips as her excitement grew rapidly. She pressed down on Ryan's tongue and allowed a small climax to rush through her. It was quick and intense but she needed more. She rolled from Ryan's surprised face and quickly stripped off her negligee and panties. She flopped onto the bed and turned to Ryan, pulling him onto her. "Fuck me!" she gasped.
Ryan was happy to comply. He was about ready to explode as he slipped between her spread legs and placed the grotesquely swollen head at the entrance to her vagina. Without waiting for permission he pushed into her.
"Ahhhhheeeee!!!" Sandra screamed.
Ryan grunted as his shaft slipped to the bottom of her tunnel. He held it there, waiting for his urge to climax to pass.
Sandra needed him to move. Her hips began to buck upward and her hands grabbed his ass cheeks, pulling him down.
Ryan got the idea and began to pump in and out of her rapidly.
Soon the bed was squeaking from their frantic activity. The room filled with grunts and groans and the slapping of their sexual parts.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Sandra screamed.
Ryan buried his face in her neck and grabbed her hips. He pulled her to him as he pounded his hips downward, forcing his penis all the way into her hole with each thrust.
The bed rattled and the springs threatened to give out under the stress.
Soon Ryan felt his orgasm coming on. "Sandra... I'm going... I'm going to cummmmmm!!!" he groaned.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in meeeeee!!!" she answered as her own climax began.
Seconds later the two of them were gasping in pleasure as Ryan slammed into her willing hole one last time and began to unleash his pent up sperm. It shot from his overheated balls in torrents, filling Sandra's hole with his potent seed.
The gasps and groans of the two continued for a long, long time as pleasure consumed them.
Finally, Ryan fell to the bed next to Sandra, his chest heaving in a desperate attempt to catch his breath. He looked over and saw Sandra's large breasts moving up and down just as rapidly and there was a look of incredible pleasure on her face. With an exhausted smile, Ryan moved over and threw his arm over her chest, pulling himself close to her. "God that was awesome," he whispered.
"For me to," Sandra sighed as she opened her eyes.
Ryan began to squeeze her breast as he moved his lips to her ear. "So do you think I'm coming along pretty good with my shyness problem?" he whispered factiously.
Sandra smiled and said dreamily, "You're doing better but it often takes a long time to really be cured. Sometimes years."
"Well, as long as I'm making progress."
They both laughed quietly.
A few minutes later Ryan leaned over and kissed Sandra tenderly. He continued to play with her breast as he bent over and began to kiss down the warm flesh of her breast until he found her nipple.
"Ryan," Sandra gasped as she felt chills run down her spine.
He kissed one breasts and then the other until they were wet with his saliva. Then he kissed down her stomach. Slowly his lips worked across her stomach to the tuft of hair at her groin. Without a word he moved until he was kneeling between her legs.
Sandra looked up at him, suddenly very excited again, and asked, "What're you doing?"
Ryan didn't answer. He kissed down her sex lips, gently licking the smooth outer lips as he went. Then he abruptly lifted her legs and spread them wide. He stared down at her ravaged sex. The lips were swollen and puffy from his recent attack. He could see that her hole was wet and still pulsing. With a groan his mouth dropped to cover her sopping sex.
"Ohhhh Jessssssssssuuuuuuussss!!!" Sandra cried as he felt his tongue digging into her stretched hole. Almost immediately she felt an orgasm approaching. She couldn't believe that she was ready to climax again so soon. Within seconds her body began to convulse in pleasure.
Ryan felt her legs wrap around his head and her hips lift up to him. He would have smiled but his mouth was too busy.
Then, before she had stopped climaxing, Ryan pulled her over and made her get onto her hands and knees. He got onto his feet and squatted behind her raised hips. A second later he was slipping his hard penis into her very wet hole.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Sandra moaned as she felt Ryan began to pound into her again.
Ryan pounded her willing body until she collapsed onto the bed. Then he unleashed his second load of cum into her hole as she passed out.
Chapter 15
Ryan was distraught when he hung up the phone. The doctor's report had come back and he would need surgery. Even if everything went well, he would not be able to practice gymnastics for at least six months. That would mean he would miss the tryouts and therefore a gymnastics scholarship was out. It also meant that he couldn't get a cheerleading scholarship either.
His mother suggested that if she took an evening job that maybe he could get into a community college. He appreciated her offer but declined. He felt that she had contributed enough already. Besides, she had to worry about his two sisters as well.
With this cloud hanging over him, he went to see Benny. He knew that Benny had not had the money for college and wanted to ask how he had done it.
When Ryan pulled up at AquaSpa Pools, Benny was just going out to lunch.
"How's it going kid," Benny said with his always bright smile.
"Sucks," Ryan answered.
"What's wrong?"
"The doctor says that I to have surgery and that mean no sports for six months. I can't try out for the gymnastics' team."
"That's the shit's," Benny replied.
"I know... no scholarship. I wanted to get your advice. You got some time?"
"I was just going to get something to eat. Join me."
"Thanks," Ryan said as they walked to Benny's car.
"Wanna drive?" Benny said, throwing Ryan the keys to the Corvette.
"Really?"
"No tickets though," Benny said and got into the passenger's side.
For the first time since he got the news about his wrist Ryan smiled. He turned on the ignition of the muscle machine and felt the 400 horses roar under him. A chill of excitement went down his spine. He pressed the gas petal and gunned the car out of the parking lot, squealing tires and shooting gravel behind them. The whistle of the wind and the roaring engine was exhilarating to Ryan and for a few minutes he forgot his troubles.
Benny let Ryan drive wherever he wanted. Neither knew where they were going.
After about twenty minutes Benny said, "I'm starved. How about we find someplace to eat?"
"Sure," Ryan said. He pulled off the expressway and saw a diner on the corner.
They found a table and ordered lunch.
Ryan had turned quiet and looked depressed again so Benny broke the silence. "So I guess you're worried about getting money for college now."
"Yeah. My mom offered to take another job but I can't let her do that. She already works too hard. I was wondering how you managed it."
"Well, it hasn't been easy. Nothing good is easy... it's a fact of life. I've been paying for about half my expenses and I borrowed the rest."
"Did you borrow it from a Bank?"
"Are you kidding, they don't loan money to a kids," Benny laughed. "I borrowed it from Rachael."
"Rachael?"
"She's the lady that owns the car," he smiled.
Ryan opened his eyes in surprise. "She loaned you money for college?"
"Sure. I'll pay it back. Besides, she has more money than she could possibly ever spend. Or at least her old man does."
"Wow!" Ryan said and shook his head with a smile at his friend. "You never cease to amaze me Benny."
"It isn't charity... I'll pay her back someday." Benny sounded a little defensive.
"That's great for you but I couldn't do that. I don't know these ladies well enough to ask for a loan."
"You don't have to ask," Benny smiled.
"What's that mean... of course I have to ask!"
"I didn't."
"Your lady friend just pulled out her checkbook and wrote you a check huh?"
"No." Ryan paused and said, "I guess you need another lesson." Benny shook his head at his na‹ve friend. "You know what pillow talk is?"
"Sure, you talk with your head on the pillow," Ryan laughed as he took a bite of his burger.
"That's basically it. The only difference is that you focus the conversation. You let it slip that you can't figure out a way to get money for college... especially now that you have this wrist problem. You say that you wish you had a rich aunt that you could borrow the money from. If I know the ladies-and I think I do-their maternal instincts will take over and do the rest. You have to understand that a lot of these women have come from the school of hard knocks. They understand what it's like to be poor."
Ryan sighed and put his burger down. He rubbed his wrist and looked out the window wistfully. "I don't know Benny. I'm not as smooth with the ladies as you are. I'm not sure I could play that game."
"I think you can. Even if they see through it, it will work, believe me." Benny paused as he ate his lunch and the table grew quiet.
"I guess I could try."
"It's about your career kiddo. Besides, you have nothing to lose. And, you're not deceiving anyone. You're borrowing money, at a very low or no interest rate I might add. Just make sure you pick out the lady that didn't have money before she got married."
"Thanks Benny. You always have an answer."
Benny just smiled.
Ryan was still thinking about his conversation with Benny as he drove to see Ms. Baker on Friday. He felt much better after his conversation with Benny. While he had decided to try what Benny had suggested, he had no idea how he was going to do it. He also decided that Mrs. Wellsworth would likely be the one he would try it on. He felt that she would probably be the most sympathetic. He was pretty sure that she wasn't rich prior to getting married.
As he parked the van in front of the house and walked up to the door his thoughts turned to more immediate things. He could feel excitement in his stomach as he pressed the buzzer. This was the first time he was here solely for the purpose of sex. There was no pretense of work or being psychoanalyzed.
Ryan hadn't been sure what to wear. It wasn't like a date or anything but yet he didn't want to wear his swim trunks. He had decided to just be casual. He had on a pair of jeans, a blue V-neck tee shirt and tennis shoes.
When the door opened Ryan stepped back in shock. At first he thought he was at the wrong address. Then he realized that the woman standing in front of him was Ms. Baker. His confusion stemmed from the fact that she appeared to be wearing a French maid's uniform. On her head was a little white hat. The dress was black with a low cut bodice that exposed most of her breasts. It flared at the waist into a tiny rippled skirt that barely covered her crotch. In front was a white apron that tied around her waist. He could see bare thigh between the bottom of the skirt to the tops of her fishnet nylons with garter straps holding them up. She appeared much taller due to the six-inch high heels on her feet.
"Is monsieur here to see Madam Billings?" Ms. Baker asked in an excellent imitation of a French accent.
"Uh... uh..." Ryan stuttered in a complete loss for words.
Ms. Baker didn't miss a beat and said, "Unfortunately she is not home at the moment. You are welcome to come in and wait for her if you wish."
Ryan watched her turn and walk into the house. He stood for a moment and then followed, his eyes dropping to the back of her short shirt and the white flesh exposed above her nylons. His penis started to harden.
"Please have a seat sir. Would you care for a drink?"
Ryan finally smiled as he sat on the sofa and looked up at the gorgeous woman. He saw her lips turn up as if she were going to smile but she quickly put on a professional face again. "Yes, I'll take a bottle of beer."
Ms. Billings hesitated for a second at his request. Then she said, "Very well monsieur."
Ryan's face showed his surprise as he watched her walk away. He figured she would return with a Coke. However, a minute later she was back with a bottle of beer on a serving tray. His face broke into a wide grin.
"Monsieur," Ms. Baker said as she leaned over much further than necessary with the tray. Her eyes twinkled mischievously at the young man as she saw him looking down her blouse.
Ryan swallowed hard when he saw both breasts almost fall out of her top. He reached out with a trembling hand and took the cold bottle from the tray.
"Will there be anything else sir?"
Ryan took a quick drink of his beer before saying, "Uh... could you put the TV on for me?" He didn't want the TV on but the remote was lying on the coffee table in front of him and he wanted her to bend over and get it.
"Certainly." With that Ms. Baker leaned over in front of Ryan. As she did so, her short dress pulled up to reveal her tiny panties.
Ryan almost choked on his beer. Suddenly he was staring at Ms. Baker's sexy butt, covered only by a pair of white and lacy stretch panties. They barely covered her cheeks, only coming about halfway down and revealing much of the lower globes of her ass. She had on a lace garter belt with the straps stretching down her thighs to hold up the black nylons.
Suddenly Ryan's penis was uncomfortably stretched down the leg of his jeans.
Ms. Baker spent much longer than necessary fiddling with the remote. When she started to straighten up Ryan said, "Wait... stay there." She froze in her bent over position.
Ryan reached out and flipped up the little skirt until it was lying on her back, leaving her lower half exposed. "God," he gasped. Then he took a deep breath and sat back, his eyes staring at the beautiful sight before him. He knew that he would never get tired of looking at her ass. It was her best feature and the shape could compete with girls half her age. He loved the way the little panties separated the globes and exposed the soft flesh of her lower cheeks. He could see the white flesh below the panties shimmering sexily.
Ryan drank the beer and sat quietly for several minutes. Finally, he leaned forward and stretched out the hand holding the bottle. He touched one exposed cheek with the throat of the cold beer bottle and watched her tremble and heard her gasp. Slowly he ran the cold glass over her cheek and between the crack to the other globe, leaving a wet trail behind. Then he pulled back and gulped down the rest of the beer before sitting the empty bottle on the floor. His head had begun to spin but he was sure that it wasn't from the beer.
"You have a gorgeous ass... Miss... what's your name?"
"Gabrielle De Brawn," Ms. Baker answered.
"You have a gorgeous ass Gabrielle." With that Ryan leaned forward again and grasped her cheeks, slowly running his hands over her exposed flesh. Then he moved his index finger between the cheeks at the top of her crack. He moved his finger slowly downward, pressing the lacy material between her cheeks. When he reached the spot were his finger was over her tiny rear hole, he paused. With infinite slowness he pressed forward, feeling the tiny hole of her rear passage begin to pulse with excitement.
Ms. Baker gasped again and tried unsuccessfully to hold her hips still.
Ryan moved his finger lower and across the perineum. A smile crossed his lips as he thought of the slang for this area... "Taint... taint asshole and taint pussy." He ran his finger up and down the tiny areas before moving lower to her sex lips, pushing the panties in as he went. He heard Ms. Baker gasp as his finger ran through the grove and upward to her clit. He saw a dark stain forming as his finger passed her already dripping hole.
For the first time "Gabrielle" spoke. "Oh monsieur, what are you doing?" she gasped.
"Just what you want," Ryan answered and leaned forward.
"Oh Jesus," Ms. Baker hissed when she felt Ryan's lips on her exposed ass cheek.
Ryan kissed one cheek, licking it gently before moving across the divide to the other cheek. He worked on both cheeks until he had kissed every inch of her exposed flesh. Then with agonizing slowness he reached up to pulled her panties down. He did it an inch at a time, teasing himself and her at the same time. He watched the soft white flesh and the smooth crack revealed. There wasn't a blemish anywhere on her ass... not even a freckle. It occurred to him that he had never taken the time to look before.
When he had her panties to the back of her thigh, he grasped both cheeks and pulled them apart.
Ms. Baker sucked in her breath when she felt the cool air on her tiny neither hole. She didn't think she had ever felt more exposed. With her former husband they did things in the dark confines of the bedroom and never in broad daylight. It excited her to be so exposed to the young boy's admiring eyes. She could feel her swollen lips pulse and knew that her juice was ready to drip down her legs.
Ryan saw the sparkle of juice between her lips. He slipped his finger between her lips and brought out a gob of clear juice. Then he touched her tiny rear hole with his wet fingertip, transferring the liquid to the puckered hole.



Ms. Baker could barely keep her balance now... her head was spinning and her legs were trembling. She had never been so excited in her life.
Ryan removed his finger and grasped her cheeks again, opening them wide. Slowly he moved his head forward and his tongue slipped out of his mouth.
"Oh my God Ryan," Ms. Baker gasped, losing her French accent when she felt his tongue touch her asshole.
Ryan grabbed her hips and pulled her toward him while at the same time pushing his tongue forward. The lubricant on her hole helped him slip inside; stretching the opening until it felt like a rubber band had been placed around his tongue. It was Ryan's turn to moan as he began to move his head back and forth, plunging his tongue in and out. Saliva began to run from his mouth and drip from his chin.
"Ohhhhh," Ms. Baker moaned as she began to rock back at his tongue. Her entire body began to shake.
Abruptly Ryan pulled his mouth away, his tongue exiting the tight hole with a loud "pop". "Get me another beer," he said.
Ms. Baker gasped at the loss of the tongue in her ass as she straightened up, her legs suddenly very weak. Then she reached down to pull her panties up.
"Leave them where they are," Ryan ordered. Ryan smiled at her as she looked over her shoulder at him. Her face was a mask of lust and her eyes were almost wild. For a moment he thought she might refuse. But when she took a deep breath and turned toward the kitchen.
Ryan watched her as she struggled to walk gracefully with her panties restricting the movement of her thighs. She looked sexy even like that, Ryan thought.
When she came back she had another beer on a tray. Ryan took it and said, "Kneel down between my legs." Then he sat back and spread his legs. He saw Ms. Baker's eyes on his swollen penis, which was still trapped down the leg of his jeans.
"Take my pants down," he ordered.
The older woman's hands were trembling so much that she had difficulty getting the snap to his jeans undone. When she did, she pulled open the zipper and reached for the waist of his jeans. Ryan lifted up and allowed her to pull his jeans off his feet. But when she reached for the waist of his gray boxer briefs he said, "Not the underwear yet."
Ryan watched the excitement in the woman's eyes as he slipped a little lower and spread his legs. His penis was pulsing in his shorts and there was a large wet spot where his juice had soaked through. "Pull your top down, I want to see your tits."
Ms. Baker complied; pulling the low top of her tiny halter down and letting her large breasts fall out. The lower elastic of her top held her breasts up and made them point at the seated young man.
Ryan reached out and grasped both nipples.
"Oh Jesus," the trembling woman gasped and closed her eyes in pleasure.
"Play with me," Ryan said.
Ms. Baker reached out with shaking hands and began to massage the massive bulge in Ryan's briefs. She squeezed the material around the shaft until it outlined his entire penis. The head continued to drip juice until his clear pre-cum liquid was actually bubbling through the material. Without being told to, Ms. Baker bent forward and licked the bubble of juice, moaning as she took it into her mouth.
Remembering how exciting it had been when Cindy had sucked him through his underwear, he said, "Suck it!" He reached for her head.
The older woman didn't have to be told twice. She opened her mouth and took the cloth-covered head inside. With the size of the head and the added bulk of the fabric of his briefs, it was a tight fit. A moan escaped her lips as the juice trapped in the fabric filled her mouth. She began to suck the pulsing head.
It only took a minute of this before Ryan feared he was going to climax. While it was very tempting, he didn't want to cum in her mouth. He reached down and pushed her head from his penis. There was a surprised look on her face until she saw him push his shorts to his feet. Then he pulled her toward him, letting her exposed breast rub across his throbbing penis. His lips met hers and his tongue pushed into her willing mouth.
It was a passionate kiss that lasted a long time. Each time one of them would pull away, the other would pull their lips back. They practically devoured each other's lips, like horny teenagers, until both were swollen and raw.
At one point Ryan pried his lips from hers and whispered "I want to fuck your ass." He felt the older woman tremble violently at his words and wondered if she had just had a climax. "Stand up and turn around."
Ms. Baker swayed as she got to her feet. Then she turned around and straddled Ryan's legs. She moved backward until her ass was over his towering erection.
"Let me get your ass ready first," Ryan said as he pushed her skirt up and tucked it into the string of material holding the apron. Then reached his hand between her legs and found her sopping sex lips. He coated his finger with her juice and brought it to her rear hole. Slowly he circled his finger around the hole. Then he pushed forward until just the first knuckle was inside.
Ms. Baker began to whimper.
Then Ryan pushed forward hard, sinking his entire finger into her backside.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" Ms. Baker screamed. It wasn't a scream of pain but one of pure pleasure.
Ryan felt like his finger was being sucked into her body. Her tight sphincter muscle pulsed around his finger as her canal throbbed. He twisted his finger like had been done to him by Doctor Billings. But he knew that there was no prostate inside her ass.
Suddenly the older woman's body froze. Then she gasped and her body trembled violently.
Ryan was taken by surprise as she fell backward into his arms, forcing his finger even deeper into her hole. As her body thrashed on his lap, he realized that she was climaxing. A smile came to his lips. He reached around and grasped one breast with her free hand, plunging his finger in and out of her ass rapidly with the other.
"Ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh," the convulsing woman gasped over and over until she finally collapsed onto him.
Ryan held her like that, gently massaging her breast and slowly fingering her asshole until her breathing slowed. His throbbing penis was trapped painfully under her.
Within seconds, Ms. Baker lifted up. She looked over her shoulder at Ryan with her face still contorted in lust and smiled. She moved her ass downward on him, rubbing his penis with her bare cheeks. "Fuck my ass," she gasped. It wasn't a request. Then she stood up and quickly stripped off her panties and then moved back again with her ass toward Ryan.
He directed her until her now wet and stretched asshole was over his giant crown. "Easy," he cautioned when she pushed down frantically. He didn't want to hurt her.
However, she was way beyond that. She reached beneath her and frantically positioned the swollen head on her tiny hole. "Jesusssssss," she screamed as she pushed down, taking him all the way into her in one movement.
"Oh God," Ryan gasped as her ass surrounded his shaft. He couldn't believe that she had taken him so quickly. He pulled her back to his chest and grasped her breasts again.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she gasped as she began to move her hips up and down. However, it was her doing the "fucking".
Ryan couldn't move much so he let her do the work.
The now frantic woman leaned forward, placing her hands on Ryan's knees for support. She worked her hips up and down, letting his penis slip almost all the way out of her body before plunging down again.
Ryan's eyes opened in amazement as he watched his large shaft slip easily in and out of her stretched hole. Each time she pulled up, it appeared that her ass was turning inside out. Then after she plunged down, he could only see the cheeks of her ass. His entire penis was deep inside her bowels. It was too much for him and he gasped, "I'm going... to... cummmmmm!"
"Yes, yes, yes, fill my ass," Ms. Baker gasped as she began to convulse in climax again. The powerful convulsions made her insides contract mightily on Ryan's shaft.
Ryan felt it in his balls first. Then an explosion went off in his head. It felt like his very bone marrow was being pumped out of his penis. The juice squirted out like an out of control fire hose. There was almost with no break in the streaming cum as she took him deep into her trembling body. With each down stroke, she pressed his balls. It felt like her weight was actually squeezing the cum from his swollen testicles.
Finally, Ms. Baker collapsed again onto Ryan's body.
Ryan was still gasping for breath and his penis was dribbling cum into her hole several minutes later. When he could speak, all he could whisper was "That was amazing." He realized that he was using that term a lot lately.
After a few minutes Ms. Baker carefully lifted up, letting Ryan's still substantial penis slip from her ravaged asshole. She turned around, smiled at him and said, "I have a surprise for you." She reached out her hand.
Ryan got up on shaking legs and followed the sexy woman. She led him down the hall and into her bathroom.
"Sit right there for a moment," she said. Then she went over to the large Jacuzzi tub and began to run the water. Next she lighted several scented candles and turned down the lights.
Ryan noticed that there was a bottle of wine chilling in an ice bucket.
The older woman stripped off her maid's outfit and went over to Ryan. She helped him get his shirt over his head and led him to the tub and let him get in. He sank down in the warm water with a moan of pleasure. Ms. Baker got in and sat down in front of him. She picked up two glasses of wine and gave him one. They both took a sip before she leaned back onto Ryan's strong chest. "That was the best sex I've ever had," she whispered.
It was for Ryan too but he didn't have much to compare it too. However, he knew he would remember it for the rest of his life.
When they had soaked in the tub for a long time, Ms. Baker stood up. She had several fluffy towels for them to dry with. Then she took his hand and led him into her bedroom. It too was prepared for them. There were pink silk sheets on the bed and it was turned down and ready.
Ryan pulled her into his arms and kissed her tenderly. Almost immediately he felt himself getting hard. "Do you want me to fuck your ass again?"
"No," she whispered, "My ass is still filled with your cum. I want my pussy filled now."
Ryan was only too happy to oblige. When he finally left the bed several hours later he could barely walk. At the door, he held her in his arms and kissed her tenderly. "Thank you Ms. Baker," he said sincerely.
"You can call be Gabrielle... that's my real name. I was born Gabrielle De Brawn in a small town in France 4... well, a lot of years before you were born. I grew up there and came to this country to get a job as a nurse."
Ryan was stunned. He had never known her first name or even thought to ask. "Thank you Gabrielle. I will never forget this day."
"Neither will I," Gabrielle said and kissed him one last time. "See you next week."
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Chapter 16
A warm late August breeze blew through the open window as Ryan got dressed for the surprise engagement party for Ms. Baker (or as he now knew her, Gabrielle De Brawn). It seemed to Ryan that the summer had flown by. In just a couple of weeks he would begin his senior year in high school. As he thought back, he realized that he was a very different person going into his last year of high school. At the beginning of the summer, he was a shy and na‹ve boy with little sexual experience. Within a few short months he had gone from engaging in little sexual activity to servicing four woman on a weekly basis: On Tuesdays it was Mary Wellsworth, on Wednesday's it was Sandra Billings, on Friday's it was Gabrielle, and finally on Saturday's it was sweet Cindy.
This evening, for the first time, they would all be together at the party. There would also be twenty or so other couples. And, according to Benny, all or almost all of the women attending were receiving "extra" services from AquaSpa Pools. He and Benny had five of them, not including Gabrielle (or Cindy) since she wasn't a customer. It occurred to him that he didn't really know if any of his women had other lovers besides him. He was pretty sure that the older women didn't but he wasn't sure about Cindy. He knew that she dated other guys and figured that, based on her libido, she was probably having sex with them.
Ryan knew that that shouldn't make him jealous; after all he was having sex with three other women. However it did, at least a little bit. He cared for all of the women and in fact felt like he loved them, but there was a special place in his heart for Cindy. He knew that the older women wanted one thing from him-that was okay-but with Cindy it was different. She was someone he could spend more time with and someone with whom he had a lot in common. However, he also knew that it was too soon for any commitment for either of them. Besides, he had more pressing things to worry about: as of today he still hadn't found enough nerve to ask Mrs. Wellsworth for her help with college. He knew that if he was going to get into a good college he had to act soon, and time was ticking away.
Maybe this week, he thought as he put on his rented white jacket and straightened his black bow tie.
When he came downstairs his mother was waiting.
"My but you look gorgeous," she said.
"Thanks Mom... but you're biased," he said with a smile.
"Biased or not, you are one handsome young man. Don't let any of those old women rape you."
"Why not?" he laughed. "And they're not old."
She smiled indulgently, straightened his bow tie and said, "Have fun."
Ryan was surprised to see Jigs standing outside the Billings house when he drove up.
"Hey Jigs," he said through the van window. "What're you doing here?"
"I have been commissioned to organize the staff for tonight's party," he answered stiffly but with an air of pride.
"Great. They couldn't have picked a better man."
The normally staid butler smiled. "I'm sure you know where to park master Ryan. There will be a meeting of all the staff in the main kitchen in fifteen minutes."
"I'll be there," Ryan answered and drove around to the back of the house; the front lawn was being used to park the guest's cars.
A few minutes later Ryan entered the large kitchen of the Billings house. There were about ten guys standing around wearing white jackets like him, waiting for Jigs. Ryan looked around but only vaguely recognized several of them. Then he saw Benny in a corner talking to some friends. He waved and went over.
"Hi Benny," Ryan said.
"Hey Ryan," he answered. "Ryan this is Jeff Tyler and Bill Bradley... friends of mine."
Ryan shook their hands and then he looked at Jeff, an imposing African American with broad shoulders and large neck. He recognized him for some reason. Suddenly he realized that he was an all-American running back who that played football for UCLA. "You're Jeff Tyler the football player," he said stupidly.
"That's me. Pleased to meet you Ryan," he answered.
"I've followed your career since you graduated high school. It's great to meet you."
"Thanks," Jeff smiled.
Just then Jigs tapped a spoon on a glass to get everyone's attention. "Gentlemen, it is a pleasure to welcome you to the Billings household. I would like to give you a few instructions before the guests arrive. I understand that most of you have not had any experience at this, but we will have to make due," Jigs said with a tone of resignation. "You have all been assigned your duties. The gentlemen that are carhops, I ask that you to be very careful when driving the guests cars. As you know many of them will be very expensive vehicles. You are parking the cars on the lawn... so do not spin wheels. Those of you that are waiters, I will show you how to carry your trays and serve in a moment. Fortunately, since I'm sure none of you can cook, we have professional cooks tonight."
The room broke into laughter. One of the guys yelled out, "I can cook scrambled eggs."
"For everyone's sake, I'm happy that we are not having scrambled eggs tonight," Jigs answered and everyone laughed again.
Ryan thought that Jigs seemed to be in a particularly good mood tonight.
"Now, I have to take care of something so I will be back in a minute. Master Benny Anderson will be in charge of you tonight while I'm busy with other chores. He will coordinate your activities and give you some additional instructions now."
The room broke into applause and hoots at Benny's introduction. As Jigs left, Benny held up his hands to quite the rowdy crowd. "Okay listen up guys. I told Jigs I would talk to you guys about this subject." Benny lowered his voice and said, "We all have... uh... let's say intimate knowledge of some of the guests... uh... the ladies, attending tonight. Everyone here was specially selected for your job at AquaSpa Pools by strict criteria. As you know, part of the requirement is that you have the utmost discretion. I shouldn't have to say this, but what goes on here, stays here. We all have a great job with wonderful 'fringe' benefits and I'm sure no one wants to lose it. Does everyone understand what I mean?"
There were nods of heads and murmurs of acceptance.
"All right, enough said. Now let's get Jigs back in here so we can see the proper way to walk," Benny laughed. "Oh, and one more thing, this is a surprise party for Ms. Baker's engagement. Her fianc‚ is going to formally ask her to marry him in front of the crowd. She thinks this is a party to celebrate a friend's birthday. Again, discretion is paramount."
An hour later, all of the guys had been given specific instruction by Jigs. He couldn't show the carhops how to park the cars since he didn't drive himself but he was experienced at how the servers should serve drinks and remain out of the way when not in service.
After the servers were dispersed, Ryan stood in the doorway of the kitchen and watched as the guests began to arrive. All of the men were older than their wives, but they were very distinguished looking gentlemen, although many were quite old. The women were gorgeous but many of them had been under the knife, some more that a few times, to maintain their beauty. Ryan felt proud that his ladies didn't need artificial means to look beautiful.
Guests were still arriving when Ryan saw Mrs. Billings come down the long spiral staircase. She was wearing a green form-fitting gown that was cut almost to her navel, exposing most of her breasts. It was surprisingly short on her legs, exposing much of her sexy thighs. Around her neck she had a jade and diamond necklace along with a matching bracelet on her wrist. Her hair and makeup were obviously professionally done.
Ryan was surprised to see that she had a date that greeted her as she reached the bottom of the steps. He recognized him as someone that he had seen at the house but had thought he was a patient. Maybe he was.
Mary arrived with her husband, Lloyd, a few minutes later. She was wearing a white gown with a low cut bodice. It was form fitting to her waist but flared out in ruffles at the rear. In front, it came down to her ankles and molded to her sexy legs. Her blonde hair was set up on her head in a fashionable style. She had long sparkling diamond earrings dangling from her ears. She looked particularly radiant, almost glowing.
Finally the guest of honor, Gabrielle, arrived with Vic. She was the oldest of his three ladies but she gave no ground in looks to them. Ryan had never seen her look prettier. She had her hair up in back and was wearing a jade colored sequined gown that looked almost like a kimono. It had a collar around her neck but was sleeve less. Like the other two ladies it was form fitting, hugging her waists and hips and running down to her shoes. It had a split up the side, almost all the way to her hip. She had a jade and diamond bracelet on and a purse that matched her dress.
Gabrielle's fianc‚ looked to be in his sixties and was tall, with black hair. His face was angular and he had a large nose. He looked like a very intense person, in contrast to Gabrielle who had a perpetual smile on her face. Ryan thought that he really didn't fit Gabrielle. But then, he knew that she wasn't marrying him for his looks or their compatibility.
Soon the party was on and the booze started to flow. As Ryan walked around with a tray of champagne, he could hear the noise of the crowd grow louder with each round of alcohol. Their lips seemed to grow looser and he found himself enjoying eavesdropping on their conversations. From the men he heard talk about stocks and bonds, which of them had bought exotic sports car, and what real estate they owned. From the ladies he heard who had just had cosmetic surgery and on what part of their bodies. He was secretly listening to a particularly interesting story when someone tapped him on the shoulder. When he turned around he saw Benny.
"Aren't you supposed to be delivering those drinks," Benny said with a smile.
"Uh... yeah." Then he lowered his voice and said, "These conversations are very interesting. I got some good stock tips."
"Stock tips?" Benny laughed. "You have to have money to act on stock tips. You don't even have enough money to fix your car yet. Besides, you're missing the really juicy conversations."
"Really? Like what?"
Benny looked around to make sure that no one was in earshot. "Well, I know Mrs. Tinsdale is not only doing Brad but also some waiter at the country club."
"Who's Brad?"
"The guy over near the kitchen with the longish hair serving the drinks."
"Does he know?"
"I don't know."
Ryan nodded toward Jeff Tyler and said, "Who are his customers?"
"Well, let's see," Benny said looking around. "Oh yeah, you see the tall redhead over there... the one just to the right of Jeff?"
Ryan saw a beautiful red headed woman talking to several other ladies. "Yeah."
"She's one." Benny looked around again and said, "I don't see Eleanor. However, Barbara is here... the tiny blonde in the corner over there."
Ryan looked over and saw a small and pretty blonde woman standing in the corner. "God, she can't be five foot tall," Ryan whispered in amazement. "Jeff has to be six five and two hundred fifty pounds. That's some match."
"Well some ladies like their men big," Benny said and raised his eyebrows.
"Okay Benny, which ladies are yours?"
"You know a gentleman never reveals those kinds of secrets."
"Come on man."
"All right, since you twisted my arm. See the dark haired woman standing near the stairs?"
Ryan looked over but wasn't sure who he was talking about. There were three dark haired ladies there talking.
"The one that looks like she's ten months pregnant."
"That's yours?" Ryan blurted. "I... I mean... she's your customer."
"Yes on both counts."
Ryan looked at Benny like he didn't understand and said, "On both counts?" Suddenly it dawned on him what Benny was saying. "What?" he almost screamed. "You... you're not the fa..."
"Keep your voice down. Her husband is right there talking to Vic."
Ryan saw an 80-year-old guy standing with Vic.
"Do you think HE could get her pregnant?" Benny said with an air of pride.
Ryan stood with his mouth opened. "You're serious. You telling me that you got... you got her pregnant?" he whispered, trying to control the excitement in his voice.
"We at AquaSpa Pools pride ourselves on being a 'full' service company." Benny's face lit up with a broad smile.
"I can't believe it. Did you do it on purpose or was it an accident?"
"On purpose. It's what she wanted and she is very happy with me. That's why I'm driving around in the Corvette."
"Good God Ryan, what if her husband finds out?"
"Who says he doesn't know?" Benny said and raised his eyebrows. "Listen, I gotta run. I'll see you later."
Benny left Ryan standing with his mouth opened.
Chapter 17
The party was in full swing when Lloyd Wellsworth called the crowd together. He brought Vic up in front of the group and told everyone that he had an announcement to make.
Vic called Gabrielle up. She was the only one in the room that didn't know what was going on. Then the dark haired and intense man went to one knee in front of Gabrielle and the crowd. He opened a box carrying a large diamond ring and asked Gabrielle to marry him officially. The entire audience erupted in wild applause when she reaffirmed her intent to marry him.
A moment later Vic was passing out cigars and Gabrielle was showing her gorgeous ring to the ladies.
Ryan was still trying to recover from his shock at Benny getting one of his ladies pregnant when he went to find a bathroom. He had not had a chance to take a break all evening and was in a hurry. However, when he checked the two bathrooms downstairs, they were both occupied. Knowing the house like he did, he knew where the upstairs bathrooms were located. He hurried up the stairs and into the master bedroom. As he passed the bed he stopped and smiled at the thought of the fun he had had in the past couple of months on that very bed. Then he hurried into the bathroom and did his business.
When he finished and started to open the door, he paused because he heard voices in the bedroom. Not wanting to let people find the hired help in the owner's bedroom, he waited a moment. When he thought they were gone, he eased the door open. Suddenly, with the door opened an inch, he stopped. Inside the room was Sandra Billings. She had one of the waiters with her. It was a skinny guy that Ryan had noticed right away because he was far from the mold of all the other pool guys. Instead of being tall and well built, he was short and had hair that was cut almost like an Elvis impersonator. He wasn't bad looking, just not the all-American boy like the rest of them.
What surprised Ryan was that Sandra and the young man were embracing and whispering quietly. Incredible jealously rushed through Ryan. He knew that it was crazy but he couldn't help it. He felt very hurt. Then as he watched, they kissed, their arms going around each other's backs. Suddenly Ryan wanted to rush into the room and thrash the skinny kid. The only thing that stopped him was the knowledge that that would be the end of his job and the chance to go to college. Instead, he closed the door slightly and continued to watch. He strained his ears when the kissed ended and they began to whisper again.
"We shouldn't," Sandra protested weakly.
"It'll only take a few minutes. It's been so long. Please," the skinny kid replied.
Sandra looked at the bedroom door and bit her lip. Then she said, "Okay but we have to hurry. Go lock the door."
Ryan's heart was suddenly pounding in his chest. He couldn't believe it but his jealously was rapidly turning to excitement. He watched as Sandra waited at the foot of the bed. The skinny kid came back over, took off his white coat and loosened his bow tie. Then he pulled Sandra to him again and kissed her. He heard her moan. Then he watched as the boy boldly reached into her low cut dress and removed one breast and then the other. Quickly he dropped his head and began to suck one large brown nipple.
Ryan felt his penis hardening.
Sandra began to breathe heavily as the young man worked magic on her breasts. He sucked the nipples loudly, moving from one to the other. When the older woman was trembling the boy pushed her backward until she was at the bed. Then he went to his knees in front of the now trembling woman. Slowly his hands slipped under her short dress and up her thighs. Soon his hands could be seen massaging the excited woman's ass under her gown. A second later his head disappeared under the dress.
Ryan was breathing heavily now. He had the incredible urge to take his penis out but refrained for fear that he could get caught. While he might be able to explain why he was in the bathroom, it would be difficult to justify why he had his penis in his hand. So he just watched.
Sandra was swaying on her feet as the head under her gown moved back and forth. Soon though, her legs began to give out. She moved back several inches and sat on the bed. When she did, the boy's head came out from under her dress. He was smiling at the excited woman. On his cheeks and lips was the evidence of what he had been doing. "Eat me," Sandra gasped and she reached down and pulled her dress above her hips to reveal that she wasn't wearing panties. A second later she grabbed the boy's willing head and pulled it between her legs. Her fingers were entwined in his longish hair as her legs lifted up to wrap around his shoulders. Soon the only thing that could be seen was the top of the boy's head. From Sandra's gyrations, he was doing an excellent job of eating her.
Ryan watched and listened as the skinny kid worked Sandra to a frenzy. She was throwing her head back and forth and moaning incoherently. Her legs were spread and wrapped tightly around the young man's head and her heels were digging into his back. It was obvious that this kid was very good at oral sex. Again Ryan felt a wave of jealousy.
Suddenly Sandra lifted her hips from the bed and moaned loudly. Her thighs seemed to quiver and her legs went stiff. Ryan knew from experience that she was climaxing. Her body thrashed and convulsed on the bed as the boy continued to eat her. Finally, after what seemed like a very long climax, her legs fell from his shoulders and she moaned in satisfaction.
"Jesus," Ryan said to himself. He had to give the kid credit... he was good. That must be the reason why AquaSpa hired him, he thought. Maybe he had a six-inch tongue.
"I've got to get back to my guests," Sandra said as she reached down and grabbed the young man's wet face. She sat up and leaned down and kissed him. "You need to wash your face."
The boy got up with a smile on his wet face and turned toward the bathroom.
Suddenly Ryan realized that he was going to come into the bathroom. He looked around in panic to find some place to hide. He opened a door and found that it was a linen closet. It was a tight fit but he squeezed himself into the closet and prayed that the kid didn't need a fresh towel.
A moment later the bathroom door opened and someone came in.
Ryan heard the water running and then the bathroom was quiet again. After several minutes he cracked the door open and saw that the room was empty. He went to the bathroom door and opened it slightly. Sandra was still in the room. She had straightened her clothes and was fixing her makeup. For a second Ryan had the crazy thought of confronting her. Then sanity prevailed and he waited.
As Sandra walked toward the bedroom door, she said, "You can come out of the bathroom now." With that she walked out of the room and was gone.
Ryan's heart skipped a beat at her words. She must have seen him at the door. Did she know it was him? He had to think that she did. Yet, she didn't seem mad at his spying on her.



Ryan was in a daze as he walked out of the bedroom. He had barely stepped into the hall when he stopped. Cindy was coming up the stairs. Suddenly, he was in a panic again. Should he try to hide? A second later it was too late.
"There you are Ryan. I've been looking all over for you. Sandra said you were up here using the bathroom."
There was no doubt now that Sandra knew it had been him in the bathroom. "Uh, hi Cindy," Ryan stuttered. He saw that she was wearing a form fitting black cocktail dress that was exceedingly low cut in the front, exposing a large expanse of her sexy breasts.
"Just a hi?" Cindy said as she stepped close to him and wrapped her arms around his waist. "This was supposed to be our date night," she whispered and pursed her lips.
"I know... I'm sorry."
"Okay, but you have to make it up to me," she pouted. With that she pulled him to her and their lips went together.
Ryan moaned and in spite of his recent shock, or maybe because of it, his penis began to harden.
Cindy began to push Ryan backward until they were back in Sandra's bedroom. With her foot she closed the door. "I need to suck your cock," she whispered excitedly.
While Ryan would normally have jumped at the chance to have Cindy's mouth on him, he was reluctant because of where he was. He didn't want to get caught a second time. "Cindy, I have to get back," he said as she began to slip to her knees.
"It will just take a minute."
Where had he heard that before?
Ryan couldn't stop the pretty girl as she quickly opened his pants and began to fish inside for his already half-swollen penis.
"Mmmmm," Cindy moaned as she pulled the shaft from the opening. Without another word she opened her mouth and began to suck him.
Ryan reached over and locked the door. Then he grabbed the pretty girl's head and moaned. He watched her work her magic on his penis. Within seconds his penis was pulsing.
Cindy wrapped her hand around the shaft and sucked the head. Her tongue moved rapidly on the slit, lapping up the now flowing juice. Then she looked up at Ryan with her pretty blue eyes. Slowly she moved forward, taking his penis deep into her mouth. Her eyes closed for a second as the giant head breached her throat and slipped all the way inside. A second later her nose was buried in his pubic hair.
After watching Sandra being eaten, Ryan was more that ready. He knew that he couldn't last long as he watched Cindy begin to move her head back and forth. She allowed his penis to come out until she could suck the head and then slipped it almost effortlessly down her throat again.
"God Cindy," Ryan gasped. His balls were already churning. "I'm getting close," he warned.
"Mmmmmm!!!" she moaned in answer.
Ryan grabbed her shoulders, not wanting to mess up her pretty hair, and began to pump his hips. He closed his eyes as he pushed his penis all the way down her throat with each thrust. With a thrust of his hips he pushed forward and paused. "Ohhhhhhh!!! he gasped as his balls sent his sperm flying up the shaft. It blasted from the swollen head and down her throat.
Cindy trembled and grabbed Ryan's hips as she felt the sperm flowing through the shaft. She desperately wanted to taste it, but it was too late... the head was too deep in her throat.
Ryan held Cindy shoulders with his hips pressed to her face until the last squirt went down her throat. Then he pulled back slightly.
Cindy moaned and followed his penis. She quickly wrapped her hand around the shaft and squeezed. Another moan escaped her when she tasted a large gob of sperm on her tongue. She pumped several more times, squeezing the last drops from his penis before she let him go.
Ryan's head was still spinning as he pulled Cindy to her feet and kissed her. When he pulled away, he sheepishly said "Thanks."
"My pleasure," she smiled as she wiped a drop of stray cum from the corner of her mouth and licked her finger.
"I have to get back. I'll catch up with you later okay?" Ryan said apologetically.
"Promise?"
Ryan smiled at the sweet girl. "Promise."
Chapter 18
This was the strangest party that Ryan had ever attended. Not only because of the surreal situation of having women, their lovers, and husbands at the same party but because of what he had heard and seen happening before his very eyes. The shocks to his system were almost too much for him.
What he didn't know was that the surprises were just beginning.
When he came back downstairs, several people wanting cocktails caught him. He took their orders and went to the bar to have them made. As he took the tray with drinks back to the guests, he saw Sandra trying to get his attention. So far he had intentionally avoided her. However, when they made eye contact he knew that he couldn't avoid her any longer.
After delivering the drinks he went over to her. She smiled at him and placed an empty glass on the tray and said, "Another martini, dry please."
"Yes ma'am," he answered and started to walk away.
"Did you enjoy the show," she said.
"Huh?" he answered and turned back to her with a look of surprise on his face.
"I asked if you enjoyed the show?"
"Uh... I... uh was just going to the bathroom and I ... uh. I'm... sorry," he said with his face red.
"We'll keep what you saw our little secret, won't we?"
"Uh... yeah... of course," Ryan said and hurried away with the tray, relieved that she didn't seem to be mad at him. He certainly wasn't going to say anything to anyone but he wondered why she felt it necessary to say that.
As Ryan hurried to the bar, he almost ran into Benny.
"Whoa kid," Benny said catching Ryan before he bumped into him.
"Uh... sorry Benny."
"What's your hurry?"
"Just getting a drink for Sandra," Ryan said. As he looked over Benny's shoulder, he saw the young boy that had been in Sandra's room at the bar. He turned to Benny and said, "Who's the skinny kid with the Elvis haircut?"
Benny turned around to see whom Ryan was referring too. "Oh, that's Janice Miller."
"That's a SHE?" Ryan gasped as his eyes opened as wide as saucers.
"Yeah. Well, physically but I'm not sure genetically," he laughed. "She's a patient of Doctor Billings. In fact, I think Doctor Billings got her the job at AquaSpa."
"Jesus," Ryan gasped as he looked closely at the girl. For the first time he appraised her facial features and was surprised to realize that she was quite pretty. Her face had the feminine structure of a girl but her clothes and body was decidedly mannish. "Who're her customers?"
"Actually, she doesn't have any regular customers. She's kind of a freelancer. You know... she fills in for vacations and sickness."
"I see," Ryan said as things became clearer to him. He almost felt relieved. Somehow it wasn't as bad now that he knew that Sandra was letting a girl eat her.
"Why do you ask?"
"No reason. I just saw her with Sandra and since she didn't fit the mold of all the other guys..."
"Yeah, she kind of stands out doesn't she?" Benny thought for a second and added. "Actually I've had lots of requests for her from the ladies... even when their regular guys have been there." He raised his eyebrows and smiled.
"Really?" Ryan said incredulously.
"Sure. In fact, I think your Mrs. Wellsworth has requested her a few times. Several times Ms. Baker has called but I don't know if she was calling for Mrs. Billings or not." Benny said thoughtfully. Then he smiled. "I hear she is quite good with her mouth."
Ryan stared at Benny in shock. He opened his mouth but nothing came out. Ryan was about ready to pull his hair out. He didn't know how much more he could take. "Excuse me," he said quickly and walked away. Instead of going to the bar, he went outside to get some air. He put the try down and walked down the steps and into the hedge-lined gardens past the pool. He sat down on a cement bench and took a deep breath. If he smoked, now would be the time to light up.
A second later he heard a giggle and then whispering from the other side of the hedgerow. He stood up and turned, his ears staining to hear the whispered words. Still he couldn't make out who was there. In fact, he wasn't sure he wanted to know. Still, he bent over and peered through a small opening in the hedge. "Holy shit," he whispered to himself when he saw who was on the other side of the hedge. It was Jeff Tyler and the little blonde. They were no more than a foot from Ryan and they were kissing. The black football player was so much taller than she was, that although she had on very high heels, she still had to lift up on her toes and he had to bend way over to make their mouths meet.
Ryan watched them kiss for a long time. Then he saw the large black man reached down and grasped the small blonde's ass. His giant hands almost covered her entire cheeks. He watched those hands fondle the soft flesh of the woman's ass and felt excitement rush through him. While he felt like a pervert, he couldn't pull himself away. Then as he continued to watch, the woman pulled away and began to slip to her knees.
Jeff looked both ways and appeared to be very uncomfortable, yet he let the small woman get on her knees in front of him. With a drunken giggle, she began to open his pants. A second later she had her hand inside searching for his rapidly swelling penis.
Ryan gasped and the woman moaned as she pulled his very long and fat penis from his trousers. It was only half-hard but was still the biggest penis Ryan had ever seen. The small woman's hand could not fit around the shaft and there was over an inch between her fingers. With a little moan the woman stretched her lips as wide as she could and forced the swollen head into her mouth.
Jeff rocked back on his heels and moaned as the tiny woman began to suck him. He closed his eyes and reached for her head.
Ryan was close enough to see the black penis grow shiny with saliva as the little woman took as much of his penis into her mouth as she could. Still, she could only get about a quarter of it into her mouth. A strange through went through Ryan's head and he was embarrassed to even think it; he wondered if Cindy could take something that large down her throat.
After a few minutes of sucking the blonde pulled her mouth from the throbbing shaft and looked up. "I have to have this in me," she whispered excitedly. Then she stood up and pulled Jeff toward a cement bench a few feet away. She quickly unbuckled his pants and pulled them to his feet, revealing that he wasn't wearing underwear. His giant penis swung like a large police baton in front of him. Two large balls matching his penis hung below.
The small woman pushed Jeff down until he was seated. Then she quickly turned around and hiked up her dress until it was around her waist.
Ryan's eyes opened in excitement when he saw that the pretty woman had no underwear on either. The only thing she was wearing below her waist was a pair of thigh-high nylons and high heels. He watched excitedly as she turned until her back was to the seated man.
Suddenly, she looked directly at Ryan. For a second he thought for sure that she had seen him. Then she closed her eyes and began to move backward. Ryan sighed with relief.
The woman backed up until her thighs were stretched across Jeff's.
Ryan had a perfect view from his position behind the hedge. The indirect light from the house was enough for him to clearly see her swollen sex lips and the throbbing shaft inches below. In spite of himself he reached down and began to rub his own swollen penis.
"Fuck me," the pretty woman said as she positioned the impossibly large head at the entrance to her vagina. With that she almost lifted her feet from the ground and pressed downward. Slowly the long black shaft disappeared into her body. Inch by inch it slipped inside until nothing was left except the two large testicles.
Ryan couldn't believe that this tiny woman had taken the entire shaft into her. Where had it all gone? he thought. He almost expected to see it come out of her mouth.
Now she was leaning back on Jeff with her head thrown back on his shoulder.
As Ryan watched she placed her feet on his thighs and began to lift her hips. A second later she was gasping for breath and moving up and down on the large pole. On each up stroke, she allowed almost the entire shaft to exit and then she plunged back down to take ever inch inside her again.
"There you are."
Ryan jumped, straightened up and spun around to see Gabrielle standing behind him.
"Uh... uh... hi," he stuttered with his face bright red.
"What were you looking at?" Gabrielle asked. She bent over and peered through the hedge. "Oh my," she gasped. "Looks like Sarah Benson has had a little too much to drink again," Gabrielle said casually. "Once that hussy gets a buzz on, she'll fuck anywhere."
Ryan couldn't believe he heard right. "Huh?"
Gabrielle remained bent over but turned to and looked up at him. She said, "Sarah Benson. She'll fuck anywhere... that woman has no shame."
Ryan saw that Gabrielle was smiling. "Uh... I just came out here for some air and... well, there was a noise and I..." he stuttered.
Gabrielle turned and peered at the lovers again. "God, where is she putting all of that cock," she said, almost to herself. When she stood back up and looked at Ryan, her eyes were sparkling with lust. She glanced up at the house and then back at Ryan. "Let's leave the love birds alone and find our own privacy."
Ryan looked back at the house and said, "I should get back." However, his protest was weak and he didn't object when Gabrielle led him further into the hedgerows.
When they were in a secluded spot, Gabrielle stopped and turned to Ryan. "You haven't congratulated me on my engagement yet," she said as she put her arms around his neck. Without waiting for an answer she lifted up and pressed her lips to his.
Ryan moaned and felt his penis begin to grow again. Soon it was pulsing against Gabrielle's stomach as their kiss continued.
Gabrielle reached down and grasped his hard shaft in her hand. "Mmmm," she moaned.
Then Ryan watched as she reached for his zipper. He could see the large diamond on her finger sparkle in the dim light. Then it disappeared as she reached in his pants to find his pulsing shaft.
It took some maneuvering but eventually the excited woman pulled his penis out of his pants.
She looked up at Ryan and said, "Can't do much with this damned dress on, but my mouth is free."
"Jesus," Ryan gasped as the pretty woman squatted down in front of him.
"Have I told you how much I love your big cock," Gabrielle said as she began to pump it with her fist. Her eyes were glassy as she stared at the drooling head. She pumped her hand a couple of times, forcing a large drop of pre-cum juice to the slit.
Ryan moaned and closed his eyes. Suddenly he felt her warm lips around the pulsing head. His hips automatically began to move in time with her pumping hand and sucking mouth. Although he had climaxed earlier, the sight of Jeff and Sara had made him horny again. Now the experienced woman's mouth was bringing him rapidly to another climax. "Gabrielle," he gasped as he felt his balls preparing to shoot.
"Mmmm," she moaned and pumped him harder.
A second later she got what she was waiting for. Ryan's cum filled her mouth until it began to drip from the corners and across her pumping hand. She gulped that mouthful down and prepared for more. She swallowed two more mouthfuls before the flow slowed. When it became a trickle she pumped the shaft one last time and pulled her mouth back. She licked a drop from the head and smiled up at him.
Ryan was still trying to catch his breath when she stood up.
"Thanks," she said as if he had done her a favor.
"Uh... thank you," he replied. He saw her raise her hand to wipe her mouth and noticed that his cum had run across her ring finger and onto the large diamond. "Uh... you might want to clean your hand," he said, pointing to the ring.
"Oops," she giggled.
Ryan pulled his shirt from his pants to let her use it to wipe her hand.
"No thanks, I'll get something inside. I don't want to soil your rented shirt," she laughed. "Well, I guess we had better get back to the party," Gabrielle whispered and kissed him passionately one last time. "See you inside." Gabrielle hurried back inside.
Ryan waited a minute before heading back to the house. As he rounded the hedge, he almost bumped into Jeff and Sarah. They had both straightened their clothes and looked almost presentable. "Hi again Jeff," Ryan said as casually as possible.
"Hi Ryan." Jeff looked uncomfortable. "Uh... we just came out here for some air."
"So did I," Ryan answered. It was the truth... at least for him. "I was just heading back." As he turned to leave, he glanced down and almost gasped. He saw Jeff's cum running down the pretty blonde's nylons. He caught Jeff's eye and looked down quickly and nodded his head.
Jeff followed his nod and his eyes opened wide. "Thanks man," he whispered.
"Anytime," Ryan said and hurried toward the house.
Chapter 19
Jigs caught Ryan as soon as he walked into the kitchen. "Ryan, can you get us another case of wine from the wine cellar?" he asked.
"Sure. What kind?"
"Everyone seems to like the Chateau Rothchild. I think there's another case down there, or at least a few bottles."
"Sure Jigs. By the way, where's the wine cellar."
Jigs smiled indulgently and said, "Make a left at the lobby and two doors down on the right."
"Okay," Ryan said and hurried off, his head still spinning. He made the left at the lobby but forgot what side Jigs said. He turned to the left instead of the right and opened the door. It wasn't the wine cellar but the exercise room. He stopped in his tracks. Inside, sitting on one of the exercise benches, was a dark haired woman of about 40. Ryan gasped... Janice was between her legs, eating her.
"Uh... uh... I was looking for... the wine cellar," Ryan stuttered and began to back out of the room.
"No problem," the woman said. "You can join us if you like."
"Uh... no thanks... uh... I have to get some wine."
Ryan quickly exited and went across the hall and opened another door. He almost sighed in relief when he saw wooden stairs leading to the basement. There was a light on and he began to walk down the creaking wooden steps. Three steps down he heard a moan. "Shit," he whispered to himself. Someone was in the wine cellar. He stepped down two more steps and bent over to peer into the dimly lit basement. The room was filled with wine racks and old crates. As he strained his eyes to see in the shadowy room, he caught movement out of the corner of his eye. When he looked, he saw someone standing behind some crates. He recognized him as the guy that Benny had introduced as Brad: the one whose lover was two-timing him with a waiter at the country club. Ryan could only see Brad from the waist up. He was obviously involved in sexual activity as his hips were moving back and forth in a "fucking" motion. There were distinct moans echoing from someone below him.
"Uh... excuse me... I have to get some more wine," Ryan said.
"No problem," Brad said without ceasing his movement.
Ryan was anxious to get out of there but yet, he also wondered who was on the other end of Brad's penis... he knew it wasn't his customer since he had seen her upstairs. However, there was no way that he could work his way around the stack of crates gracefully to get a look. Instead, he found the case of wine he wanted and lugged it up the stairs. He left the light on and closed the door quietly.
In the kitchen Ryan filled a tray with glasses of wine and at Jigs instructions took them around the room. Surprisingly, or maybe it shouldn't have been, Ryan was hit on by several of the now very inebriated women. He gracefully extracted himself and took the tray over to Lloyd Wellsworth and another gentleman.



"Thank you Ryan," Lloyd said as he took the glass and turned back to his friend.
Ryan started to walk away when he heard the other man congratulating Lloyd.
"You old dog you," the man said. "I didn't think you had it in you."
"Neither did I," Lloyd Wellsworth replied. And then added with a laugh, "I guess there might be snow on the roof but there is still a fire in the furnace, as they say."
"I should say so. So when is the baby due?"
Ryan froze, his ears now straining to hear every word.
"Well, if the doctor is right, Mary is about three months along, so that means in about six months, if my second grade math is correct."
"Has she announced it yet?"
"No, she has been keeping it quiet. Several years ago she found that she was pregnant and was so excited she let everyone know. Unfortunately, after about two months she lost the baby. It was devastating. This time she wanted to wait until she was sure it was safe. She's letting the word trickle out now."
Unbeknownst to Lloyd Wellsworth, this was devastating news to Ryan. He was sure that the baby didn't belong to Lloyd. He wasn't stupid. The tidbits he had heard from Mary about taking risks when they first started to have sex now made sense. It suddenly occurred to him that he had been used; Mary Wellsworth had used him to get pregnant. He felt his face turn red with anger. Suddenly, he didn't know what to do. So, he did what he always did when he needed advice; he searched for Benny. He found him talking to a couple of the guys in the kitchen.
"Got a second Benny?"
"Just a minute," Benny said and continued to talk.
Ryan grabbed Benny's arm and said, "I need to talk to you... now."
Benny saw the look on Ryan's face and said, "I'll get back to you guys in a minute."
With that he turned and walked over to a corner with an obviously distraught Ryan. "What's wrong?" he asked without his normal humor. The look on Ryan's face told him that it was no time for jokes.
"I just heard some very disturbing news," he hissed, looking around to make sure no one was close. "Mary Wellsworth is pregnant!"
Benny shrugged his shoulders and said, "So?"
"The baby isn't Lloyd's"
"How do you know that?"
"I'm not stupid," he answered angrily. "She's been using me."
Benny took a deep breath and sighed. He rubbed his face with his hand before looking at Ryan again. "Listen Ryan, this is going to sound callous, but what does it matter to you which of you got her pregnant. For Christ sake man, she isn't going to ask you to support it."
"That's not the point and you know it. Being a father is a... a big responsibility. I'm not ready for that."
"Now you are being stupid. Do you think she want's you to be a real father? You might be the biological father, but you're not the 'real' father."
"What's that mean?" Ryan said, his voice growing louder by the minute.
Several people looked over at the two of them.
Ryan looked across the room and saw Mary staring at him with concern on her face. He ignored her and turned back to Benny.
Benny grabbed Ryan's arm in a tight grip and said, "Come with me." He almost dragged Ryan out the servant's door to the side of the house where they could talk privately.
"All right, let me tell you a story about the birds and the bees," Benny said without humor.
Ryan fumed, as he stood tensely with his fisted clenched. Suddenly he was angry with Benny too.
Benny ignored his obvious anger and continued in a calm voice. "When I was eighteen and didn't have a dime to my name, I did something that at the time that seemed like a good idea. Later when I realized what I had done, I had a lot of remorse." Benny paused and then added pointedly, "But then I grew up."
"What're you talking about," Ryan said with his teeth clenched together.
"I needed money really bad because I had gotten into some gambling debt. So, I went to a local clinic and donated sperm. They were paying three hundred bucks for each donation. I went there six times over the course of several months."
"What's that got to do with this?"
"Everything and nothing."
"Please stop talking in riddles."
"All right, it's very simple; I could be the biological father of millions of kids. I don't know how the clinic was using the sperm but I assume it was to give couples that couldn't conceive a chance to have a child. The problem was that I was doing it for the money and after a while that bothered me... probably a lot like you feel right now. Then, a close uncle of mine and his wife wanted a child. They had been trying for years with no luck. When they finally realized that he couldn't produce, they used a sperm donor. The only thing they knew about the donor was his biological makeup and physical features... nothing about who he was. However, that didn't matter to them. They were... are... the happiest people I have ever seen, now with a sweet two-year-old little girl."
"So you're saying I should be happy that I've been used?"
"No. I'm not saying that. I'm also not saying that what Mary did was right; if in fact she did 'use' you. However, I understand why she might have done it. My guess is that if she had asked you, you would have said no."
"Maybe or maybe not but at least I would have been given a choice." Ryan's voice had softened a bit. His anger had not dissipated but after listening to Benny, he somehow didn't feel quite as bad.
Benny sighed. "I told you before that we are all users of other people... some just more than others. Look at it this way, you are using these women to quench your carnal desires and they are doing the same. The question is... who's getting hurt? And the answer is no one. The question you have to ask yourself: How is making a wonderful woman happy hurting you?"
Ryan started to respond but then stopped. He didn't really have an answer for that question.
"Listen, the only way to resolve this is to talk to her. Why don't you go see her?"
"I don't know if that is a good idea right now."
"Well, suit yourself. But, take my advice and don't be stupid and blow a good thing." Benny stepped close to Ryan and put his arm around his shoulder. "I know that neither one of us has had it easy. However, there are a million other guys just like us that would love to be in the situation we are in. I think I got lucky and I believe you have too. You have a golden opportunity to brighten a cloudy future. You need to be smart and take advantage of the opportunities that are presented."
Ryan was quiet for a minute. "It was just such a shock... I mean the way I found out." His voice softened.
"Maybe she couldn't bring herself to tell you. Let me ask you a question. Have you asked Mary about a college loan?"
"No, I haven't gotten the nerve."
"Well, consider this; if you can't find the courage to ask about a loan, how difficult do you think it would have been for her to tell you that she was pregnant with your child?"
Ryan pulled away from Benny and looked up at the star filled sky. He was silent for a minute. Finally, he looked at his friend and said, "Jesus Benny, why is everything so complicated."
"Partly because we are young and partially because the world is just getting more complicated. I think it'll get better as we grow up," Benny said. Then he added, "I've heard that the male brain actually starts functioning when we reach about thirty. Or at least it disconnects somewhat from our penises."
A smile came to Ryan's face finally. "I guess I have a long way to go then."
"Let's go back inside," Benny said.
As soon as the two of them walked into the house, Sandra came over to Ryan.
Benny looked at Ryan and said, "I'll catch you later." Then he made a hasty retreat.
"Ryan, I sent Mary up to my bedroom to lie down. She wasn't feeling well. She asked me to tell you that she would like to see you."
"I'll bet," Ryan said more harshly than he wanted. Surprisingly, his anger had all but disappeared.
Sandra looked at him rather sternly. "Ryan, I can see that you have some issues and we can discuss them when you visit next week. But, understand that Mary is in a delicate condition right now. She has wanted a baby for as long as I have known her. Twice she has had miscarriages. I'm the only one that knows about the first one. She took both of them very hard. Please don't do anything that you will regret for the rest of your life."
Ryan didn't know how Sandra knew that he knew. He looked at her but couldn't find any words to respond. Instead he walked away, heading up the stairs to the master bedroom.
As he approached the bedroom door, he stopped. He had no idea what he was going to say when he saw Mary. For a moment he thought of just turning and running. However, he knew that that wouldn't solve anything. It was time to be a man.
Chapter 20
Ryan tapped lightly on the door and heard "Come in." When he opened the door, he saw Mary lying on the bed. She sat up immediately. Her eyes were red and it looked like she had been crying. "You wanted to see me," Ryan asked, trying unsuccessfully to keep his emotions from his voice.
"Yes," Mary said and stood up and approached Ryan. She stopped short and stared at him, as if searching his eyes for an indication of how he felt.
Ryan looked away.
"Ryan, I don't know what to say," Mary said, her voice trembling. "I know that you are hurt and angry and I'm sorry."
Ryan found his voice and said, "Sorry that you deceived me?"
"Yes," Mary whispered as tears began to fall. "But... but it wasn't intentional."
"So you just had me get you pregnant by accident?"
"Yes... uh no... I mean I didn't plan it." The tears started to flow freely now. "I just wanted a baby so bad." She turned and hurried back to the bed, falling onto it in a trembling heap. Suddenly, she was sobbing.
Ryan stood with his eyes closed. Mary's sobs cut through him like a knife and he felt a pain in his chest. He clenched his fist tightly as he stood tense and motionless in the center of the room. Cascades of conflicting emotions were rushing through him. Finally his shoulders slumped and he let out the breath he had been holding. Slowly he walked over to the bed and sat down.
The room was silent but for Mary's continued sobs.
Finally Ryan turned and placed his hand on her shoulder. Her sobbing grew louder. Then he lay next to her.
She opened her eyes and looked at him, searching his face for... something. When she saw the anger appeared to be gone, she pulled him close, pressing her body to him. "I'm sorry," she whispered again as she buried her face in his chest.
Ryan pushed her face from his chest and looked into her eyes. Her eyes were still wet with tears and her mascara had smeared. Ryan felt himself falling into the blue pools... like he was drowning in her tears. Slowly, as if some unknown force was drawing him, his lips went to hers.
Mary moaned and pulled the boy closer, her tongue finding his welcoming mouth.
Slowly the heat between the two began to rise as Ryan pushed Mary onto her back and began to kiss her neck.
The older woman moaned and placed her hand on the back of his head, gently guiding him. Her body trembled as waves of electricity rushed though her.
Ryan kissed further down until his lips reached the soft flesh of her breasts.
"Wait," Mary whispered. She stood up and reached behind her for the zipper to her gown. "Don't want to wrinkle my gown or everybody will know what I've been doing."
Ryan thought, but didn't say, that they were only doing what it seemed that everybody else was. He watched the beautiful woman pull her gown from her body and drop it to the floor. He almost gasped when her nakedness was revealed. The only articles of clothing that she still had on was a pair of thigh high nylons and high heels. He had never seen her look more beautiful. Her breasts seemed larger than normal and the nipples had turned to a very dark shade of red, almost brown. He thought that he detected a little pouch to her stomach but couldn't be sure. Her skin was creamy white and almost had a glow to it. It appeared to him that pregnancy was affecting her body already.
Ryan held his arms open to her and she crawled onto the bed on top of him. Their lips went back together passionately. It was Ryan's turn to moan as the beautiful woman began to caress him through his trousers.
A second later, Mary pulled away. Her eyes were suddenly wild with lust. "Get your clothes off... hurry." She didn't know if it was because of her pregnancy or not but she seemed to be more excited than normal. Maybe it was what people referred to as make-up sex. Whatever it was, it was making her sex lips throb with need.
Ryan quickly slipped off his jacket, shirt and tie. Then he stared at her as he slowly pulled his trousers down, revealing his already hard penis. He almost stumbled in his haste to get his shoes and socks off. A second later, he was naked and on top of her. He quickly bent his head and began to kiss her lips again. Their lips pressed together tightly and their tongues dueled for possession of the other's mouth. When they had to break to catch their breath, Ryan began to kiss down her neck again. With a moan, he moved to her now heaving breasts. He took one large brown nipple into his mouth and sucked hard... almost as if he were a baby at her breasts.
Mary moaned and grabbed Ryan's head, pulling his mouth even tighter to her chest. "Yes, yes, yes, suck my tit," she whispered excitedly. She moved his head from one breast to the other until both nipples were standing erect and wet with saliva. She allowed him to nurse at her breasts for some time, almost as if her maternal instincts had already begun to surface.
Finally Ryan pulled away from her nipple with a loud sucking sound. He smiled up at her and then began to kiss down her body. When he reached her stomach, he paused and began to tickle the soft flesh with his tongue. He could now tell that there was definitely a pouch to her stomach. It was almost undeterminable, but he could tell that she had a little more flesh there. Strangely, he found himself wondering if it was a boy or a girl.
With a gentle touch, he kissed her entire stomach before moving lower. Slowly he licked her flesh below her navel until he reached her now swollen lips. They too looked different... more pronounced with an almost purple color. With a moan, he covered her swollen flesh and sucked her wrinkled inner lips into his mouth.
Mary's hips began to thrash on the bed. Her fingers searched for his head, grasping his hair and pulling his mouth tightly to her throbbing vagina. Within a second she was climaxing. A long moan escaped her lips as she raised her legs and wrapped them around the boy's head. She practically smothered him as a strong climax overtook her.
Ryan was in heaven. He no longer thought of his anger or that he had been betrayed. Now, the only thing on his mind was pleasing this woman. His tongue and mouth worked on her convulsing vagina until her trembling began to slow. However, he didn't stop sucking until the legs around his neck relaxed and fell from his shoulder. Then he pulled his head from between her legs and looked up.
She was smiling weakly, her eyes gazing lovingly down at him. Then she opened her arms and allowed him to crawl on top of her. She reached between his legs and found his long shaft, positioning it at her wet hole. "Fuck me," she whispered.
Ryan hesitated. "It... it won't hurt... hurt the baby, will it?" he asked in his ignorance.
Mary smiled at his mention of the baby. Her heart almost burst from her chest at his na‹ve concern. "No, it won't hurt the baby. Fuck me as hard as you want," she hissed excitedly. "Oh Jesus," she added when she felt the large head of Ryan's penis enter her vagina. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, pulling him deep into her. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she gasped.
Ryan did his best. His hips became a blur as he began to pound into her willing body. Since he had already climaxed twice during the evening, he knew that he could last as long as he wanted.
However, it didn't take very long for Mary to climax again. Her body suddenly went into convulsions and a low whimper escaped her lips. It was as if she couldn't stop the pleasure that was rocketing through her. As soon as that one ended, another began, and then another, until she was climaxing continuously.
Ryan was enjoying the incredible throbbing of her warm vagina as he moved rapidly in and out of her. For some reason, this coupling felt different from the others. Maybe it was the risk of doing it while everyone, including her husband, was downstairs, or maybe it was because he was making love to the would-be mother of his child. Whatever the reason, he couldn't get enough and he wanted it to go on and on. However, eventually his balls began to churn with the need to climax. "I'm getting close," he said in a hoarse whisper.
"Cum in me," Mary said through gasps of breath. When she heard him moan and felt him push as deeply as he could into her, she went over the top again.
Ryan bellowed and began to pump his seed into her willing hole, filling her until it overflowed. Soon, his balls were empty and he fell heavily onto her body, then to her side, letting his shrinking penis slip from her still pulsing hole.
"That was amazing," Mary whispered as she kissed Ryan's sweat covered face.
He smiled weakly and looked up at the ceiling, still gasping for breath.
Suddenly, the two were startled as the bedroom door opened. Ryan sat up with fear on his face.
Mary almost sighed with relief when saw that it was just Sandra.
Ryan looked unsuccessfully for something to cover himself with. He wasn't sure why he felt embarrassed, but he did.
The older woman came into the room, closing the door quickly. She walked over to the bed with a smile on her face. "I see that you two have made up. However, Lloyd has been asking how you are Mary. I had Gabrielle intercept him when he wanted to come up here."
"Thank you," Mary whispered with relief.
Ryan saw the older woman's eyes scanning both of their bodies almost hungrily. When he saw her eyes lingering on Mary's wet vagina, he found himself wondering if Janice was the only one of the two that liked to please women.
"I guess I had better get down there," Mary said as she hurried off the bed and put her gown back on.
When Ryan started to get up, Sandra pushed him back down on the bed. "You don't want to take the chance of being seen leaving the room with Mary. Let her leave first."
Ryan lay back on the bed and watched Mary come over to Sandra.
"Thanks... for everything," Mary whispered as she embraced Sandra.
Then to Ryan's great surprise, they kissed. It wasn't a friendship kiss, but rather slow and passionate. If Ryan hadn't already been sexually exhausted he would have gotten an erection from watching the two beautiful women kiss.
When they finally parted, Mary bent over Ryan and kissed him. "Thanks," she whispered. Then she hurried over to the mirror to reapply her mascara and fix her hair. Several minutes later she was rushing out of the room.
The room became very quite as Sandra stood beside the bed and looked at Ryan. Then, suddenly, she reached down and grasped his still wet but flaccid penis.
Ryan moaned. "I... I don't think I can..."
"It's okay. I know something that never goes soft," she whispered.
Ryan looked at her with a question on his face.
"Your tongue," she said and smiled. "Scoot down."
Ryan smiled too and slipped down on the bed until he was flat on his back. He watched as the fancily dressed woman quickly hiked her skirt up to her waist and straddled his chest. Then she moved forward until her already wet vagina was over his mouth. A second later he was sucking her copious juices from her hole.



EPILOG
The football stadium was packed with family and friends as the commencement ceremonies began. Fortunately it was a beautiful mid-May day with clear skies and bright sunshine. The gathered crowd was buzzing with excitement as the school principal began to read the names of the graduating class.
After several hundred names he read out, "Ryan Crawford."
Ryan heard his name and walked with determined steps up the stairs to the stage. His black gown flowed with the warm breeze as the cap sat perilously on his head. He looked out at the audience and saw his mother and two sisters sitting proudly in the front row. Several rows back sat four other women who looked on just as proudly. One was holding an infant boy... Ryan Lloyd Wellsworth. Her naming the baby after him surprised him. However, she said that Lloyd didn't want a junior or a Lloyd Wellsworth II. He wondered if she was telling him the truth. It didn't matter anyway. Both she and Lloyd seemed exceedingly happy... she had her baby and he had an heir to his fortune and someone to carry on the family name.
He waved to all the women in his life, with a special salute to Cindy, who he had grown very close to. While he loved all of the women in his own way, Cindy was more his age and he was hoping that their relationship would grow. But then, he had special feelings for Mary, who held his son... a son that would never know the truth. However, Ryan was determined to be special in his life. Then there was Gabrielle and Sandra... both insatiable and loving. They had taught him how to be a man and so much more.
As he took the diploma and waved again, he felt a wave of sadness. While it was the happiest day of his life, it was also the saddest, as he would be leaving for college in the fall. Leaving the women he loved, friends, and family, to venture off to a new world.
He had often thought that this day would never come. He had all but given up hope of going to college because he could see no way to get a scholarship. His meager savings wouldn't get him through the first year of books alone. He had tried many times to ask Mary for a loan, but after he found out that she was pregnant, he could never bring himself to ask her. He felt that it would be too much like he was asking for a reward for being the father of her baby. When all seemed hopeless, and to his great surprise, Mary, Sandra, and Gabrielle had arranged for him to receive a full four-year scholarship to a prestigious southern university. He wasn't sure if they had put up money or just knew someone important. He assumed that it was the latter. What he didn't know was that his good friend Benny had orchestrated the entire thing.
Ryan took the diploma and shook the principal's hand. As he walked off stage he saw Benny standing in the back row. He waved to his friend and held up his diploma. He saw him return a thumbs up sign.
The school song began to play and some of the students wiped tears from their eyes. Ryan turned and looked at his lady friends again. He smiled at the thought that he would still get to visit them on the job this summer and for three summers afterward. But he would miss them in between... especially Cindy. Nonetheless, the future was indeed bright and very exciting. He was a lucky man.
The End
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Chapter 1
Jenny Thompson sat at her desk and watched a steady stream of sexy women parade by. She watched every morning as they hurried to receive their daily modeling assignments... and, they were always late. They had two things in common; they were beautiful and slim. That wasn't unusual since it was a modeling agency. Still, she wondered where they all came from since they didn't look like most of the people she knew. They were not the typical women that one saw on the street, but rather the kind you saw in every magazine or TV ad... a fantasy world.
Jenny had worked for The Davenport Modeling Agency for two years as a secretary or, as they called it, an administrative assistant. It was all the same. While she handled all the menial tasks for the managers, like getting plane reservations, setting up power lunches and gift shopping, she also planned meetings, set up agenda's and structured contract negotiations. The truth was that she knew more than most of the managers about what was going on in the organization and figured she could do their jobs better then they could. However, she wasn't a complainer and she liked her job... with the exception of shopping for gifts.
A sigh escaped Jenny's lips as she turned and gazed out the window wistfully. It was a pretty summer day and the trees lining the parking lot, three stories below, swayed in the breeze. It was the kind of day that always made Jenny nostalgic. She had moved to the city after graduating college, filled with the desire to make it in the fast paced world of fashion. She had a plan... she knew where she wanted to be; one day she wanted to own her own agency. Some of her friends thought that she was reaching for the impossible. But she didn't agree. Then again, many of her friends thought that she was selling her self-short when she took the administrative assistant job at the Davenport Agency. However, she didn't feel it was beneath her to start at the bottom... she wanted to learn everything there was to know about fashion and modeling. And, she was learning quickly.
However, while Jenny's plan for her career was going well, her personal life was another matter. She was twenty-eight years old and, while she had a nice circle of friends, she didn't have a boyfriend or anyone that she was dating regularly. It wasn't because she was ugly; on the contrary, she was quite attractive. However, she was what some referred to as big and beautiful. Not fat mind you... she was a big boned woman with large but firm thighs and very large breasts at 38D. Her waist was only 34 inches and that tended to make her breasts look even larger. Her hips, which she thought were fine, were 40 inches and her butt was shapely. Her weight was... well she hadn't been on a scale in a long time. It only depressed her. However, she was well proportioned and was taller than average at 5' 8". That made her somewhat imposing... even to some of the men. However, like every one else she knew, she wanted to be thinner. And like everyone else, she had tried all the fad diets: Atkins, Slimfast, Low-Carb and so on. She even exercised religiously at the gym... but nothing seemed to work. Eventually she had to conclude that she was always going to be a large woman. Both her mother and father were large people and, with exception of her skinny sister, every other member of her extended family was large.
Still, it bothered Jenny to see all the pretty and trim women every day looking beautiful and getting attention in their form fitting clothes. On the few occasions when she would go out for happy hour after work, she would watched all the men hang around the gorgeous women like flies. And while she sometimes envied the women, she really longed for a solid relationship with someone that took her as she was. If she ever found that person, she knew that he would see that she had a lot of love to give... not to mention that she was sexually insatiable.
Although her sexual experience was limited to a few guys-three to be exact-she had read every sex manual there was and knew all there was to know about sex. Moreover, she was willing to try it all. Unfortunately, she didn't have anyone to try it on... it had been a year since she had broken up with her last boyfriend. Even then, he wasn't much of a lover. Since then, she relied on her favorite dildo... it didn't have any baggage and only required fresh batteries occasionally. Still, it wasn't the same as a flesh and blood penis.
"Jenny, have you set up my lunch with Dan Burroughs yet?"
Jenny looked up and saw her boss, Tom Bradley, standing at her desk. He was always friendly and in fact, she thought that he almost flirted with her on occasion. Sometimes she would catch him looking at her butt when she bent over the filing cabinets. Other times he would make remarks about how good she looked on a particular day. However, she discounted it as just his outgoing personality. Tom wasn't married but she knew that he dated several of the models.
"Yes sir... it's at 12:15 today."
"Great, can you come in and take some notes for me?"
"Sure," Jenny said and grabbed her note pad. As she stood up, she knocked over a pile of papers on her desk, scattering them to the floor. "Damn," she said and got on her knees to pick them up.
Tom stooped down and began to help her retrieve the papers.
As she reached for the scattered sheets, Jenny looked at him and saw that his eyes were staring directly down her top. She had on a rather baggy sweater and when she was bent over, the V-neck top bulged out. She knew that he had an unobstructed view of her large, bra covered breasts. Because she could never find a bra that fit, she knew that quite a bit of flesh was showing above the bra. A chill of excitement rushed through her and she froze, allowing him to stare for some time. She felt her nipples grow hard and realized that when she stood up they would be poking through her sweater.
"Uh... uh... sorry," Tom said and his face turned red when he saw her looking at him.
Jenny raised her eyebrows and smiled.
When the papers were back on the desk, Jenny followed Tom into his office. She took a chair across the desk from him, sat down and crossed her legs. Her skirt, while not short, had a split up the side, allowing a substantial portion of her thighs to show. Again, she was surprised to see his eyes go to her legs. He must just be really horny, she thought, figuring that all the sexy models must not be satisfying him.
As Tom began to dictate his notes, he stood up and walked around the room. He always said he thought better when he was on his feet.
Jenny made notes on her pad and watched the 30 something man move around the room. He was tall and handsome with broad shoulders and a movie star smile-just the kind of man that would never look at her. Yet, she could feel his eyes go to the top of her sweater whenever he was near enough... and that seemed to be all the time recently. At one point, he stood at her shoulder, his groin almost touching her. Jenny could almost feel the heat from his body. If she moved her shoulder just an inch, she would be touching him.
Jenny had no idea where she got the courage but she did move her shoulder, turning to the side as if to say something to him. Suddenly, her shoulder touched him. Jenny started to pull away but to her amazement, he moved forward. She froze as her heart was suddenly pounding in her chest. Then, incredibly, she felt him begin to get excited. The room was suddenly alive with electricity and Jenny's head began to spin with excitement.
Not a word was said as the handsome man began to move his groin slowly on her shoulder. When Jenny looked up, she saw that his eyes were closed. She had no idea what to do next. However, Tom solved that for her when he whispered, "Take it out."
"Huh?" Jenny gasped, thinking she hadn't heard him correctly.
"Take my cock out."
Her eyes opened wide. She heard that correctly. She hesitated as fear and excitement rushed through her in waves. This was crazy and dangerous... but oh so exciting. She wondered if she were dreaming.
"Take it out... hurry," the excited man said again.
As if in a trance, Jenny reached toward his groin with trembling hands. It had been a year since she had touched a real penis. She couldn't believe it was happening now. With fumbling fingers, she pulled the zipper down, startled by the loud sound it made in the otherwise quiet room. Then she took a deep breath and reached inside. Her fingers struggled with the opening of his boxers as she searched for his now hard penis. When she found it, a gasped escaped her lips. Her fingers wrapped around the hard shaft and she tried to pull it out.
"Wait," he said and began to open his pants.
A second later, Jenny had easy access to his shorts. With a tug, she pulled his shaft from the opening. Her heart almost leaped out of her chest when she saw the long shaft in her hand. She didn't have a lot to compare it to, but Tom's penis looked beautiful. It was long with a large purple head and had veins bulging from the sides. It took her a second to realize that she was squeezing it so hard that the blood was trapped in the head, making it shaft pulse. She stared at it as if it were a charmed snake.
"Suck it," the excited man hissed.
Jenny opened her eyes in shock. She knew how to suck cock, her last boyfriend would let her do it occasionally and she had read all about it, but this was different... this was her boss and she was sitting in his office. She hesitated.
"Please suck it," Tom said and reached for her head, pulling it toward his shaft.
Jenny allowed him to pull her head gradually closer until she could actually smell him. It had heady combination of male musk and fragrant soap. Jenny felt excitement rush through her and she trembled. She stopped when her face was an inch away until she felt him pulling harder. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. When the tip of his penis touched her lips she almost climaxed. A moan escaped her lips and she moved her head forward, taking it into her warm mouth.
"Ohhhhh Jesus," Tom moaned as her lips closed around him.
All of Jenny's senses were on overload. She could taste the slightly salty taste of his penis and the somewhat sweet pre-cum juice. Her heart was pumping blood so fast that she could hardly breath fast enough through her nostrils to keep up. A moan escaped her lips when he started to sway his hips back and forth, sawing his penis in and out of her mouth. Another moan escaped her lips. She couldn't believe that she was happening... or that she was letting it happen. Nothing in her sheltered life had prepared her for this. She was sucking her boss's cock in the middle of his office!
"God, that's good," Tom moaned.
Jenny barely heard him. All kinds of emotions were rushing through her. Her brain told her that this was wrong... wrong for many reasons, but her excitement egged her on. She didn't seem to have the strength to stop it. Instead, she held the shaft in her hand and pumped her fist while sucking on the swollen head.
"Oh God Jenny I can't last long," Tom warned.
Jenny felt adrenaline rush through her at his words. However, she wasn't sure what to do. She knew what was coming but had never tasted semen. Her last boyfriend always pulled out before he came. Now her boss wanted to cum in her mouth. Should she swallow it or spit it out? She was still trying to think when she felt the head swell. Suddenly the swollen head began to spit the thick cream into her mouth. It came out in torrents, filling her mouth until her cheeks began to bulge.
When the cream began to slip from the corner of her mouth, she had to swallow or risk getting it all over her clothes. A second later she felt the warm cream begin to coat her throat. It was salty and thick but not unpleasant. Before it had reached her stomach, she felt her swollen clit flutter and she squeezed her legs together in excitement. Then incredibly, without touching herself she began to climax. With each squirt into her mouth her climax intensified until she could barely remain on the chair. She was still trembling when Tom pulled away, pulling his penis from her mouth with a loud pop.
"God," Tom gasped as he staggered to his chair and sat down, his limp and wet penis still hanging from his pants.
Jenny finally opened her eyes and wondered where she was. She saw her boss sitting in his chair with his head back. She reached up with back of a trembling hand and wiped a string of sperm from her lips. She looked at the smeared juice as if to prove that it had really happened-had she just sucked her boss's penis? The answer was on her hand-yes. Even more incredible, she had swallowed his cum and climaxed.
"Ummm, ummmm," Tom said, clearing his throat and getting Jennie's attention. He had put his penis back in his pants. "Now where were we," he said as if he had just been interrupted by a phone call.
Jenny looked up at him and then back down at her pad. "Uh... uh... we were talking about the letter to the Cromwell Agency."
"Oh yes," Tom said and began to dictate to her again.
Jenny's hand was trembling so much that she could barely write. Her mind was on anything but the notes she was supposed to take. She could still feel his penis on her lips and taste his salty sperm in her mouth... not to mention the slick residue now drying on the back of her hand.
Somehow she got all the notes down and stood up to leave. As she turned to walk out of the room, Tom said, "Thanks Jenny... uh... for everything."
"Uh... you're welcome," she responded and her face turned bright red.
*
Chapter 2
On her way home that evening, Jenny stopped in a local bookstore. She was a voracious reader with a particular interest in history. This evening though, she was looking for something different. She headed for the 'self-help' section. She has seen a book on a previous visit written by a woman who was big like her. The cover said something about being "big, bold and beautiful". It was a book about how women with large figures should accept themselves for who they were and not someone else's image.
"Yes," she whispered to herself when she saw the book. On the front was a pretty woman that was similar to her size with pretty blue eyes and blond hair. She was dressed in a revealing top and tight skirt.
As she stood in line at the checkout counter, she found herself feeling uncomfortable. She felt like everyone was looking at her. She quickly paid for the book and hurried out of the store like a pre-teen girl buying her first romance novel.
It was after nine when she finally got all her chores done and had a chance to relax. She got a glass of wine, ran herself a bubble bath and lit some fragrant candles. A moan escaped her lips as she sunk down in the warm bath water. She laid her head back and went over the events of the day. She hadn't dared let herself dwell on what had happened in her boss's office. However, it had never been far from her mind. As she relived the events, she felt herself getting excited all over again. Her hand slipped down to play with her already hard nipples as she recalled how his penis had felt in her mouth and how it had tasted when he had climaxed. She slipped her hand between her legs and found her already swollen sex. A second later, her hand became a blur between her legs, creating a froth of bubbles. She could almost feel her mouth filling with cum again. "Oh Jesus," she gasped as she began to climax.
When Jenny had recovered, she sat back up with a sigh of pleasure and reached for her book. She skipped through the introductions to get to the first chapter. It only took a few pages to realize that she could readily identify with the author's point of view. The woman spoke of the intentional and unintentional discrimination against large ladies, which permeates our society. Jenny nodded her head in agreement. She had experienced first hand all the snubbing and rude treatment. However, unlike some, she didn't believe that there was a conspiracy of discrimination against large people. In fact, she was sure that most people didn't even realize that they were doing it. And, amazingly, even other large people did it. It was just how things were, and that was sad.
Yet, Jenny wasn't bitter. On the contrary, she believed that "what doesn't kill you makes you stronger" and she was stronger. She was a good person with a lot to give. However, she also knew that while, in a business sense she was aggressive, on a personal level, she lacked self-confidence. And, she knew that her size and lack sexual experience had made her shy if not introverted at times. That in turn had led to her lack of confidence with her body. It was a vicious cycle that she knew she had to break. Until now she didn't know how.
As she continued to read, Jenny nodded her head in agreement. The author described in detail how the American media prized slim and trim women, ignoring the real world. Television commercials and magazine advertisements always depicted slim, even skinny women. Yet history showed that women with flesh on their bodies were thought to be beautiful. Most of the great artists of the Renaissance, who painted nudes, depicted women with well-rounded bodies.
When Jenny was about halfway through the book she decided that she was tired and would continue tomorrow night. She got out of the tub and dried herself. As she walked out of the bathroom she glanced at the full-length mirror on the inside of a closet door. She stopped and opened the door, standing naked in front of the mirror. She rarely spent the time to look at herself like this... in fact she didn't like to look at herself... it made her remember the failed attempts to be something she wasn't. She looked at her pretty face and smiled. Her smile was broad and friendly, showing unusually white and even teeth. While her lips were full and naturally pouty, she generally tried to downplay that aspect by wearing subdued shades of lipstick. Her eyes were ocean blue, round and inquisitive with just a hint of naughtiness.
Her gaze went to her large breasts. She lifted them with her hands and looked at the smooth white flesh. They needed little support and were firm to the touch. The nipples were very large, brown and would stick out a full half inch when hard. Her eyes moved lower, across her stomach. It was slightly rounded but there was no flab there. She was wondering if she should get a belly button ring. She giggled. Then as her eyes moved lower to her pubic mound, she remembered the day she had shaved herself. It was the result of the need for some minor surgery and she figured that she would do it before some anonymous person did. That was five years ago and she hadn't let her hair grow back.
She stared at her baby smooth pubic area. The pubic mound was pronounced and the outer lips were quite large. However, the inner lips were huge. Maybe that was because she was shaved but from photos she had seen of other women, her lips looked much larger. Although she wasn't currently excited, her inner lips were still very prominent. They were thick, pink and fleshy. In fact, they were long enough that she could even tie them in a knot. Another giggle escaped her lips when she remembered the time she had done that and gone shopping. The friction of her panties on the sensitive lips had made her climax in the middle of the grocery isle. She had to rush home for fear that her juice was going to leak through her panties and run down her legs.
With a little sigh of remembrance Jenny turned around and looked over her shoulder at her buttocks. "Very spankable," she said out loud as she looked at her large, firm ass cheeks. While she had never had a spanking, she thought it might be fun. Her butt cheeks were smooth and well shaped and she secretly thought that they were her best "asset."



Jenny looked at the clock and knew that she had to get to bed or risk being late for work tomorrow.
The following day was long and grueling. Everything went wrong... well with the exception of the looks she got all day from her boss. She tolerated them indulgently but secretly hoped that he might invite her in his office again. However, the day was far too busy.
When the day finally ended, Jenny went home exhausted. She found herself hurrying to get everything done so she could get back to her book. When she did, it didn't take her long to finish the relatively short read. She found the last few chapters very interesting. It included a "how-to" section about how large women should dress for success and to attract a lover's eye... the two weren't that different. It told about how flirting is an art form and that every woman should know how to do it. She read over the tips several times and made some notes in the margins.
With a look of determination she finally closed the book. Tomorrow was going to be a "new" day for her.
The following day was a little less hectic for everyone. Her boss had finally gotten a contract completed that had been on the drawing board for months and everyone was relieved. Jenny had spent countless hours working out the details... far more than would have been expected from just an "assistant". In fact, she had just done almost all of the work.
Tom was particularly delighted and invited Jenny into his office for a celebratory drink. "Close the door," he said as he walked over to the well-stocked bar in the corner of his large office.
Jenny hesitated but closed the door and quietly walked over to take a seat.
Tom came over with two glasses of champagne. He held one out to her. "A toast to the signing of the Dulaney contract," he said. "You did a great job."
Jenny smiled proudly and took a sip, the bubbles making her wrinkle her nose.
Tom leaned back against the desk and said, "Jenny, I wanted to thank you for all your help. I couldn't have gotten it done without you."
Jennie face flushed at the compliment and she said, "Thank you."
He said, "I've put you in for a $5,000 cash bonus and a promotion to senior marketing assistant. That includes a 10% raise and you get your own office."
Jenny almost choked on her champagne. Her face lit up and her heart was suddenly beating fast. She could always use the money but the recognition was just as important. "Th... thank you again," she said sincerely. Her head was spinning so much that she could hardly think and it wasn't from the champagne.
Tom got up and walked over and stood in front of Jenny. "Uh... I was wondering... uh... well, you would uh..." The normally confident man was suddenly tongue-tied.
Jenny looked up and saw lust in his eyes. She was pretty sure that she knew what he wanted and normally she would have been only too willing to comply. Inside her head she was saying, "Remain calm... don't let your libido control you... you are in control. Remember the lessons from the book." She took a deep breath and smiled up at the handsome man. "Uh... I would really like to but," she hesitated. Then she leaned forward and boldly reached out her hand and ran a finger down the front of his expensive slacks. He was already hard. She then sat back and said, "I was going to ask you for the rest of the afternoon off. I wanted to do some shopping." It was a total fabrication that she had just thought up in order to get out of the current situation. She needed time to think.
"Uh... yeah, sure," he said with clear disappointment in his voice.
While Jenny had the sudden urge to pull his pants down and suck him off, she controlled her impulses. As hard as it was for her to refuse, she had to be firm. With a smile still on her face she reached forward and squeezed his hard penis, running her hand up and down the shaft. "It's very tempting... maybe tomorrow."
"Uh... okay," Tom said in surprise. It was obvious that he wasn't used to being turned down.
Jenny stood up, her hand still on his penis. She leaned forward and kissed his lips quickly. She squeezed him one last time and said, "Gotta run. Thanks again." With that she turned and walked out of the office as fast as her trembling legs would carry her. At her desk, she quickly picked up her pocketbook and hurried out. It was with a new confidence that she walked out of her place of employment and onto the busy street. She felt like the world was hers.
As she headed down the crowded street she was oblivious to the people around her. Her head was in the clouds over her surprise promotion. She knew that she was doing a good job but never expected anything so soon. Suddenly, she wondered if the promotion had anything to do with the blowjob that she had given Tom a few days ago. But then she discounted it, realizing that the promotion and bonus would have had to be in the works for weeks and was apparently timed to correspond with the signing of the contract. She wasn't sure how she would have felt if it they had been related. On one hand she wanted to earn anything she got, on the other, who was she to judge how women got ahead in a "man's" world. "A woman has to use all of her God given talents... mind, body and soul," she thought, remembering a quote from the book.
There was a wide smile on her face as she walked into a fancy clothing store. It was impulsive but she wanted to reward herself.
"May I help you?" an attractive woman asked.
"Yes, I'm looking for some new clothes. Actually, lots of new clothes."
The woman smiled. She was quite pretty and in her thirties with long brown hair and horn-rimmed glasses. She was trim and was well dressed.
"Are you looking for business or casual?"
"Both."
The woman smiled again when she realized that she might have a big sale coming. "Okay, we'll start with business attire. Right this way," she said and directed Jenny to the business suit section.
"Let's get some measurements first." The woman directed Jenny into a changing room and waited outside. "Take off everything but your bra and panties and I'll get your measurements."
Jenny stripped off her clothes, feeling somewhat like she was waiting for a doctor's visit. "Okay," she said when she was down to her panties and bra.
The sales woman stepped into the dressing room carrying a measuring tape. She stopped and stared at Jenny as if appraising her. "No offense Ms...?"
"Jenny Thompson."
"Jenny... I'm Michael Duran, the owner of the store," the woman said and shook Jenny's hand. "No offense Jenny but we have a great sale on bras and panties if you're interested."
"Uh, sure," Jenny said and her face flushed. She realized that the woman noticed that her undergarments were not exactly new.
The woman could tell that Jenny was a little embarrassed. "It's just that with some of the styles today, you need to have a little better support... especially if you are larger in the areas that count... if you know what I mean?" The woman smiled as she looked at Jenny's well-developed chest.
Jennie blushed again when she saw the woman's eyes on her breasts.
"The good news is that we have some new styles for... uh... larger women." It was the woman's turn to blush. "Wait one minute." The woman said and left the dressing room. A minute later she was back with several undergarments in her hand.
"We don't normally do this, but for special customers, we make exceptions. Let's try these on first and that way we will know how everything looks when you have the proper support."
"Uh... okay," Jenny said and waited for the woman to give her the underwear and leave.
"Turn around, I'll help you," she said, pushing Jenny around until her back was to her. "These larger foundation garments can be hard to get off sometimes." With that the woman proceeded to unsnap the back of Jenny's bra. Then she reached up and pushed the straps down her arm.
Suddenly Jennie felt very odd. The hands of the woman on her shoulder brought unwanted goose bumps.
"Turn around," Michael said. The older woman almost gasped when Jennie turned around and let the bra fall from her chest. "My but you are well developed," she said with a broad smile as her eyes stared at Jenny's chest. "I've always wished I had larger breasts," she said wistfully.
Jenny found her voice and said, "It not all it's cracked up to be." She glanced at the woman and saw that she wasn't very well endowed. "Sometimes I wish that I was flat chested." Suddenly Jenny blushed when she realized the insult.
Michael didn't seem to take offense because she wasn't exactly flat chested. However, compared to Jenny she was. She said with a smile, "Too bad we can't switch for a while."
"I'd do it if I could." They both laughed and the tension seemed to ease... at least for the moment.
"Okay, let's try on a couple of styles and sizes. Did you know that 80% of women wear the wrong style or size bra for their shape?"
"Uh... no, I never thought about it."
"It's true and the right bra can make a world of difference." The sales woman proceeded to help Jenny try on several different bras. Each one had a specific purpose. Some lifted her breasts and were to be worn with low cut tops while others were made of thinner, more shear material, and were for sweaters and tighter clothes.
Michael was very attentive and helped Jenny try on each one.
While Michael acted very professional, Jenny nonetheless thought that she was very touchy. Several times her hand or arm brushed Jenny's naked nipple or casually ran across her skin. It could have accidental but it was a little disquieting to her... actually more than a little disquieting. Jenny had never had any inclination toward women, although she had had friends over the years that were lesbians. However, none of them had ever come on to her. Now, in spite of the fact that she was uncomfortable in this situation, there was a strange level of excitement. She chalked it up to her promotion and bonus.
When they had found the perfect bra styles of bras for almost every occasion, Michael picked up several pair of panties.
"Michael... uh... I can get panties later."
"Nonsense," the older woman said, looking over the top of her glasses at Jennie like she was a young girl. "Just like bras, the proper panties are very important. There are panty lines to consider, comfort and how they shape you. Now slip those off."
Jenny felt trapped. She didn't want to take off her panties in front of this woman but yet she found herself pulling her panties down. As she bent over and looked down, she almost gasped. The crotch of her panties was soaked. It must have happened while she was in Tom's office, she thought, denying to herself that her current situation had anything to do with it.
"Here," Michael said "Let me have those," snatching the panties from Jenny's hand before she could stop her.
Jenny saw the woman look down at her hairless crotch and she thought she saw her eyebrow's rise.
"I see that you're clean shaven. Have you had it permanently removed?"
"Uh... no."
"Well, if you ever want to, I know a place where they do laser treatment... it works wonderfully." She winked at Jenny.
"Thanks... I'll keep that in mind."
"I also see that you're... uh... you're inner lips are... uh... quite large." Michael's face seemed to flush.
Jenny felt her face turn red in embarrassment as well. She had the sudden urge to place her hands over her private parts to block the woman's prying eyes.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you. It's just that I don't think I've ever seen lips so large. It's really quite attractive. It means that you may need a fuller gusset to cover everything," she said and added, "I'll bet they're very sensitive?"
"Uh... yes... can I try on the panties now," Jenny said, wanting desperately to move on.
The older woman got the message and proceeded to help Jennie try on several styles of panties, from thongs to high waisted support styles. Some barely had any material and others covered everything. All the while, Michael continued to be very attentive, touching Jenny here and there, slipping her fingers under the elastic of the leg to insure they were not too tight and generally taking liberties beyond anything Jenny had experienced from a saleswoman.
However, in the end, and after all the stress of the dressing room, when Jenny looked at herself in the mirror, she liked what she saw. There was really something to the right underwear, she thought. Not only did she look better, but she also felt sexier. The bras uplifted her breasts and the lacy material made for smooth lines. Most of the bras were thin enough that she could see her nipples. The panties also complimented her figure. She liked the full cut panties and wasn't a big fan of thongs but she was surprised at how comfortable they felt. They had a strange name... 4811's. Michael said they had been around since 1976 but had only recently become very popular for their comfort and the desire of women today to avoid panty lines.
In the end, Jenny bought all the styles in different colors and fabrics... some cotton, some nylon, some opened leg and some brief style and lots of 4811's. She also bought ten pair of thigh-high nylons of every color they had.
Then they moved on to business suits. It took quite some time but Jenny finally selected enough outfits to last for weeks. She bought matching skirts and blazers, slacks and sweaters, blouses and scarves. All of the styles were modern, professional and yet sexy and, most importantly, they fit her figure perfectly. The sweaters were low cut and many of the blouses were thin enough to see her new lacy bras. The slacks and sweaters were tight but not too tight. The blazers were subdued colors with contrasting scarves.
Next they moved on to casual clothes where she purchased several outfits. Then they went to the shoe department. That was probably the hardest part of all. It took her forever to select six pair. Most had very high heels, which the sales lady told her were essential for a smooth line to her legs.
Jennie had lost track of time in her whirlwind of buying. But eventually she realized that she was tired and told Michael that she was done.
The woman smiled and told Jenny she would package everything up and meet her at the checkout counter.
A few minutes later she met Jenny at the counter and had her bill ready. When Jenny saw the final bill, she almost choked. It almost equaled her bonus.
Michael saw Jenny's look and said, "Don't worry, these clothes will pay you back ten times over."
"I hope so," Jenny said with a worried look. She hadn't spent that much on clothes in ten years, let alone one shopping trip.
When Jenny had all the clothes packed Michael stacked everything in a corner and told her to get her car. Then before she drove away, she handed her a business card and said, "If you want to get a drink some time, give me a call. I'd like that very much."
"Uh... sure," Jenny said quickly, wanting to get home.
*
Chapter 3
Jenny decided that she would wait to break out her new clothes until next week when her promotion was effective. However, she tried everything on again and, despite her concern about the money, she liked what she saw. The clothes still looked great and fit her perfectly and she loved the underwear. The bra's uplifted her large breasts and made them look even sexier in her various outfits. Additionally, when she put a pair of her new panties on, she felt very sexy indeed.
That weekend she went to the beauty salon and got her hair cut and styled, had a manicure with her finger and toenails painted a pretty red. Then she got a massage and a facial. She felt like a new woman.
On Monday when she walked into the office she was a "new" person. She was wearing a blue skirt that was modestly short and hugged her hips. On top she was wearing a frilly white blouse with a multi-colored scarf around her neck. She had on a matching blue blazer.
Several of her co-workers didn't even recognize her.
When Tom came out of his office and saw her packing up her desk he paused.
"Jenny?" he said with a surprised look on his face.
"That's me," she answered with a smile.
"Wow... I... uh... almost didn't recognize you. You look great. What happened?" Tom blushed and added, "I just meant that... you... uh..."
"Just a few new clothes to celebrate my promotion," she said in a gross understatement.
"Well, you look great," Tom said again. "Uh... I guess I said that. Can I help you move?"
"Sure. Thanks."
Tom carried her box of supplies to her new office down the hall.
"Thank you," she said again as she followed him into her new office.
Tom sat the box on the desk and walked over to the door and closed it.
Jenny felt her heart begin to beat faster. She turned away and bent over as if to arrange her desk. She could almost feel Tom's eyes on her ass. A second later she felt his presents behind her... standing very close. "Tom," she gasped when she felt his hands wrap around her and grab her breasts. However, instead of pushing him away, she moaned, stood up and leaned back into him.
"God, you've been driving me crazy ever since the other day in my office," he whispered as his hands squeezed her now heaving breasts. "And now you come in looking like this."
Jenny knew it was wrong but she had no power to stop him as she felt him press his now hard penis to her ass. With great will power, she spun around in his arms, intent on pushing him away. However, before she could say anything, his lips were on her and his tongue in her mouth. His hands slipped quickly down to her ass and he pulled her to him.
Thinking quickly of her lessons, Jenny broke the kiss. She knew that she needed to get control of the situation. "Uh... Tom... let me get my office organized. Maybe you can stop in before lunch."
Tom sighed and said, "Promise?"
"Promise." Jenny leaned forward and gently kissed his lips. She found that she was tingling down to her toes.
Tom accepted the kiss and with reluctance left her office.
It was Jenny's turn to sigh as she watched him leave. She took a deep breath before starting to organize her desk again. Now that she had a little time to think, she knew that she had done the right thing in sending him away. It wasn't because she wanted to deny him or herself pleasure. It was about insuring that any relationship that developed between them was on her terms. She needed to control when, where, or if anything happened. She was pretty sure that something was going to happen but not what he thought. A naughty smile came to her face as she thought about the possibilities. A strange feeling of power came over her. Things were going to get very interesting.
For the rest of the morning, there was a steady stream of people stopping into Jenny's new office offering her their congratulations. In fact, some of the people rarely, if ever spoke to her. The women were green with envy and the men all seemed to be flirting. In fact, several of them asked her out for "drinks". That made her feel incredibly sexy and while she didn't outright refuse their advances, she deferred. She didn't want to rush things... she needed to be in control.
It was after 11 A.M. when Tom appeared at her door again.
Jenny was sitting behind her desk with her blazer off. She looked up and smiled in welcome.
"Are you too busy still?" he asked.
"No, I've finally gotten everything arranged. Come in and have a seat."
Tom turned and closed the door before he walked over and sat down. He was staring at her.
"What?" she asked.
"I'm amazed at the transformation in you. I mean... I mean you always looked good but now... wow."
"Thank you. I just thought that with the promotion, I needed to change my style. I seemed to have caused quite a stir in the office."



"I'll say."
Without saying anything, Jenny got up and turned to pull down the one shade on her small window. Then she walked around the desk, trying to project an air of confidence that she didn't really feel. She stopped between Tom and the desk and sat back. Suddenly she could feel the blood rushing through her veins and pounding in her temple. Casually, as if she did it every day, she lifted her leg and placed her foot on the arm of the chair next to the startled man. The movement forced her skirt up her thigh, baring her leg all the way to the elastic at the top of her black thigh-high nylon.
Tom gulped visibly and his eyes opened wide. From his position he could see the soft skin above her nylon and a hint of the gusset of her thong panties. He looked up at Jenny's face and saw her staring back at him.
Jenny began to casually pull up her nylons and then caressed her leg as if to smooth them out. "So you like my new style?" she asked trying to keep a tremor from of her voice.
"Yes," he whispered hoarsely.
"I can tell. You've been looking at me like you could eat me all day," Jenny said boldly and paused. Then she scooted back onto the desk until she was sitting. She brought her other foot up to place on the other side of Tom's chair, almost straddling him.
Now, he was staring at her panty-covered crotch, inches from his face. His eyes were as round as saucers and he licked his lips nervously.
"Maybe you'd like to do it," Jenny said.
"Huh?" Tom said.
"Maybe you would like to eat me. After all... I did it to you." Jenny suddenly felt faint... wondering if those words had actually come from her mouth.
"Really?" Tom said.
With that, Jenny reached under her raised skirt and quickly pulled her wet panties off. She tossed them on the desk and resumed her position with her legs on either side of Tom's chair. "Really," she whispered. Jenny couldn't believe how bold she was being. However, she was following the instructions in the book, which said you never get anything if you don't ask. Right now she wanted this man's mouth on her pussy. She had never really been eaten before. One of her early boyfriends had kissed her there but it only lasted for a minute or two. It was time to experience it for real.
Tom sat as if he were mesmerized. His eyes stared at her swollen vagina without moving. The room had suddenly become very quiet.
When he made no move Jenny said, "Well... are you going to do it or not. I have a lot of work to get done today." Jenny almost gasped at her own words. She still couldn't believe that she was talking to her boss like this. Yet, her excitement was suddenly so great that she was ready to attack him if he didn't act soon.
Without a word, Tom pushed his chair back and slowly slipped to his knees, his eyes never leaving Jenny's now pulsing vagina. A moan escaped his lips as he moved forward. "God, your pussy is beautiful."
The excited woman spread her legs wider to give him an even better view. She was sure that Tom could smell her excitement because she could smell it. She also knew that he could see her juice dripping from her very wet lips. "Oh Jesus," she gasped when she felt his lips touch the tender skin of her inner thigh, just above the top of her nylon. Then her legs began to quiver when he lifted them and placed her thighs on his shoulders.
Tom began to lick her thighs, leaving a trail of saliva on her warm flesh. However, when she thought he was going to place his mouth on her sex, he moved to the other thigh. Jenny bit her lip to suppress a moan of frustration.
Suddenly, she couldn't wait any longer. She reached for his head and grabbed his hair, pulling him to her dripping sex lips. "Ahhhhhheeeee!!! she gasped when she felt his mouth cover her sex. She fell back on the desk, her hips lifting to his sucking mouth. She had never felt anything like it. It was better than the million fantasies she had had about oral sex. She didn't know if Tom was good or not, but she knew that she loved what he was doing.
Tom began to suck the large inner lips into his mouth before gently chewing on them. For several minutes he sucked the blood filled lips in and out of his mouth. Then he pulled his mouth away and used his fingers to open her so that he could push his tongue into her more than ready hole.
"Oh, oh, oh," Jenny gasped, trying to keep her voice under control. Her head began to thrash back and forth as she felt waves of pleasure rush up and down her body. It felt like electric current was rushing from her vagina to her tits and then to her brain. Her hips began to lift from the desk as her hands continued to pull his hair. A second later she began to climax. Tingling started in her toes, making them curl before rushing up her thighs and exploding in her groin. Her entire body stiffened as she lifted her hips and froze. It felt as though her essence was draining from her and into Tom's sucking mouth.
What she couldn't see was Tom trying to capture all the juice that was gushing from her. It was nothing like he had ever experienced before. Her juice splattered across his lips and dripped from his chin as he opened his mouth as wide as possible. Still, he couldn't capture it all. He swallowed mouthful after mouthful.
When Jenny finally began to come down, she realized that she was half off the desk with most of her weight on Tom's shoulders. His mouth was still buried in her swollen lips and he was gently sucking her.
Suddenly the phone on Jenny's desk rang, startling them both.
Jenny quickly pulled her legs from Tom's shoulders. She almost gasped when she looked at him. His face was soaked from his forehead to his chin.
The phone rang again.
"Answer it," Tom said excitedly.
Jenny turned to the phone and picked it up, her hand trembling. She heard Tom's new assistant on the other end.
"Is Mr. Bradley there?"
"Uh... uh... yes he is," Jenny said, trying desperately to make her voice sound normal.
"It's your new assistant," Jenny said, holding her hand over the receiver.
Tom reached out and took the phone. "Yes," he said quickly. He listened for a moment and said, "Oh yes, I almost forgot. I'll be right there." He hung up and looked at Jenny and said, "I forgot that I have lunch with a client." As he stood up he realized that his face was a mess. He looked around for something to clean his face with.
"I don't have anything," Jenny said but then looked at her desk and saw her panties. "Here," she said, handing him her panties, a smile curling her lips.
Tom took them from her hand and looked up at her.
"It's all I have... sorry."
He shrugged his shoulders and then he used the tiny panties to clean his face as best he could before handing them back to her. "I hope I can make it to the bathroom before I see anyone," he said with concern. Then, when he saw the smile still on Jenny's face, he had to smile too.
Suddenly, the room was quiet again as the two of them stared at each other. Finally, Tom said, "I guess I have to go."
"Yes... your appointment."
Tom brushed off the knees of his slacks and turned to leave. Jenny reached for his arm. When he turned back to her, she stepped close and said, "Thanks... that was wonderful."
"Uh... you're welcome," he answered sheepishly.
Jenny leaned forward and kissed him tenderly. "Now, I owe you one."
Tom smiled again and reluctantly hurried to the door. He looked back at her before he disappeared from her office.
Jenny staggered over to her chair, her legs suddenly very weak, and sat down. She leaned back and took a deep breath. She felt her vagina flutter as squeezed her legs together, squishing her still swollen lips between her thighs. Although her climax had been very intense, she was still excited. It seemed like she was horny all the time now. She considered masturbating but when she looked at her desk, she knew that it was time to get back to work.
*
Chapter 4
The rest of the week was busy for Jenny. Not only because of the added work-she had many of her previous duties as well as some new one's-but also because there was still a steady stream of people stopping by to wish her luck. Some of the people she knew well, while others had barely talked to her in two years. That made her wonder if it was the job or her new look and attitude that made the difference. She was friendly to all of them... she never knew who she would need to call on to help her in her new job.
Another thing that surprised her was that most of the visits were from men: there were Sean and Jack, from the marketing department, Rob from the finance area and several other guys that she had barely knew. Even Tim, the shy guy that worked in the mailroom stopped by. He was cute. In addition, all of the managers of the various departments stopped in to say hi and offer their assistance. Then there were the ladies. While they were all friendly enough, Jenny couldn't help think that in many cases their words of congratulations weren't sincere. It almost seemed if they were stopping by to size up their competition. Maybe it was just her imagination though.
On Thursday, she got a call from Mr. Davenport's executive secretary. He was the owner and president of the company. The secretary said that he had a policy of taking newly promoted "management" employee's to lunch. Jenny was surprised because she hadn't realized that she was "management" now. She scheduled the lunch for the following day.
Jenny could hardly work the rest of the day. The incident with Tom the day before and now lunch with the boss was almost too much. While she was excited about being invited to lunch, there was also a good bit of nervousness. She had never gone to lunch with anyone higher than Tom. Mr. Davenport was "Mr. Big". She had seen him several times and been introduced when she started work. He was a handsome and tall man in his late forties with silver gray hair and penetrating blue eyes. Although Jenny had only met him briefly, she remembered how his presence had energized the room. Everyone at the agency seemed to like him.
The following day, Jenny arrived at work wearing her most professional suit. It was a black pin-stripped suit with a modestly tight skirt and tapered jacket. She wore a powder blue blouse underneath. She felt good about her appearance and thought she looked very professional. Still, she was very nervous to be going to lunch with the President and wondered what she was going to say to a person in his position. She even rehearsed in her mind several conversations and pulled out a copy of the annual report to bone up on the company's financial position.
Jenny was still reading the report at her desk when she looked up and saw Mr. Davenport entering her office.
The handsome man walked over and held out his hand to Jenny.
"Hi, I'm Robert Davenport... call me Bob."
"Uh... hi... I'm Jenny," Jenny said, standing up and suddenly forgetting everything she had rehearsed.
"I know."
Jenny blushed.
"Tom's told me a lot about you... all good things. However, he didn't say how pretty you are. I think he's been hiding you from me."
Jenny blushed again and felt like a schoolgirl on her first date. "Uh... Tom's a good boss."
"Shall we go? I thought we would walk over to the Downtown Athletic Club. They have a great restaurant on the top floor."
"Yes... anywhere would be fine," Jenny said, letting him lead her out of the office.
The two of them walked the two blocks to the Downtown Athletic Club and took the elevator to the top floor. Mr. Davenport made small talk along the way... the weather, sports, traffic... nothing important. When they were seated, he ordered two glasses of wine.
"So, you've been with the company for two years," Bob said. "I'm surprised that we have never met."
Jenny wanted to say that they had met but he probably didn't recognize her because of her new hair and clothes. Instead she said, "Tom doesn't let me out very often."
They both laughed and Jenny started to finally relax.
"Well, I'll have to fix that."
Soon the two of them were talking like old friends. Jenny was surprised to find him very easy to talk to and quite knowledgeable; he seemed to be familiar with every subject that she brought up. When the subject of history came up, she was delighted to hear that he was a European history buff. It was rare to find someone that was into history like she was. Still, although the conversation was quite stimulating, she had a difficult time keeping her train of thought. Every time she looked into his blue eyes she felt a little tremor rush through her. It was rare for any man to have this affect on her so quickly. She found out that he was a widower and he had been single for about five years. It was difficult for her to believe that he hadn't found someone or that someone hadn't found him. She was dying to ask why but controlled herself.
As they ate their lunch, Jenny felt Bob's knee touch hers. It was only a light touch but enough to send a little tremor through her. She was going to move her leg away but decided to leave it where it was to see if he moved his. He didn't. Occasionally he would turn or laugh and his knee would press a little harder to hers. By the time lunch was over, Jenny was surprised to find that her panties were wet. And he had said nothing even remotely sexual.
When they arrived back at Jenny's office, she thanked him and he turned to leave. Then he stopped and turned back around. "Jenny, I have some tickets to the basketball game tonight. Are you a fan?"
Jenny thought he was going to give her tickets. She really didn't know much about basketball but didn't want to insult him. "Uh... yes, I go occasionally." She figured a little "white lie" was appropriate in this situation.
"Would you like to go with me tonight?"
"Huh?" Jenny said, sure she hadn't heard him correctly.
"I don't have anyone to go with and I was wondering if you wanted to join me. But I guess a pretty girl like you has a hot date anyway."
"Uh... no," Jenny said quickly, "I mean I don't have any plans."
"Good, I'll pick you up at seven. Just give your address to my assistant. We can get a bite to eat after the game if you like."
"That would be... nice," Jenny said as her head began to spin. She couldn't believe this powerful and gorgeous man was asking her out.
Because Jenny had never been to a basketball game, she had no idea what to wear. She changed outfits five times before settling on a pink V-neck sweater and white slacks. The sweater hugged and emphasized her large breasts and the slacks were modestly tight. She worried about her already hard nipples... they were plainly visible through the material of her top and her lacy bra underneath. As she looked at herself in the mirror, turning to check out her butt, she almost decided to change into black slacks because she thought that would make her look thinner. Instead she decided that she liked the way her butt looked in the white slacks.
She was almost ready when the doorbell rang. She rushed into the living room, straightening up the already cleaned room. Then she hurried to the door, stopping before reaching for the doorknob to smooth out her top. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles. With a deep breath she opened the door and found Mr. Davenport standing there with flowers in his hand. She was just a little shocked and her face showed it. "Uh... thank you," she said as she took the flowers from him.
"You look great," he said sincerely.
"Thank you... I'll just put these in water," Jenny said as she turned to rush into the kitchen.
"Nice place," Bob called as he wandered around the living room.
Jenny came back out with a vase with the flowers in it. "It's small but the neighborhood is nice."
"The place fits you well... conservative but pretty," he said, his eyes sparkling. "Shall we go?"
"Yes," Jenny said and followed the handsome man out the door.
When they got to the car, Jenny was surprised to find that Mr. Davenport had a driver. The car was a large limousine with a fully stocked bar. Bob offered her a drink, which she accepted. She needed something to calm her nerves.
The basketball game was interesting to Jenny but she didn't understand most of it. She knew that Bob realized that within minutes of the game starting. He didn't seem to mind and began to explain the game to her. By the time it was over, she felt like she understood the basics.
After the game Bob took her to a nice restaurant not far from the sports arena.
As they sat down for dinner Jenny said, "Mr. Davenport..."
"Bob," he interrupted.
"Bob... I have a confession to make. I've never been to a basketball game before."
"I figured that," he smiled.
"I'm sorry. I was just so surprised when you asked me out that I said the first thing that came to my mind."
"No need to apologize. I'm very happy that you accepted." Then he added, "Maybe the next time we can go to the Art History Museum."
Jenny wasn't sure if he were teasing or not but she felt a thrill go through her at the words "next time." "Yes that would be nice," she said but quickly added, "Not that the game wasn't fun."
They both laughed.
After dinner, the driver took them back to Jenny's apartment. "Wait here for me," Bob said as the drive let them out of the car. The two of them walked up the three flights of stairs to Jenny's apartment.
Suddenly Jenny found herself standing at her door with Bob. She didn't know what to do and wondered if she should invite him in., although she knew that his car was waiting outside. Then, before she could speak, Bob pulled the surprised woman into his arms. A second later his lips were on hers.
Jenny moaned and opened her mouth to his insistent tongue. Her momentary reluctance melted into excitement as she felt his arms squeeze her tight. Her soft breasts pressed to his strong chest as their tongues dueled. Jenny almost swooned as the kiss went on and on.
Finally, Bob pulled his lips from hers and looked into her eyes. "Thanks for a wonderful evening," he said.
"Uh... you're welcome," Jenny answered breathlessly. A second later she was pressing her lips to his on her own. After several long minutes, Jenny reached down and grasped his hand. She boldly pulled it to her now heaving breast. She heard the handsome man moan and was relieved to feel him begin to knead her soft flesh. She moaned.
Bob got the idea and reached for the waist of her sweater. A second later his hand was under her top and sliding up her warm skin. When it reached her bra, his fingers went underneath.
"Mmmmm," Jenny groaned when his hand found the flesh of her bare breast. She almost swooned when his experienced fingers began to tweak one hard nipple. Jenny's could feel her panties soaking through and the cotton material rubbing on her very swollen lips. She pulled her lips from Bob's and said, "Would you... would you like to... to come in."
"I'd love to but I have a plane waiting to take me to Denmark. I have to be there for two weeks for an international trade conference. Can I get a rain check?"
Jenny couldn't hide her disappointment. "Sure," she said.
"Sorry. I'll make it up to you. I'll call you when I get back."
"Okay," Jenny answered, thinking she would never hear from him.
Bob kissed her one last time and turned and left.
Several minutes later Jenny was naked on her bed with her favorite vibrator ready. She slipped her hand down to her very swollen sex and began to play with her fat and wet lips. As she pushed a finger into her she imagined Bob's hard penis in place of her finger. She reached for her vibrator and slowly pushed it into her more than ready hole. Suddenly, pleasure exploded in her head as she lifted her hips from the bed as a strong climax rushed through her. Her body trembled and shook until exhaustion took over and she collapsed.



*
Chapter 5
Jenny wore another new outfit on Monday. It was a pleated skirt with a white ruffled blouse. She also had on a pair of 4-inch high-heels. They hurt her feet but they made her legs look great. Under her skirt she was wearing a pair of pale pink thigh-high nylons with a fancy lace top... no more pantyhose for her. She had also chosen a pair of her thong panties. As the sales lady had said, they were very comfortable... and sexy. The cotton gusset seemed to caress her perpetually swollen lips.
It was around 2 P.M. when Jenny finally got a break. She picked up the package she had on her desk and headed to the mailroom. All the men looked up when she entered the male dominated mail center in the basement of her building. She could see their eyes appraising her as she looked around the room for Tim. She saw him bent over a mail machine with a screwdriver in his hand. Her heart did a little flutter as she stared at the handsome boy's trim butt in his tight jeans. He was over six feet tall with broad shoulders and sandy blonde hair and he looked like a ladies man. However Jenny knew that he was quite shy. He was far too handsome to be so shy though.
"Hi Tim," she said as she walked through the mail carts to where he was working.
Tim jumped and he spun around at the sound of her voice. His eyes opened in surprise when he saw Jenny standing there with her package.
"Hi," he responded with a big smile. Then his face turned bright red as he looked around and saw all the guys staring.
"I need to get this package out today and knew that you could do it for me," Jenny lied. The package didn't need to get out that day but it was her excuse for being there.
"Uh... sure," Tim answered.
"Thanks," Jenny said as she handed him the package. She started to leave but then stopped. "Are you going to be at happy hour tonight?"
"You mean at Jimmy's Sports Bar?"
"Yes."
"Sure, we go every Monday night. Me and a couple of my buddies always go on Monday night... dollar drafts you know and they have the great big screens for Monday night football." His face lit up with almost a childish glee at the mention of football.
Jenny already knew that he went to the local watering hole on Monday nights. "Do you mind if I join you?"
"Uh... yeah... uh no... I mean that would be great," Tim said and blushed again as he felt the eyes of his fellow worker on him.
"Okay, see you there," Jenny said sweetly and turned and walked out. As she headed for the elevator she could feel Tim (and all his work-mates) eyes on her ass. She swayed more than necessary. As the door to the elevator closed she could hear hooting and hollering from all the guys. She felt sorry for Tim... but she would make it up to him.
As Jenny walked into the smoke filled bar that evening, she felt lots of eyes on her. It might have just been her imagination though. She squinted in the dark light and saw Tim with two other guys at the bar. She wedged her way through the crowd until she caught his attention. He motioned her over.
"Wow, this place is crowded for a Monday night," Jenny said, yelling over the noise of the crowd.
"Cheap beer," Tim said as he held up a bottle.
"Are you old enough to drink," Jenny said facetiously. She thought he was at least twenty-one.
He looked at her sheepishly. "I have a fake ID," he whispered. "I just turned nineteen."
Jenny was shocked. He wasn't twenty yet. Suddenly she felt a lot older than twenty-eight.
"Can I get you one?"
"Please."
Tim turned and ordered her a beer. When he turned back he said, "Oh Jenny, this is Brad and Jeff, my friends."
"Pleased to meet you," Jenny said and shook their hands. Then Tim moved back and let Jenny squeeze in between them. She slipped up onto the barstool. The action made her short skirt ride up her thighs, almost to the top of her thigh-high nylons.
It was difficult to have a conversation in the noisy bar but Jenny did the best she could. She found Tim to be charming but, as she thought, incredibly shy. She liked that. Several times she touched his shoulder or arm and felt electricity rush through her. He was definitely having an effect on her. In fact, if she had worn panties, they would have been soaked. As it was, she was happy she had a dark skirt on because there might be a stain on the back when she got up.
An hour or so later and quite a few dollar beers, Jenny was feeling very bold. She wanted to heat up the conversation but found it hard to do. Instead, she dropped her purse on the floor and let Tim stoop down to get it. When he did, she turned toward him and spread her legs slightly. It was a bold move and unlike her. But it was also effective. She saw Tim's eyes open wide as he stared between her legs. Almost unconsciously, she spread her legs a little wider. She wasn't sure what he could see in the dark bar but if there were enough light, he would know that she didn't have panties on. And, from the look on his face, she though he had noticed.
When the young man stood back up, his face was flushed.
Jenny smiled and whispered, "Did you like the view?"
"Huh?" Tim said innocently, but his face showed that he knew that he had been caught. "I... uh... I," he stuttered.
"It's okay. I wanted you to look," Jenny whispered as she leaned close to him. With that Jenny glanced over her shoulder and saw that his friends were busy talking to a couple of women. She reached out and grabbed Tim's hand and placed it on her thigh, almost where the top of her nylon ended. Then she turned back to the bar and slid forward, hiding her lower legs and his hand.
The poor boy didn't know what to do. He stared ahead with his hand frozen on her leg. However, he was na‹ve, not stupid.
It seemed like hours but was only a minute before Jenny felt his hand moving. First she felt his little finger touch her bare skin above her nylon. Then the other fingers joined it. Soon his entire hand was on the warm flesh of her bare thigh. Jenny thought she might climax right there. Instead she moved a little lower on the stool, forcing Tim's hand higher. Suddenly, she bit her lip and tried not to gasp. His fingers had reached her swollen inner lips.
The touch was light, tentative and shy as his fingers gently stroked her swollen lips.
Jenny squirmed on the stool when his fingers began to search between the wet lips until he found her waiting hole. She sucked in her breath when a finger began to worm into her body. As the finger grew bolder, she began to tremble. Then she bit her lip when she felt another finger join the first. Now, two fingers were inside her. She could smell her excitement and worried that everyone else could. In fact, she was so wet that she could actually hear the squishing sound from Tim's now moving fingers.
She knew they had to get out of there or she was going to rape the poor kid. She leaned over and whispered, "Do you want to go to my place?"
Tim almost appeared scared as he looked at her and then his friends. They were still busy talking. "Uh... sure," he answered. However, he didn't sound so sure.
"Make an excuse to your friends and let's go," she whispered.
The young man looked like a deer caught in the headlights. It was obvious that this had never happened to him before. After a moment's indecision he stepped over to his friends and said, "Uh... hey guys, I'm going to take Jenny home. A little too much to drink you know."
They paid little attention to him and casually waved goodbye. A second later Jenny was pulling him out of the bar.
"Let's get a cab. I don't think either of us should drive."
As soon as they were inside the cab, Jenny leaned over and pressed her lips to Tim. He was startled at first but then relaxed and opened his mouth to her insistent tongue. By the time they paid for the cab, both of them were seething with passion.
Jenny fumbled with the keys at her door, as Tim stood close behind her, kissing her neck. She practically dragged him into the apartment, slammed the door, and started pulling him toward the bedroom.
When the young man hesitated, Jenny stopped. "What's wrong?"
"Uh... uh... I... well, I never..." he stuttered.
Suddenly Jenny's eyes opened in shock and before she could stop herself she said, "You're a virgin?"
Tim's face turned beet red.
"Oh my God!" Jenny hissed excitedly.
Tim found his voice and said, "I... uh... I'm sorry."
"No, no, no," Jenny said, "that's wonderful." Jenny didn't tell him that she didn't have all that much experience either. But suddenly she felt a little like the "spider and the fly," or a vamp, seducing an innocent young man. She was right on both counts.
As Jenny looked at the fear on Tim's face, she knew that she had to change her tactics or risk him running from her apartment. "I can't believe some lady hasn't captured you yet," she said sincerely. She stepped close to the nervous young man and wrapped her arms around him. "We'll take it slow," she said with a smile. She lifted up on her toes and kissed him, her tongue going into his willing mouth. Her hands reached for his shirt, pulling it from his jeans and up over his head.
"Oh my," Jenny said when she saw his muscular chest. Quickly before he could stop her, she unsnapped his jeans and then pulled the zipper down. Then she knelt in front of him and inched them to his ankles. Suddenly her face was only inches from the large bulge in his briefs. She looked up at him and saw that his eyes were closed. His chest was heaving up and down with excitement as she hooked her fingers into the elastic and slowly pulled his underwear down. She suppressed a gasp when his rampant erection sprang out, almost hitting her in the face. Her hand was trembling as she wrapped it around his shaft. It was thick and long... much longer than Tom's, or for that matter any of her previous boyfriends. The swollen head was large and purple. The shaft was smooth and white with bulging veins. There was a bubble of pre-cum at the tip.
Jenny began to pump her hand and watched the bubble turn larger and begin to drip from the head.
Tim moaned and began to sway his hips back and forth. He dared not open his eyes for fear that the sight of the pretty woman on her knees in front of him would make him climax.
Jenny closed her eyes and opened her mouth as she moved toward the pulsing head. A moan escaped her throat when the head entered her mouth. She began to gently lick and suck the dripping head, swallowing the river of juice that was now running from the opening. The sweet taste of his juice was like an aphrodisiac to her. She could feel her own juices running down her thighs as she lost herself in the pleasure of sucking on his virgin shaft.
When Jenny felt Tim's hands on her head and his hips began to jerk, she realized that he was close to coming. Quickly, before he could climax, she pulled away, leaving his now wet penis throbbing in her hand.
Tim moaned in frustration and opened his eyes to look down at her.
"Get these off," Jenny said as she helped him step out of his pants, underwear, shoes and socks. Suddenly, she realized that she had a totally naked man in her living room. With excitement pumping through her veins like molten lava she stood up and wrapped her arms around him, bringing her lips to his. They both moaned. Then Jenny grabbed his penis and turned around to lead him into her bedroom. When they were next to the bed, Jenny said, "Take my clothes off."
Tim's fingers were trembling as he began to unbutton her blouse. She helped him slip it off her shoulders, leaving her in her pretty pink lacy bra. "The snap is in the front," she whispered.
Tim's fingers fumbled with the snap between her breasts before he got it loose. When he did, the elastic of the bra sprang from his fingers, baring both breasts.
"Oh God," he gasped when he saw her large breasts before him. Without being told, he bent his head and began to kiss down the large orb until he reached her nipple. A second later he had the long and hard nub in his mouth.
Jenny grabbed his head and cradled it to her heaving breast as waves of pleasure rushed through her. She could actually feel her juices dripping from her lips. She moved Tim's head to her other breasts and felt him suck the nipple into his mouth. She let him suck until both nipples were soaked with his saliva. The feeling was so exciting that she felt like she could cum from the sucking alone. However, she wanted more before she climaxed. "Tim," she whispered as she pulled his mouth from her breast. His eyes were glassy with lust as he stared at her. "Will you eat me?" she asked.
He looked at her for a second like he hadn't heard her. Then he his eyes opened wide. He whispered, "Uh... sure... but I... I don't know what to do."
"I'll show you," she said excitedly. With that she moved back to the bed and sat down. "Get on your knees." It was meant to be a request but sounded more like an order.
Either way, Tim hurried to comply.
Jenny realized that she still had her high-heels, nylons and skirt on. However, she didn't want to waste the time taking them off... she couldn't wait any longer for his mouth. She lifted up and pulled her skirt to her waist as she spread her legs. When she looked at Tim, she saw that his eyes were wide opened in excitement like a kid at Christmas. Yet there was also a tinge of fear as he stared at her now very swollen and wet vagina. Jenny felt a nasty seductress, but it was incredibly exciting to have the young man almost devouring her with his eyes.
"Do you like what you see," she hissed as she spread her legs a little wider.
Tim swallowed hard and gasped, "Yes." His voice was a hoarse whisper, filled with excitement.
"I want you to kiss my thighs first," she whispered.
Slowly Tim's head moved forward. When his lips were inches from her center, he turned and began to gently kiss the bare flesh between her nylons and her vagina. Jenny took his head in her hands and directed him from one thigh to the other. She wanted his mouth on her pussy desperately but yet she wanted to delay it as long as she could. She scooted forward on the bed and then lay back, continuing to hold his head away from her center. "Lick my outer lips," she whispered as she closed her eyes in pleasure.
Tim's tongue gently stroked her large outer lips as she asked, avoiding the incredibly swollen inner lips.
Jenny's voice was now trembling as she finally directed his lips to her center. "Oh Jesus!" she gasped when she felt his tongue on her pulsing inner labia. "Gently... gently," she whispered. Any more pressure and she knew that she would go off like a firecracker.
Tim was a fast leaner and gently licked her swollen lips, using just the tip of his tongue.
Jenny reached between her legs and spread her labia with her trembling fingers, opening herself to him. "Stick your tongue in me now," she ordered, her voice now hoarse with excitement too. Then, when she felt his tongue slip inside, her hips automatically lifted from the bed. She pulled his head harshly between her legs, her fingers pulling his hair, forcing his nose to touch her very swollen clit. "Oh Jesus, suck my clit," she screamed as her strong thighs wrapped around the boy's shoulders, pulling his face even tighter to her crotch.
The young man opened his mouth and sucked her clit inside.
Suddenly, a chain reaction of explosions began to go off in Jenny's head. The room started to spin and she felt like she was floating on a storm-swollen ocean. Her mind went blank as incredible pleasure coursed though her. And, while Tom's oral sex was good, nothing in her life had ever felt this good.
Tim began to suck her fat lips and her clit into his mouth. Then he used his teeth to nibble on the blood filled lips, searching for the smooth little pea buried inside. When he found it, he gently nibbled on it.
Jenny was gone. Her body began to thrash on the bed as she threw her head back and forth, moaning incoherently. Waves of pleasure rocketed though her, consuming all of her senses until she was a quivering mass of flesh. Each time she thought that her climax was ending, Tim would touch her clit again and it would start all over. She had no idea how long it lasted but it seemed like hours.
Finally exhausted, Jenny's thighs lost their strength and fell from the boy's shoulders. She had to push his mouth from her now very sensitive vagina. She held his head in her hands and away from her still pulsing lips until she could catch her breath. When she looked down, she almost gasped. The poor boy's face was covered in her juices, just like Tom's face the other day. Tim was smiling broadly. She returned a weak smile and pulled him up until he was lying on the bed beside her.
"God Tim that was the most... the most fantastic climax that I've ever had." Jenny pulled his wet face to her and kissed his lips tenderly. "Thanks," she whispered. Then she looked at his face again and said, "Do you want to go clean your face?" It was Jenny's turn to be embarrassed.
"No... I like it the way it is," he answered with a shy smile.
"You are a gem," Jenny giggled. Then she took his face in her hands and said, "Are you ready to fuck for the first time?"
"God yes," he gasped and looked down at his swollen penis as if to emphasize his readiness.
Jenny looked too and laughed. His penis was red and throbbing, the bulging purple veins that ran up and down the sides looked ready to burst. "I guess you are." She stood up and slipped off her now very wrinkled skirt. She looked at Tim and said, "Would you like me to leave my nylons and heels on?"
"Please."
Jenny crawled onto the bed and got onto her back. She opened her arms to Tim. He crawled over her and bent his head to kiss her lips. Jenny lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. "Fuck me," she gasped.
The tip of Tim's penis touched Jenny's still swollen lips. He hesitated and said, "I... I won't last long."
"That's okay, you'll last longer the second time. I just need to feel a cock in me now. It's been so long." Jenny reached between their bodies and grasped his penis. She rubbed the head up and down her lips before centering it on her waiting hole. "Fuck me now!" she gasped.
With that, Tim pressed his hips downward, forcing the swollen head and then the long shaft into the first pussy he had ever been inside. A long moan escaped his lips and he closed his eyes tight in an attempt to forestall his rapidly approaching climax. The pulsing of her hole caressed his hard shaft as it went all the way to the bottom. Another moan, almost a cry of desperation escaped his lips.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Jenny gasped. It had been a year since she had felt a penis inside her. She had almost forgotten how good the real thing felt. It was so much better than the vibrator. It was warm and pulsing... not cold and unresponsive. She even imagined that she could feel the blood pumping through the swollen veins of his shaft. Jenny squeezed him to her body with her arms and legs, holding him deep inside her. "Don's move," she whispered. "Just relax."
That was an impossible task for the young man. While he wanted to enjoy the warmth of her body, his reflexes were telling him to move... and he would have if Jenny had not been holding him so tightly. He could feel her vagina pulsing around his shaft and he gasped, "Oh Jesus." His balls were churning, desperate to unleash his pent up sperm. Yet, he wanted to delay it too. He wanted to make his first time last forever.
Jenny held his body tightly to her, forcing him to remain still. She could feel his heart beating against her now heaving chest. His strong chest muscles pressed to her soft breasts. Little tremors began to run through Jenny and her vagina began to spasm. She knew that if she didn't let Tim move he would climax anyway... and so would she. "Fuck me," she gasped into his ear as she relaxed her thighs around his waist.



Tim didn't need to be told twice. He lifted his hips, pulling his long shaft out until only the head was inside. Then he plunged down. Without pausing, he pulled out and plunged inside again and then again. Within seconds he had established a rhythm and the room quickly filled with the sloppy sounds of their organs.
That was all Jenny needed. Another climax began. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she gasped in surprise. She had never had a second climax so quickly. Her hips lifted from the bed, forcing him all the way inside her convulsing hole.
Tim was right behind her. His hips were a blur as he plunged in and out madly. Suddenly, a bellow escaped his lips and he plunged in as deeply as he could go.
Jenny's climax had begun to slow when she heard Tim's cry and felt his penis hit bottom. Incredibly, she felt it... she actually felt the force of his semen hitting the walls of her vagina. She hadn't thought that that was possible. It was enough to send her over the top again. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she gasped as her body was consumed again.
Tim was oblivious to Jenny's climax as he poured ever ounce of sperm in his balls into her willing hole.
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Chapter 6
Jenny must have dozed off for when she opened her eyes she saw that an hour had passed. She realized that Tim was awake and lying beside her with his hand on her breast. He had his head on his hand and was tweaking her nipple, staring at her large breasts. She smiled and grabbed his hand. "I guess I dozed off... sorry," she apologized.
"It's okay. I was watching you sleep."
Jenny smiled. "Well, how was your first time?"
"Amazing," he answered with his own smile. Then the smile faded and he said, "Could I... uh would you mind if I... if I... uh... looked at you." His face turned red.
Jenny looked at him like she didn't understand.
"I mean... I mean... you know, down there," he added and looked between Jenny's legs. "When... when we were... you know involved, I didn't get much of a chance to look."
She tried to hide her surprise. She didn't know why but she felt blood rushing to her face making it hot. "Uh... yeah... sure if you want," she answered, wondering why someone would want to stare at her down there.
Quickly, as if he thought that she was going to change her mind, Tim crawled between Jenny's legs and got on his stomach, his face inches from her vagina.
Jenny allowed him to lift and then spread her legs. However, she was embarrassed by being so exposed. Then that feeling faded when she saw a look of wonder on Tim's handsome face as he stared at her exposed sex.
"It's beautiful," he whispered almost to himself. Then he looked up at her. "I've seen them in video's and in pictures but none had lips as large as yours." Then he reached up and grabbed her breast, tweaking her long nipples. "Even your breast and nipples are the biggest that I've ever seen." Then he said, "Everything's big on you." Suddenly he apparently realized how that sounded and he quickly stuttered an apology, "I mean... I like it... you're very sexy."
"It's okay," Jenny said and smiled. She realized that for the first time in her life she didn't mind someone calling her "big". She was big... "Big and beautiful". She spread her legs even wider. When she felt Tim opening her lips, she realized that she was dripping from their previous coupling as well as renewed excitement. She said, "Let me to clean up."
"No," Tim responded without hesitation.
Jenny shrugged her shoulders in resignation. Then she closed her eyes, laid her head back and let him explore her. She could feel his fingers touching her here and there, opening her lips and exposing the nub of her clit and then squeezing the flesh around it. Within minutes she was trembling with excitement again.
Tim fondled her gently for a long time. Then he whispered, "Turn over."
Jenny hesitated.
"I want to look at your ass."
Jenny took a deep breath and turned over until she was on her stomach. Now she could feel Tim's eyes on her ass. Her face flushed and she felt a tinge of embarrassment mixed with her excitement. She wasn't sure if this would be comfortable for even a small woman.
"God," she heard him whisper. Then she felt his lips on her ass cheeks. She giggled and then wiggled her butt when his tongue began to tickle the smooth flesh of her mounds. "Timmmmmmm" she gasped in surprise when he grabbed her ass with his hands and separated the cheeks. She could feel the cool room air on her most private part. Her little star puckered in reflex.
Suddenly, Tim pressed his face between her cheeks.
"Oh God," she gasped when she felt his tongue begin to lick between her cheeks, from the top of her crack almost to her asshole. She couldn't believe what she was letting this young boy do. Just a few short weeks ago she would have been horrified to have someone do something so intimate. Now she couldn't deny how excited this nasty act was making her.
After a minute Tim whispered, "Lift up."
Jenny looked back at him as she raised her hips. She saw him grab a pillow and push it under her raised hips. Now her mid-section was elevated. "What're you doing?" she asked, almost ready to put a stop to this.
Tim's answer was a smile. He moved back to his position between her legs and grabbed her ass cheeks again. This time he pulled them as far apart as possible.
Jenny was ready to panic as she felt his face move between her ass cheeks again. Suddenly she knew what he was about to do. Her conservative mind wanted to stop him, but then she remembered her commitment to herself to try anything... at least once. She took a deep breath and held it. A second later she gasped, "Oh my God." The air rushed from her lungs as she felt the young man's tongue searching for her tiny rear hole. "Tim," she whispered almost pleadingly when she felt him trying to wiggle his tongue into her back passage.
Tim pulled his mouth from between her cheeks and said, "Relax."
She tried but it was very difficult. She felt more pressure on her tiny rear hold from his searching tongue. Her sphincter muscle continued to resist. However, the pressure grew until his tongue slipped through. "Ahhhhhhheeeee," she gasped as she felt her nether hole invaded and stretched by his probing tongue. It was so nasty, but yet she felt her vagina flooding.
Tim began to work his tongue in and out as he held her cheeks wide.
In spite of her reluctance, Jenny's hips began to squirm.
Tim pulled away and Jenny sighed. Was it a sigh of relief or frustration? She didn't know. Then Tim crawled over her body and leaned close to her ear. His voice was almost shaking as he whispered, "Will... will you... do something for me?"
"What?" Jenny asked with uncertainty in her voice. She turned toward him and looked at his now red face.
"Uh... it's always been a fantasy of mine," he whispered shyly. Then he seemed to lose his nerve. "No... it's okay."
"No," Jenny responded. "What is it?" She wondered what could be so bad that he was afraid to ask. God, he had already stuck his tongue up her ass.
"Would you... would you... uh... sit on... sit on my face," he stuttered.
"Sit on your face?" Jenny said in a high pitched tone, her voice unintentionally showing her surprise.
"Sorry... I'm sorry... it's okay."
Jenny was silent for a few moments. What the hell, she thought, if it's his fantasy. Who was going to know anyway? "All right."
"Really," Tim said as his face lit up.
"Sure, if that's what you want, I'd be happy to." How could she deny someone who had brought her so much pleasure already? Besides, it might be fun.
Tim stood up excitedly. "Come over here," he said, pulling her off the bed and over to a cushioned chair. Then he sat down on the floor and leaned his head back.
Jenny looked at him with a question on her face.
"Turn around and sit down."
She shrugged her shoulders again and turned around, placing her feet on either side of him. Slowly she backed up and squatted. A little gasp escaped her lips when she felt her still sopping pussy touch his face. She held her weight on her hands as she remained suspended over him.
Tim suddenly reached up and pulled on her thighs, forcing her to lose her balance and sit with all of her weight on his upturned face. "Ohhhhhh," she gasped as her center enclosed his welcoming face. "Jesus," she gasped when she felt his tongue begin to move on her now swollen lips. Still, she was afraid that she was going to smother him and tried to lift herself. However, his hands held her firmly until finally she gave up and decided to just enjoy it.
Underneath her she could hear that Tim was moaning in excitement. She could see his penis throbbing between his legs and knew that he was enjoying himself. This was almost too kinky for her but she thought if this is what he wants, then who was she to deny him. A smile came to her face and she began to move her hips in a circle. As her excitement grew, a thought came to her and she lifted herself off his surprised face.
"Don't stop," he pleaded with a sad face. He was covered with a combination of her juice and his.
"This isn't that comfortable for me. Get on the floor on your back."
Suddenly his face brightened and he hurried to comply. A second later he was lying on his back on the carpet, looking up at her.
"I need something to read," Jenny said and went over and got her self-help book. She returned and straddled his head and squatted. She looked down at him and said, "So you like my big ass on your face?"
Tim was too excited to answer. Instead he just nodded his head.
"All right then, I want you to stick your tongue up my ass as I read my book." She saw Tim tremble at her words. Suddenly she was trembling as well. She centered her ass on the young man's mouth. When she felt his tongue at her ass this time, she relaxed her sphincter and let it slip easily into her. She lowered herself slowly with her hands on the floor until her ass cheeks met his face. Then she stretched her legs out in front of her and eased her hands from the floor. Soon, the poor boy's face was buried in her fleshy bottom, snuggly wedged between her ass cheeks. She sighed, picked up her book and opened it to the chapter on assertiveness. She almost giggled as she wondered if this was what the author meant about being "assertive".
Occasionally Jenny would move so Tim could breath and then she would glance back to make sure that he was still hard. Each time she saw that his penis was rock hard, pulsing and there was a steady stream of juice running down the shaft. She sighed and wiggled her hips, bringing another moan from between her cheeks.
After the boys tongue had been up her ass for quite some time, she decided that she needed her pussy taken care of again. She lifted up and looked down at his red face and smiled. "Open your mouth," she ordered. When he did she directed her blood-engorged lips to his mouth. Her large inner lips were so swollen that his mouth was completely filled. "Suck me," she stated flatly and sat down again. A sigh of pleasure escaped her as she felt him begin to suck and chew on the warm and wet flesh. Now she could no longer read her book as her state of excitement grew again. She began to shift her hips around until she centered her clit on his tongue. "Oh Jesus," she gasped as another climax took her. Her body trembled and swayed as her movements threatened to make her fall from her perch. Her climaxing vagina released a torrent of juice into the boy's sucking mouth. Somehow she maintained contact with his sucking mouth until her climax began to fade. When it did, she slowly removed her ass from his face.
"Oh my," she gasped when she saw the state of the poor boy under her. His face was blood red and covered from forehead to chin in a sticky mess. "Are you okay," she asked in a worried tone.
"I've never been better," he smiled sheepishly. "Thank you."
Jenny laughed and said, "I should be thanking you." She turned and saw that his penis was still hard. "Stay where you are. I need another part of you." With that she stood up and moved to his middle, straddling him. Like she had done to his face, she squatted. A moan escaped her lips when his penis touched her more than ready hole. Without preliminaries she sat down, taking him into her in one motion.
"Oh God," Tim moaned as he felt her warm hole surrounding him.
Jenny wasted no time and began to move up and down on his shaft. She leaned forward and rested her large breasts on his chest, looking at his face. "You're a mess," she laughed. She brought her lips to his. "Mmmm, very tasty," she giggled. Soon her tongue was moving in and out of his mouth like his penis was moving in and out of her other end.
This time, the coupling lasted a long, long time. The room echoed with their grunts of pleasure but no words were spoken... none were necessary. They were like to rutting animals, oblivious to everything but their mutual pleasure.
Jenny climaxed several times before Tim unleashed his second load into her. When they finally pulled apart, both of them needed a shower.
After the shower, Jenny walked Tim to the door. She had a towel wrapped around her and her hair was wet.
"You look beautiful," Tim said. "Thanks for a wonderful evening."
"You're welcome. Mine wasn't so bad either," she smiled. Then she asked him if he wanted to stay the night. He surprised her when he said he had to get home or his mom would be worried. He kissed her one last time and waved goodbye.
Jenny watched him disappear down the hall before she closed the door and then leaned back against it and sighed. A quick pang of guilt rushed through her. He was so young, she thought. Then she told herself that he was of legal age and could choose for himself... besides, no one got hurt. Although several times she had worried that she was going to smother him to death. How would she explain that to the police? She laughed out loud as she walked slowly back to her room where she collapsed on the bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.
Chapter 7
It was raining "cats and dogs" as Jenny rushed into the work the following morning. However, the inclement weather had no effect on her bubbly mood. Her incredible evening with Tim was still fresh on her mind. She couldn't believe what she had done or let be done to her. Besides that, she was truly amazed at how star struck the young man had been with her. He was young, well build and handsome. She, on the other hand was pretty, but no match for all the good-looking women at the agency. Then, she chastised herself for her negative thoughts. The author in her book had written that those kinds of thoughts were forbidden.
"Hi Tom," she said as she rushed passed her boss to her office. She was fifteen minutes late because she just couldn't seem to get going this morning.
"Hi Jenny. Can you come to my office later? I have some things I need you to do," Tom said.
"Sure, let me get settled in. Is ten o'clock okay?"
"Fine," the handsome man said and smiled.
Jenny sighed as she looked at her desk. It was a mess and she needed some quiet time catch up. However, just as she sat down, she heard a knock at her door. When she looked up, she saw Tim peeking into her office.
"Got a minute?" Tim asked.
Jenny hesitated as she thought of all the work she had to do but then she smiled. "Sure, come in."
The young man stepped into her office and closed the door. "I just wanted to... to thank you again for last night."
"You're welcome." Then she saw the young man start to say something and hesitate. "Is everything okay?"
"Yes, fine. I... I ... uh... just wanted to... uh assure you that I'm not... not weird or anything."
"What'd you mean?" Jenny said suddenly realizing what he was getting at.
"You know... me... uh asking you to... uh... sit on my... you know."
Jenny put her hand over her mouth and giggled loudly. Then she saw Tim's face turn red. She quickly composed herself and said, "Tim, what happened between us is between us. Besides, it takes two. If I thought it was too weird, I wouldn't have done it. In fact, I thought that it was incredibly exciting."
"Really?" Tim said with obvious relief.
"Absolutely. Anytime you want me to sit on your face, just ask," she laughed. "In fact, I think I need a special chair so I will be more comfortable when I read," she kidded. She got up and came around her desk and stood in front of him. "It was a wonderful evening. I don't think I ever came so much in one evening, or for that matter, so intensely."
Tim smiled like a boy that had just hit the winning home run for his Little League team. "Me too."
Jenny pulled him to her and they kissed gently. A second later it turned passionate. "Mmmm," Jenny said as she wrenched herself from him. "Don't get me started," she said with a smile.
"Uh... would you... uh consider going out with me this Saturday night?"
"Well... uh..." Jenny said and hesitated... not because she didn't want to go out with him but she was pretty sure he didn't have a lot of money to take her out.
"That's okay," he added sadly.
"No... no. Listen, why don't you come over to my place for dinner. I'm a pretty good cook you know."
His face lit up and he said eagerly, "Great. What time?"
"Say about seven."
"I'll be there." He kissed Jenny quickly again and left.
Jenny smiled as she walked back to her desk. Now maybe she could get to work.
"Ringgggg."
Jenny sighed in frustration and picked up the phone.
"Hello."
"Jenny, this is Michael from the clothing store."
"Oh, hi Michael."
"I just wanted to check in on you and see how your new outfits are working out?"
"It's been wonderful. You were right. The clothes seem to be opening doors for me." At least bedroom doors, she thought.
"That's great. I also wanted to let you know that we have some new styles in if you are interested."
"I think I've spent enough money on clothes for a while."
"I understand. We do have a shipment of the new thongs... the 4812's. There supposed to be even more comfortable than the 4811's."
"Okay, I can afford that," Jenny laughed. "Maybe I'll stop by at lunch time."
"Actually, I was wondering if you wanted to have dinner with me one night this week. My husband is out of town."
"Uh... well, let me look at my calendar." Jenny opened her calendar, trying to think of an excuse not to meet her. She remembered the way the older woman had touched her when she was buying the clothes. Then Jenny thought that she did seem like a nice lady and that it wouldn't hurt to be friends with her... she might save a lot of money on clothes. "Tomorrow night looks good."
"Great, I'll pick you up at your place at 7:30."
"Sure. See you then. Goodbye," Jenny said and hung up, wondering if she had done the right thing.
No sooner had she put the phone down when the two cute guys from Marketing, Sean and Jack showed up at her door.
"Hey Jenny," the taller one said.
Both of the guys were handsome and about twenty-seven. One had blonde hair and was at least six-two and the other had brown hair and was five-nine or so. They seemed to be a team and were always together. She sometimes thought that they might be gay.
"Hi Sean... Jack," Jenny answered.
"Listen, we know that you're busy but we were wondering if you would let us buy you a drink one night this week?"
"Uh... let me get back to you. I have a pretty busy week."
"Maybe next week then."
"Great," Jenny said. "Now I got to get some work done."
"See ya," they both said and left.
Finally Jenny got a good hour of work before her phone rang again. This time it was Tom. She knew what he wanted and she figured she might as well get it over with.
Tom was sitting behind his desk when Jenny walked in. She closed the door and walked over to stand on his side of the desk. "I'm here to pay you the one I owe you," Jenny said.
"Pay me what?" he said as if he didn't know what she was talking about.
"Scoot back," Jenny said, ignoring his supposed memory loss. She grabbed a cushion from his sofa and threw it down at his feet.
Tom sat in stunned silence as he watched Jenny get to her knees between his legs.
Without a word, she reached for his zipper and pulled it down. Then she reached inside and found his rapidly swelling penis. She looked up at him and said, "Pull your pants down so we don't get them messed up... in case I dribble."
Tom lifted up as if in a trance and pulled his pants and underwear down to his ankles. His penis was suddenly fully hard.
"Mmmm," Jenny said as she stroked his now pulsing shaft. "So I guess I have to suck the boss's cock if I want to keep my job, huh?" she laughed.
"Uh no," Tom responded. "But it'd be very nice if you did," he added.
"You mean I don't have to do it?" Jenny teased as she held his penis up, running her hand up and down the shaft slowly.
"No... yes... I don't know. Suck me," he pleaded.
With excitement rising, Jenny pulled his penis to her mouth. She used her tongue to lick the shaft under the crown, teasing it with flicking motions. Then she circled her tongue around the head several times before lapping a drop of juice from the slit. She looked up and saw that Tom had his eyes closed and his head back. Jenny reached between his legs and lifted his large balls. She hadn't paid attention to them the last time. She held them up and watched them move in her hand. Slowly she licked down the shaft, leaving a trail of her saliva behind, until she got to his large orbs. She opened her mouth wide and sucked one large testicle inside, her cheeks bulging. It felt strange as the hair tickled the roof of her mouth. Suddenly she realized the power she had at that moment. If she clamped down even a little bit, it could be very painful.



Tom squirmed in his chair above her and moaned.
Suddenly Jenny knew what many women had known since the beginning of time-women have a great deal of power and ultimate control. However, it was obvious that most women didn't realize it. Sex rules the world and ultimately power goes to those that know how to use it. She would have smiled at her revelation, but her mouth was filled.
"Jesus Jenny," Tom moaned as he felt her let one orb slip out of her mouth and take the other in.
Jenny squeezed her thighs together as her own excitement grew. Not only because she was sucking Tom, but because of the incredible feeling of power. Some women might have felt humiliated to be on their knees sucking their boss's cock. And Jenny might have agreed just a few weeks ago... but not now. Now she was in control. She let the ball slip out of her mouth and then took the swollen head of his penis inside.
"Ahhhhhh," Tom gasped.
Jenny sucked the head like a lollipop. Then she pulled it out and looked up at Tom. "Do like me sucking your cock?"
Tom just moaned.
"Do you like me sucking your cock?" she asked again.
"Yesssss!!!" Tom hissed.
Jenny continued to stroke the shaft and said, "Do you want me to drink your cum?"
"Yes!!!" he answered right away this time.
With a smile Jenny took the head back into her mouth and began to suck hard. Her hand began to move fast on the shaft as she moaned deep in her throat. She was ready for his cum. Her own vagina was throbbing as she squeezed her thighs tightly together. Suddenly, she heard Tom moan and her mouth began to fill with his hot cream. With her first swallow a climax began for her as well. She gasped and swallowed quickly again as his semen poured down her throat. Her head was spinning and her body trembled as waves of pleasure rushed through her. Her climax continued until Tom's balls were depleted and his penis had shrunk.
When she sat back she saw that Tom still had his head back and his eyes were closed. She stood up and wiped a gob of cream from the corner of her mouth. "I have to get back to work. But now, you owe ME one." With that she strutted out of his office, leaving the handsome man wondering what had just happened.
Jenny knew what had just happened-it was all about self-confidence, self-respect and.... power.
Chapter 8
Jenny was waiting nervously for the doorbell to ring. She had been antsy all day about her "date" with Michael. She wasn't even sure why. She had tried on several outfits before deciding on a flowered summer dress that was low cut and tight from her breasts to her waist and then flared out at her hips. Two thin spaghetti straps across her shoulders held up the bodice. She had on a pair of thigh-high nylons and high-heeled shoes. Under the dress she had on a special bra that lifted her breasts, emphasizing her substantial cleavage and almost threatening to spill the shimmering orbs over the top. She knew that she looked good, but wondered why she cared so much... it was just a girl's night out. Or was it?
When the doorbell finally rang, Jenny was relieved. She checked her hair and dress one last time, making sure her breasts hadn't popped out, before she opened the door.
"Good evening Jenny," Michael said.
Jenny hesitated for a moment. She almost didn't recognize the woman standing before her. Gone were her dowdy glasses and the business suit. The woman at the door had shoulder length blond hair, pretty blue eyes and she was wearing a dress Jenny had seen in the shop-it cost more than Jenny made in a month. The dress was white, contrasting beautifully with her golden brown skin, and was tight all the way from the V-neck to the top of her thighs where it ended, exposing most of her tanned legs. Jenny was surprised to see that she had cleavage. Her breasts were small but appeared firm and about the size of oranges. She obviously didn't have a bra on. Jenny also noticed that she had on a huge diamond ring and matching earrings and thought that the clothing business must be pretty good.
"Are you okay Jenny?" the woman asked.
"Yes... yes, I'm sorry... you just look beautiful." Jenny blushed at her words.
"Thank you. You look gorgeous yourself. And, I love your dress... did you get it from anyone I know?" she asked factiously.
"Yes. I got it from a great little shop near where I work."
They both laughed.
"Shall we go?"
Jenny followed the beautiful woman out of her apartment and watched her walk down the stairs in front of her. She was quite impressed with the woman's grace at descending the steep steps with the stylish and extraordinary high-heeled shoes. She still found it hard to believe that she was the same woman that she met at the clothing store.
When they reached the street, Jenny saw that Michael had a large and very expensive looking white Mercedes waiting at the curb. "Wow, great car," Jenny said as she got in the passengers side.
"I guess you're wondering how I afford it with my small shop," Michael said with a smile as she pulled away from the curb.
"Well, I assume you make a lot of money at the shop."
"On the contrary, I lose money. Competition in the clothing business is fierce and the margins are very narrow," Michael lamented.
"I've always heard that it's difficult business," Jenny said and looked at her curiously, wondering where she got the money that she appeared to have.
Then she answered Jenny's unasked question. "Actually I have a very rich husband. He's much older than I am, but he treats me really well." She held up her hand and showed her the three-carat diamond ring.
"Oh," Jenny exclaimed, slightly embarrassed for some reason.
Michael laughed.
Jenny wanted to change the subject and said, "I've thought about starting my own modeling business some day... uh... for large women."
"Really?" Michael asked thoughtfully and with interest. "That might be a great idea. There's a serious shortage of modeling agencies for larger women." Michael thought for a second and added, "I could start a line of larger sized clothes and supply all your women." She was only being partially factious.
Jenny looked at her in surprise and said, "Seriously?"
"It would make a great sideline... maybe more than a sideline. I see all the styles from the latest designers and they're all aimed at skinny women. I'm sure I could convince at least some of the designers to think a little... broader." She laughed at her own words. "Well, you know what I mean. Let me know when you're ready to start."
"The truth is I started a business plan but haven't given it any serious thought lately. However it has been in the back of my mind for some time."
"Then please give it some serious thought. I'm pretty sure that I could help you along the way. Contrary to my balance sheet, I do have a good business mind."
Jenny was suddenly very excited. She knew that she was a long way from starting a business, but it had been her goal to have her own business since she was ten years old and had set up a lemonade stand in her neighborhood.
The conversation slowed for a moment as Michael negotiated though the heavy downtown traffic.
"Where're we going to eat?"
"I thought we would go to De Antonio's"
"I've never been there. A little rich for my budget." Jenny was a little concerned that they might be going "Dutch". She wondered how much cash she had in her wallet.
"Well, we have to discuss your business goals, so I can write it off to taxes."
Jenny was relieved. She also realized that Michael could well afford the restaurant without writing it off as a business expense. However, she did appreciate the fact that she seemed to be trying to downplay the financial gap between the two of them.
They continued to talk as Michael drove to the restaurant, slipping the large car in and out of traffic with ease. When they pulled up at De Antonio's, a carhop opened the door for them.
"Nice to see you Mrs. Duran," the carhop said as he took the keys.
"Good to see you too Tony." Michael smiled at the well built and handsome boy. Then she turned to Jenny and whispered, "Handsome, but not a lot of brains beyond the brawn."
Jenny looked at Michael curiously. She seemed to be a little too familiar with the young man. She filed that away and followed the woman into the restaurant.
De Antonio's was outlandishly expensive and catered to the rich and famous.
"Mrs. Duran," the host said with a familiar greeting to Michael. "It's good to see you again. We have your table ready."
"Thank you Mario, it's always good to see you."
Jenny was impressed with the d‚cor of the fancy restaurant. It was typical Italian but with expensive looking paintings, marble statues and gorgeous hanging plants. At first it seemed that the place was deserted but then Jenny realized that the tables were organized around the statues and hanging plants to give the feeling of privacy.
The two women were shown to a circular booth with high-backed padded seats. Around the top of the seats were vases of fresh cut flowers, making the booth even more private.
Jenny slid in and was surprised when Michael slid in next to her instead of taking the other side. The two of them were sitting close together with their thighs almost touching.
When they were comfortable, Michael said, "So, your new style and clothes seem to be working for you."
"Yes, I've certainly been getting noticed. The clothes have been like magic."
"It's more than the clothes Jenny. I don't know you well but I can see a difference from the woman that walked into my shop a short while ago and the one sitting next to me now... almost a Cinderella story huh?"
"Well, I don't think it's quite that dramatic. But it has been an amazing couple of weeks," Jenny said, thinking for a moment. "I learn something new about myself almost everyday. Although I still have a long way to go."
"I'm so happy for you," Michael said and casually placed her hand on Jenny's thigh.
Jenny almost jumped but forced herself to remain calm. She could feel the warmth of Michael's hand through her thin dress. Suddenly Jenny looked up and saw that the waiter was there to take their drink order.
Michael didn't remove her hand.
When the waiter left, Michael leaned loser to Jenny and said, "So have the clothes improved your love life?" Her eyes were sparkling with excitement.
The question surprised Jenny. "Uh... well... actually... yes they have." She wasn't sure how Michael knew her love life needed improving, as she didn't remember discussing any of that with her. She concluded that it must have been an assumption on her part.
"I thought it would," Michael responded and squeezed her thigh.
Jenny crossed her legs, hoping that that would force her to move her hand. Instead, the weight of the pretty woman's hand and the silkiness of the dress on her nylon encased thigh caused the dress to slip higher on her thigh. Suddenly, Jenny felt Michael's hand touch the bare skin between her nylon tops and her bunched up dress. A rush of unwanted excitement went through her and she began to feel lightheaded. She hadn't even had a drink yet... but she suddenly needed one.
"You are a very attractive young woman. But everyone needs the right clothes to bring out their best," Michael said as her hand gently rubbed the warm flesh of Jenny's thigh.
Jenny trembled. Her reaction was quite surprising because had never had any attraction toward women. Over the years she had had several lesbian friends and had always wondered why one woman was attracted to another. Then, as she got to know them she realized that most true lesbians were born that way. But yet that didn't explain why some women went both ways. A friend that went "both" ways had said, "Why cut off half the world." While Jenny felt that there was strange logic in that, it just wasn't her thing. She liked men too much. However, right now, she couldn't deny that Michael was definitely having an affect on her. It was all very confusing.
"I love these nylons," Michael said as she used her finger to trace the pattern at the top of the silky material.
Jenny was relieved when the waiter arrived with their drinks. She thought that Michael would finally remove her hand... however, she didn't. In fact, she moved her hand slightly higher, insinuating it under the hem of her dress. Jenny's face got red when she looked at the waiter. There was a knowing smile on his face. However, Michael didn't seem to pay any attention to him.
The waiter placed their drinks and menus on the table and discretely left.
Suddenly Jenny felt Michael's fingers moving past the band on her thigh-high nylon and moving higher. When she was only inches from her crotch Jenny said, "Michael... uh... listen... uh."
"Yes?" Michael asked with a lustful smile on her face.
Jenny picked up her drink and took a quick swallow. "Uh... I'm not like that," she said, straining to keep excitement from her voice.
"Like what?" Michael asked.
"Uh... you know... a lesbian." Her voice was a horse whisper.
Michael laughed loudly. "I'm sorry honey," she apologized for laughing. "I'm not a lesbian either. I love men."
Jenny looked at her quizzically. She must be one of those women that go both ways, she thought.
"I think I love your freshness most of all... some would call it naivet‚."
Jenny took another large drink; her hand was now shaking. She felt a sudden twinge of anger. It was almost like Michael was so much older than she was. However, she knew that there was only five or six year's difference in their ages.
"Sweetie, you don't have to be a lesbian to like women... especially a pretty one like you." Michael squeezed her bare thigh, insinuating her finger deeper between the warm flesh. "I assume that you have never been with a woman?"
"No... certainly not," Jenny said quickly. Her voice sounded harsher, almost indignant.
"Well, you shouldn't condemn something that you haven't tried." Then Michael leaned even closer and whispered, "Spread your legs for me."
"Huh?" Jenny almost gasped.
Michael's hand pulled on her thigh as if to encourage her.
In spite of her reservations, excitement overcame her anger and she found her legs uncrossing. Then they opened, almost as if they had a will of their own. Jenny gasped when she felt the older woman's hand slip between her legs to the gusset of her panties.
"Mmmm, just as I thought, you're wet."
Jenny felt her face turn red. She couldn't deny it. The evidence was under the fingers of the woman's searching hand. Even with the absorbent crotch of her thongs, the wetness had soaked through.
Just then the waiter came back to the table to take their order. This time, Michael slowly, almost casually pulled her hand from between Jenny's legs. "Give us another minute," she said to the young man, then to Jenny, "Let's look at the menus."
Relieved, Jenny nodded her head. Then she almost gasped when she saw Michael's wet fingers holding the menu. They were shining with her juice.
A few minutes later they ordered dinner. As they ate, they talked about Jenny's business ideas. Michael seemed genuinely interested.
Jenny was relieved that the subject of sex did not come up again. However, there was still sexual tension in the air throughout dinner.
Chapter 9
Two hours and quite a few glasses of wine later, Jenny and Michael sat in her car outside Jenny's apartment. Both of them were still feeling the effects of the alcohol they had consumed.
Jenny was suddenly very nervous again. She had a dilemma: should she invite Michael up... would it be rude not to? If she did, what would happen? While she didn't have an easy answer, she had convinced herself that she was still in control.
Finally she turned to the waiting woman and said, "Uh... would you... uh like to come up for a minute?" She was half hoping and, at the same time fearing that she would say no.
"That would be nice," Michael answered without hesitation.
As Jenny led Michael up the stairs, she couldn't help but feel the older woman's eyes on her ass. And, as much as she didn't want to admit it, her increasing heartbeat and the weakness in her knees said that it was exciting her.
At the door, Jenny fumbled with her keys, unable to get the proper one into the lock.
"Here," Michael said, taking the key from her trembling hands with a knowing smile and unlocking the door.
As soon as the two stepped into the apartment, and the door was closed, Michael spun Jenny around and took her into her arms.
"Michael," Jenny gasped as the older woman leaned forward as if to kiss her. Jenny turned her head to the side.
Michael was undeterred. She bent her head and kissed her bare neck, sending goose bumps up and down the younger woman's body. At the same time Michael's hands slipped down her back and she grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling her toward her. "I love your ass," Michael whispered as her lips rained kisses onto the trembling woman's neck. Then, quickly, before Jenny could protest, Michael pulled the back of her dress up until she could grasp her bare ass cheeks. "Mmmmm," she whispered. "You have very spankable ass cheeks. Have you ever had an erotic spanking?"
Jenny felt electric shocks go through her. "Noooo," she gasped.
"You don't know what you're missing," she said before reluctantly pulling her hands from her ass and reaching for the two thin straps of her dress top.
Jenny stood frozen as the older woman slipped her fingers under the shoulder straps and pushed them down her arms. The top of the dress immediately fell from Jenny's breasts, leaving her covered by only her bra.
"Wonderful bra," Michael said as she looked down at her pretty bra and the shimmering flesh of her breasts almost spilling from the top. Then her hands moved up. A second later she had insinuated them into the bra and pulled both of Jenny's breasts out.
"Ohhhhh," Jenny hissed as her chest was exposed to the women's hungry eyes. She had to fight back the urge to run... to end this. But yet her legs felt like rubber and seemed to only have enough energy to hold her body upright.
"Oh Jesus," Michael moaned as she saw the long nipples. Immediately her head bent as her hands lifted the two large orbs. A second later she had one nipple in her hot mouth.
"Oh God Michael... please." Jenny didn't know if she was saying please stop or please continue. Her eyes closed and she swayed back on her heels as the experienced mouth of the older woman sent shock waves through her.
Michael smiled around the nipple she was sucking when she felt Jenny trembling. As she continued to suck, she slowly began to push her into the living room. By the time both nipples were wet with her saliva, she had her standing at the edge of the sofa. Without saying anything, Michael quickly spun around and sat down on the sofa, pulling Jenny over her lap until she was over her knees, facing the floor.
Jenny squealed as she fell over the woman's thighs. She squealed in surprise and said, "Michael... what're you doing?"
"Just a little experiment," the very excited woman answered as she flipped Jenny's dress to her waist. It was Michael's turn to gasp as Jenny's fleshy but firm cheeks came into view. Quickly, before Jenny could protest, she brought her opened palm down on her ass. The resounding slap rang out in the quiet room like a gunshot.
"Ahheeeee!" Jenny screamed and wiggled her hips as if to dislodge herself. However, at the same time, the smack sent electric shock up and down her body. Then, before she could protest again, she felt the hand come down again and then again.
Suddenly, Michael was spanking her with a rapid tempo, raising her hand high in the air and bringing it down with loud smack. Much to the older woman's delight, within seconds, Jenny's protests turned into whimpers of submission... or was it pleasure?



A strange feeling was rushing through Jenny. On one hand, she didn't like the sting of the smacks on her tender flesh, but on the other, it was sending pulses of excitement to her rapidly swelling pussy lips. The feeling was like nothing she had ever felt before. She had never really been submissive, especially not with a woman. Yet, her excitement was growing rapidly and her resistance was waning.
Michael suppressed a groan of excitement as she felt Jenny stop struggling. Soon, the only thing that was moving was Jenny's ass and Michael's falling hand. Jenny's movement no longer appeared to be in protest, but rather her buttocks seemed to be raising up to meet her hand. She watched as Jenny's white skin turned a pretty shade of pink and then to red. Each blow of her hand echoed throughout the room, bouncing off the walls and providing adrenaline to Michael's blow. Sweat beads broke out on her brow.
"Ohhhhhh Michael," Jenny hissed, her voice now betraying her undeniable excitement. Suddenly she was feeling every blow in the center of her sex. She wondered if it was all the wine that she had consumed. Whatever it was, it was making her heart pound in her chest and it was difficult to catch her breath.
Then suddenly the blows stopped.
"Let's see," Michael whispered as she slipped her fingers between Jenny's legs.
Jenny squirmed and closed her eyes in mortification. She knew what the woman would find.
The older woman tightened her arm around Jenny's waist as she lifted the gusset of her panties and rubbed her fingers across the swollen lips. "Ah... just as I thought," she said, pulling her wet fingers out and holding them up to the light.
Jenny couldn't see the fingers but she knew that they were wet. Her face turned red with shame. "Ohhhhhh!!! she suddenly gasped.
Michael had moved her hand back between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pulsing hole. "Even wetter inside," she exclaimed as she moved her finger in and out of her sopping hole. "A few more should do it," she said. A second later she was smacking her ass again.
"Ouch!!!" Jenny gasped in surprise and jumped on Michael's lap. Just as quickly she began to respond to the blows again, moving her hips up and down on the woman's thighs. There was no sign of protest in her now. Instead she seemed to welcome the blows. Each one seemed to multiple the charge that was rocketing through her pussy. Her head was spinning and she felt as if she was on the verge of climaxing.
Michael had other ideas though. When she realized that Jenny was ready to climax she quickly stopped smacking her and pushed her to her feet.
Jenny stood swaying in front of the seated woman, disoriented. She was having a difficult time focusing her eyes and her head was spinning so much that she thought she might collapse. Her fogged brain wondered why Michael had stopped spanking her.
That question was answered an instant later when Michael quickly stood and spun the stunned woman around, pushing her to sit on the sofa. A second later she was kneeling between her legs.
Jenny's senses came back to her for a second as she watched Michael lift her legs and pull her panties off. "Michael... we... you shouldn't." It came out as a weak protest. She didn't mean it anyway.
Michael ignored her and bent her head to begin kissing her on her now wet thighs. "Mmmm," she moaned as her tongue found the gobs of girl juice that had trickled down her thighs. She licked one wet thigh and then the other. When both thighs were clean, she pulled her head back and gazed at the girl's very swollen lips. "God, I've been wanting to eat you ever since I saw your pussy in the dressing room. It beautiful, so swollen," she gasped. With that her head moved slowly forward.
Jenny was frozen, her eyes opened wide in a combination of fright and excitement. "Michaeeeelllll!!!" she screamed when the woman's mouth found her protruding inner lips. As if in reflex, she grabbed Michael's head to push it away. But, incredibly, instead she pulled it between her now wide spread thighs. Her hips began to bounce on the sofa as the woman's experienced mouth began to work wonders on her. Her cries of "No, no, no," turned rapidly to "Yes, yes, yes," as she moved rapidly toward her climax. Then, when Michael sucked her swollen clit inside her mouth, she went over the top.
The older woman sucked hard, pulling the smooth little pea into her ravenous mouth. Then her tongue began to flick over the smooth surface.
"Oh Godddddd!!!" Jenny screamed and pulled the woman's mouth hard to her pulsing hole. As tremors of pleasure ripped through her, she could still feel the tingling in her ass cheeks. It was a burning... almost an itch. Waves of total pleasure consumed the climaxing woman. It went on for a long time. Each time she thought she was coming down, Michael would find a new place for her lips or tongue. The climaxes kept coming until she could no loner distinguish one from the other. The room began to spin and then grew dark.
Jenny was disoriented as she opened her eyes slowly. When she could finally focus, he realized that she was lying with her head on Michael's lap and she had a cold cloth on her forehead. "Wh... what... happened?" she gasped as she tried to sit up.
Michael pulled her back down. "Relax," she said, holding her on her lap. "I was a little worried about you."
"Oh Jesus, I must have passed out."
"I think so," the pretty woman said with a smile. "Pretty amazing huh?"
"How long... how long was I out?"
"Just a couple of minutes."
Jenny sighed and relaxed. "That's never happened before."
"To me either. I had a little climax when you did," Michael admitted a little sheepishly.
A small smile broke from the corners of Jenny's lips. "I guess I know what one woman sees in another now." Suddenly, Jenny realized that somewhere along the line Michael had removed her bra and now she was totally naked. Michael had her hand on her breast, gently stroking her.
"I love your nipples," the older woman said. "But then again, I love your ass and pussy too," she added with a laugh.
Jenny's face turned red. But incredibly she could feel herself responding again. Suddenly, a thought occurred to her. She wondered if Michael was going to want her to... to perform oral sex on her. A sudden chill went through her and she felt blood rushing to her head. She wasn't ready for that.
However, Michael had been in this situation before and knew that she needed to take it slow. It was as if she could read Jenny's mind when she responded, "Don't worry, you don't have to do anything to me. If you want to some time, I'd love it... but only when, or if you're ready."
Jenny almost sighed in relief. However, she suddenly felt guilty. It wasn't like her to be a taker and not give back. She grabbed the woman's still moving hand and held it to her breast. "Thank you," she whispered as she looked up into the pretty woman's face. A tear trickled down her cheek.
"You're welcome. But, we're not done yet."
"Huh?"
"Let's go into your bedroom. I want to eat you again."
Jenny's heart started to race again. She didn't know if she could stand another climax.
Michael helped her get up, with her arm around her for support. The older woman looked over Jenny's shoulder at her still red cheeks. They weren't quite as red but still plainly showed her work. She ran a hand down and touched them.
Jenny sucked in her breath and looked back as well. She trembled as she looked at her normally very pale cheeks, now several shades of red.
"None the worse for wear. You won't see anything in a few hours."
Then Jenny sighed and whispered, "I don't care." She placed her head on the older woman's shoulder and let her lead her into the bedroom.
Michael eased Jenny onto the bed and crawled over her. She bent her head and began to suck her large nipples again. She worked over both nipples before she began to kiss downward again. She took her time, building the excitement. When her mouth got to Jenny's pubic mound she paused and moved until she was lying on her stomach, her face just inches from Jenny's sex. A minute later Michael had her mouth buried between Jenny's legs again. Her hands were on her large breasts playing with the nipples as her tongue and mouth devoured her swollen sex lips.
"Oh God," Jenny gasped in pleasure. This time there was no protest and she allowed herself to be consumed with the forbidden activity... whether it was right or wrong no longer mattered. She was transformed into a mass of quivering flesh-her breasts, pussy, ass and even her skin were super sensitive to every touch, every lick. Her hands entwined in the Michael's previously very stylish hair, pulling her mouth to her throbbing lips. Her hips bucked from the bed, almost forcing the mouth from her pulsing lips as she began to climax again. All of her reservations were gone... she no longer cared that it was a woman's mouth that was taking her to places she had never been. She was living for the moment. As she climaxed into exhaustion she wondered why she had denied herself such pleasure for so long.
When the final waves of her climax ended, Jenny looked down through barely opened eyes and saw Michael lay her head on her stomach. Moments later, both of them were asleep. Sometime during the night Jenny pulled the sheet over the two of them with Michael's head still on her stomach. At some time during the night she had awakened to the feeling of Michael's mouth on her. She sighed and grabbed the woman's head, which was still under the sheet, and climaxed. She wondered if she would survive the night.

The morning sun drifting through the opening in the window shade awoke Jenny early. She looked at the clock and saw that it was 5:30 A.M. It was almost her time to get up. For a moment she thought it had all been a dream. Then she looked over and saw Michael sleeping beside her. A moment of shame washed over her. But it disappeared quickly. Without waking the sleeping woman she slipped out of the bed and went into the bathroom for a much-needed shower. Along with feeling refreshed from the shower, Jenny had an unusual sense of contentment. She was very surprised that there was no feeling of guilt. Normally she would have been consumed by it. Now however, she wondered how that much pleasure could ever be wrong. Amazingly, the only thing that she felt bad about was that she had been the taker. Yet, that hadn't seemed to bother Michael.
Jenny went to the kitchen to fix breakfast. She was just finished setting the table when she saw Michael standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame. She had apparently taken a shower and found a white terrycloth robe. Jenny smiled at her and thought that she looked different without her makeup and hair fixed perfectly. She actually looked younger and prettier.
"Hope you don't mind that I borrowed a robe."
"Not at all. I was just about to wake you for breakfast."
"Thanks... but you didn't have to fix me breakfast."
"That's the least I could do after last night," Jenny said with a shy smile.
"Thank you."
"Sit down and eat," Jenny said as she brought the food over to the table.
A short while later, when they had finished breakfast and dressed, the two of them stood at the door. Jenny had put on another of her business suits and Michael had put her dress from last night back on. It was very wrinkled from last night's activity.
Michael looked down at the obvious disparity in their outfits. "I guess I'm going to have to steal one of my dresses when I get to the shop. I'd go home and change but my assistant is on vacation this week and I need to open the shop."
"I'd loan you something but I don't think any of my clothes would fit you," Jenny laughed.
"Probably not," Michael returned with a smile. "Oh well, I guess I had better get going."
"Thanks again for a great evening," Jenny said with a pensive look.
Michael saw the look on her face and said, "Don't worry, I enjoyed it as much as you... maybe more."
"That's not possible," Jenny answered and smiled wistfully.
"Well, gotta go," Michael said again and leaned forward to kiss Jenny on the cheek. Instead of turning her face to the side as Michael had expected, Jenny offered her lips. Michael moaned quietly when she felt the other woman's lips touch hers.
It was Jenny's first kiss from a woman and she was surprised at how soft the older woman's lips felt against hers. When she felt Michael's tongue touch her lips, a wave of excitement rushed over her and she opened her mouth. A moan came from deep in her throat as she allowed it inside her mouth.
Suddenly the two women's bodies were pressed together and their lips locked in a passionate kiss.
In spite of her previous reservations, Jenny loved the feeling of Michael's mouth on hers. She suddenly wondered why she had resisted last night; however, that was ages ago and this was a new day.
Both women were breathing heavily when they finally parted.
Michael looked at Jenny's flushed face and said, "I'll call you for lunch next week. Maybe we can discuss more about your business ideas."
"I'd like that," Jenny answered, her heart still beating rapidly.
Michael reached up and touched Jenny's face with her hand before opening the door and reluctantly leaving.
Jenny took a deep breath and leaned against the door trying to will her heart beat back to normal.
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Chapter 10
Jenny floated through the rest of the week. When she had a free moment, she began to outline a plan for her business. It was just a sketch, but it felt good to get her ideas down on paper.
On Friday morning she got a surprise call from Bob Davenport. He was still in Europe but wanted to call and say hello. Jenny was more than a little excited to get the call since it meant that he hadn't forgotten about her in the past week. She was even more surprised when he asked her to reserve a Saturday afternoon and evening for him, which she scheduled for the weekend he was coming home.
After they said goodbye, Jenny hung up the phone and almost screamed in joy. She got control of herself and sat back in her chair with a satisfied smile. She wondered how things could get any better. Then she remembered that Tim was coming over this weekend. A little tremor of pleasure went through her and another smile came to her face as she thought about the young man.
He was just a kid but she liked him a lot. In fact, she had to admit that she liked his little kink... sitting on someone's face was not something she would have though of in a million years. Yet, it had been fun and in contrast to how submissive she had felt with Michael, it gave her a sense of power and control. It was just one of the many strange but exciting feelings that she had found in the last few weeks... feelings that were impossible for her to analyze or explain. She knew that human sexuality was a very complicated part of the human psyche and, although she had read a great deal on the subject, she had never experienced those feelings before. She decided to follow them wherever they took her.
The doorbell rang as Jenny stood at the oven checking on her lasagna dinner. It was her specialty and she knew that Tim would love it.
Jenny left her bib apron on as she hurried to the door. Under her apron she had chosen to wear a skintight, flesh colored top that hugged her body like a second skin. The stretchy material was designed to be worn for exercising and she would have never worn it out in public, especially since her breasts were bare underneath. The material was so thin that the form of her breasts and her areolas were plainly visible. She was sure that Tim was going to be surprised when she took the apron off. She had also chosen to wear a pair of tight white jeans with high-heels on her feet. Underneath her jeans she had on a pair of tiny white panties. They were made of lacy stretch material and hugged her ass cheeks, exposing the lower globes. The seam ran between her buttocks and split her already swollen sex lips in front. It rubbed her clit as she walked, making every step send a chill through her.
"Hi Tim," Jenny said with a smile as she opened the door.
"Hi," he answered with his own broad smile as he stepped into the apartment. "Wow, smells great," he exclaimed as the smell of baked bread and lasagna hit him.
"I hope you're hungry," Jenny said, kissing him quickly before leading the young man into her apartment.
"Always. My Mom says I can eat like three people."
Jenny felt a little tinge of emotions go through her at the young man's mention of his mother. She had the feeling that she was corrupting the young boy. But then she chastised herself for negative thoughts. He was old enough to make his own decisions. Besides, it was better that he learned from her than some hooker down on 4th street. Even his mother would have to appreciate that, she thought.
"Here," Tim said as he followed Jenny into the kitchen.
When she turned around she saw a book in his hand which she hadn't noticed before. "For me... you didn't have to get me anything."
"It's just a book that I had in my collection," Tim said handing her the large 8 by 11 glossy book.
Jenny looked at the title: "The Nude Art of Peter Paul Rubens."
"Thank you," she said as she flipped the book open to a large photograph of "Three Graces". It was a simple painting of three well-rounded and nude women. It was one of her favorite Rubens paintings because she though it showed women as they really were and not Madison Avenue's view.
She looked up at Tim and saw him blush. It was no surprise to her that he had a thing for well-developed women. A smile came to her face. "I'll sit down someplace comfortable and look at it after dinner," she said with lustful and teasing look.
At first Tim didn't get it. But then his face broke into a bright smile.
Jenny placed the book on the counter and told him that she had beer in the refrigerator if he wanted.
Instead of going for the beer, Tim stepped up behind her and wrapped his hands around her waist. He then bent his head and kissed her neck. She indulged him by turning her head to the side. When his hands moved up to cover her breasts she said, "Tim, you'll make me burn dinner." She pulled his hands away and said, "Now behave until after dinner. It's almost ready."
"All right," he answered begrudgingly and sat down at the table.
A few minutes later Jenny took off her apron and turned around.
Tim gasped. His eyes grew as round as saucers when he saw her large breasts through her transparent top.
Jenny stood proudly and watched his eyes devour her breasts for a minute before she sat down. When he didn't move to put food on his plate, Jenny said, "Eat before it gets cold."
Tim shook his head like he had been in a trance. "Wow," he said. His eyes barely left her chest as he began to eat.
Jenny noted that Tim's mother had been right; he could eat like three people. When he had finished two helpings of lasagna, he asked sheepishly for a third. "Help yourself," she answered. She watched as he loaded his plate again. She loved it when people enjoyed her cooking.
When Tim had taken the last bite, he wiped his mouth and said, "Don't tell my mother but that is the best lasagna I've ever had."
"Thank you," Jenny said sincerely. Then when Tim got up to clean up the dishes she said, "Why don't we wait to clean up. I want to sit down and look at my new book."
Tim smiled broadly and came around the table to pull Jenny to her feet. He took her in his arms and kissed her. The kiss quickly turned passionate as Jenny opened her mouth to accept his tongue. A moan escaped his lips and his hand found her breast.
Jenny pulled away and led Tim into the living room, grabbing the book from the counter. They began to kiss again as soon as they sat on the sofa. Jenny pried her lips from his and said, "Take your clothes off." She saw a surprised look on the young man's face. Then Tim's eyes turn glassy as he stood up and obediently began to take off his shirt. Jenny opened the snap of his jeans and pulled them down and off his feet. As she bent to remove his shoes, she realized she was staring at his throbbing penis under his boxer briefs. She grasped the shaft and moved her hand up and down slowly.
Tim stood frozen. Little whimpers began to escape his lips as Jenny caressed him.
Then Jenny quickly pulled his shorts down, freeing his throbbing penis. She watched it bounce in the air as if in slow motion. She could see his heart pumping the blood through the long shaft. The head was already swollen purple and dripping a clear juice. With a moan she leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.
Tim grabbed her head and swayed on his feet. "Oh God," he gasped as his balls began to churn. He had to stop her or risk climaxing, so he reluctantly pulled her mouth from him.
Jenny looked up at him and realized that she had been lost in the moment. Then she stood up and said, "All right, get on you back with your head on the sofa and put your hands under your ass. I don't want you playing with yourself while I look at my book," Jenny said with surprising force in her voice.
The now very excited young man hurried to comply, placing his legs under the glass coffee table and leaning his head back on the soft overstuffed cushion of the sofa.
Meanwhile, Jenny unsnapped her jeans and pulled them down. She had to take her high-heels off to get the tight jeans off her feet, but then she put them back on. Now she stood staring at the naked young man, her hands on her hips. She felt sexy as she stood with just her heels, panties, and stretch top still on.
Tim's eyes grew wide again when he saw her panties. They barely covered her private parts and the crotch was soaked to the point that it was transparent, revealing her pink and swollen lips under the wet material.
"Do you like my panties?" Jenny whispered as she turned around and gave him the rear view. She looked back across her should when she heard him gasp. She saw that his face was a mask of lust and that his penis was throbbing so much that she feared he was going to climax at the sight of her almost naked ass. The white and sheer panties caressed her ass cheeks like a second skin and had ridden high, baring the lower globes. The seam had slipped between her cheeks, emphasizing and separating the two halves of her ass.
Tim couldn't answer the question. His mouth opened but noting came out.
"What's the matter has a pussy got you're tongue," Jenny laughed.
Still Tim could not answer.
Finally Jenny shrugged her shoulders and picked up her book. She turned, straddled him and moved slowly backward until her ass was over his face. Slowly she moved down. A little gasped escaped her lips when her panty-covered ass touched his face. Gently, she sat down, feeling his face slip between her cheeks. As her weight increased, the back of Tim's head sank into the soft cushion. She looked down to make sure he was okay and could see through the glass coffee table that his penis was still throbbing. A large gob of clear juice bubbled from the slit and ran down the shaft. Summons all of her control, Jenny opened the book and began to look at the pictures. She slowly turned the pages, idly scanning the images. However, she couldn't really enjoy the book... Tim's tongue had found her covered crotch and he was licking the already wet gusset. Almost without thinking, she began to move her hips from side to side. She closed her eyes in pleasure and an excited moan escaped her lips.
A minute or two after Jenny had settled down, the ring of her cell phone startled her. At first she wasn't going to answer it. But then she felt a little chill of excitement run through her at the thought of talking to someone on the phone while she was sitting on Tim's face. With a giggle she reached over and picked up the phone from the coffee table.
"Hello," she said, keeping her voice as steady as she could under the circumstances.
"Hi Jenny, its Erica."
"Erica!" Jenny squealed, almost jumping up in excitement.
Erica Evans was Jenny's closest friend and they had practically grown up together. They met during the first year of high school and then went to the same college. It was surprising that they had become friends since they were so different physically. Where Jenny was tall at 5' 8" and large boned, Erica was tiny, no more than 5' 1" and weighted just 105 pounds. In high school, some of the kids called them "Mutt and Jeff" from the old cartoon. Erica had brown hair and was well built and rather pretty. However, she disguised that fact buy covering up her body with baggy clothes and unattractive eyeglasses. It was a conscious attempt to look average and not draw attention to herself; like Jenny, she lacked self-confidence. It was one of the things that drew them together.
For a moment Jenny forgot that she was sitting on Tim's face. When she heard him gasping, she eased her hips upward to let him breath.
"God Jenny it's good to hear your voice." Erica said. "It's been so long. I thought I'd give you a call and let you know that I'm coming to town for a conference. I was hoping we could get together."
"I would love that. You can stay at my place," Jenny said excitedly. It was so unexpected to hear her Erica's voice. Although they talked on the phone occasionally, they hadn't seen each other for several years.
"I don't want to put you out."
"It won't put me out. I have plenty of room. It'll be like college again. I'm so excited."
"So what have you been doing with yourself?" Erica asked.
"Oh God Erica, I have so much to tell you. I got a promotion at work, with a raise and bonus... and I've met a couple of guys recently... one of them is very nice," Jenny said, wiggling her hips to let Tim know that she was talking about him. An unwanted sigh came from her lips.
"What're you doing?" Erica asked when she heard the sigh.
"Just sitting around reading a book," Jenny said with a giggle. She bit her lip, wondering if she should tell Erica what was going on right now. They had made a pact years ago that they would share everything. However, that was a long time ago. Then suddenly Jenny squealed as she felt Tim's tongue on her asshole through the soaked panties. Her breathing was getting heavier.
"Jenny, what is going on?" Erica asked with great curiosity. Then added quickly, "Do you have someone there with you?"
Jenny sighed. "Yes," she whispered.
"Well, I can call you back later if you want," Erica said hesitantly. However, it was obvious from her tone that she really wanted to know what Jenny was doing.
"No," Jenny answered quickly. "Uh... uh... it's just that... well, you're not going to believe this Erica."
"What... come on Jenny what's going on?" she said almost frantically.
Jenny took a deep breath and held it. Her heart was suddenly beating even faster. "I'm sitting on a guy's face," she said in an excited whisper.
"What?" Erica asked, sure she hadn't heard her correctly.
"I'm sitting on a guy's face," she repeated.
Erica gasped loudly.
After a long pause, Jenny asked, "Are you still there?"
Finally the shocked woman found her voice and said, "You're kidding me right?"
"No I'm not." Jenny suddenly wanted to shock Erica. While they had always been good friends, there was a bit of competitive nature between the two of them. Now she wanted her best friend to know that she had blossomed. "His head is on the sofa and I'm sitting on his face. But I still have my panties on" she added with a giggle.
"I don't believe you," Erica said defiantly, as if challenging her to prove it.
With an unseen smile, Jenny lifted up and placed the phone close to Tim's mouth and said loud enough for Erica to hear, "Say hello to my best friend Erica."
Tim was startled to hear Jenny saying something to him. He had heard bits and pieces of the conversation but was too busy to pay much attention. "Uh... hi Erica," he whispered breathlessly.
Jenny lifted to phone and said, "Do you believe me now?"
There was silence on the other end of the line.
"Listen, I'll call you tomorrow from my office and tell you all about it. Right now, I have to go." She gasped as Tim began to suck her swollen lips through her panties. Jenny said a quick goodbye and hung up the phone. She giggled again as she envisioned the shock on her friend's face. It was mean to hang up so abruptly but she would explain everything tomorrow.
Jenny sat on Tim's willing face for a long time, letting him continue to suck her panties. On occasion she would lift up to make sure that he could still breathe. She also watched his still throbbing penis as a steady stream of juice ran down the shaft.
Suddenly she wanted to feel his mouth on her bare and very swollen sex lips. She lifted up and quickly stripped off her panties. When she looked down she saw that Tim's eyes were closed and there was a strange look on his face. She straddled him again and backed up, opening her legs wide and sat down, forcing her wet sex onto his willing mouth. "Eat me," she gasped. A second later she screamed as the young man's tongue slipped into her. With that, Jenny began to bounce up and down, forcing Tim's tongue in and out of her wet hole. Her juice was literally running out of her and dripping down the sides of his cheeks. "Oh Godddddd!!!" she gasped as a strong climax rushed through her. It started in her toes and shot up her body, exploding in her head. She had to reach down and balance herself on her hands or risk falling to the floor as waves of ecstasy rushed up and down her body.
Strangely when the last tremor went through her, she found that she was still excited. She lifted up and looked down at Tim's wet face. His eyes were open, but he had a blank stare. Jenny surprised herself when she turned and straddled his face again, this time facing the back of the sofa. She placed her knees close to the boy's ears and reached for his head. Her fingers intertwined in his hair and she pulled his mouth toward her still throbbing pussy. At the same time she forced herself down on him again. "Eat my cunt," she screamed as she harshly pulled the poor boy's mouth to her vagina. Within seconds she was delirious with excitement and rapidly losing control again. She was literally fucking his face, bouncing up and down with abandon, without concern for the almost drowning boy beneath her. Through lust fogged eyes she looked down and could only see the top of his forehead and hair. His nose and mouth were completely buried in her sex. She began to climax again. The world began to spin out of control as the pleasure went on and on.
Finally, the exhausted woman collapsed, falling to the side and freeing the boy's face.
Neither of them moved for some time. When Jenny opened her eyes she saw that Tim was still in the same position. His face was a mess and juice was dripping from his chin to his chest and trickling down to his stomach. His eyes were closed.
As Jenny's eyes scanned down his body, she gasped. There was more than just her juice on his stomach. Tim had climaxed. His cream was splattered across his stomach and it was still drooling from his shrinking penis. She wondered if he had jerked off but then saw that his hands were still behind his back. He had climaxed from her sitting on his face. She relaxed back onto the sofa with a satisfied smile.
Jenny turned on the shower and adjusted the spray. Then she held her hand out to Tim. As they both stepped into the steaming spray Jenny reached for the soap. A minute later they were both giggling like kids as Tim lathered Jenny's breasts and she did the same to his groin.
"I love your tits," Tim said as he ran his now slippery hands around the two large orbs.
Jenny felt his penis begin to harden in her hands. "Do you want to fuck them?"
Tim's eyes grew large. "Can I?" Tim asked excitedly.
"Sure," Jenny said as she slipped to her knees in the tub. Then she wrapped her soap-covered breasts around Tim's equally soapy penis.
Tim moaned and began to move his hips back and forth, forcing his penis between her breasts.
Jenny watched as the large head appeared and then disappeared between her cleavage. She lifted one breast and then the other, rubbing the slick skin along the sides of his shaft. Soon she was moving both breasts up and down rapidly. A giggle slipped from her lips as the action caused the soap bubbles to fill her cleavage. Then, when she heard Tim moan excitedly, she glanced up and saw that his head was thrown back in pleasure. When she looked down again she saw his clear juice streaming from the open slit and mixing with the soapy froth. Suddenly her excitement grew to match his. "Yes, fuck my tits," she gasped.
Tim wasn't listening. His hips were already rocking back and forth. Then he suddenly grabbed Jenny's shoulders and humped his hips rapidly, forcing his shaft back and forth in a blur. "Oh Jesus," he gasped as his penis throbbed and began to squirt his cum from the swollen head.
Jenny squealed in delight as a long stream of juice streaked from the opening, hitting her in the face. A second streak followed immediately, splattering on her chin. Then another and another until her entire face was covered with his semen. Some of it hung in ropes from her chin before slowly dropping to her breasts.



Tim staggered back and leaned against the tile of the shower stall. "I'm sorry," he apologized when he saw the mess he had made on Jenny's face.
She smiled up and him and said, "That's quite all right. I just hope you have enough left to fuck me."
"Just give me a few minutes to recuperate."
The two of them finished the shower and then dried each other. Jenny led Tim to her bedroom where they slipped under the cool sheets. A few minutes later they were kissing again.
Jenny was surprised at how insatiable Tim was. It only took him fifteen minutes to get hard for the third time. This time she wanted him to fuck her... and he did. They did it with her on her back, on her knees, on her side and with her sitting on him. Amazingly Jenny climaxed in each position.
When Tim left several hours later, every part of Jenny's body was sore but she was a very satisfied woman. There was something to be said for youth, she thought before she fell into an exhausted sleep.
Chapter 11
The following morning Jenny called her friend Erica. She apologized for hanging up so abruptly but explained that she was a little too preoccupied to talk.
Erica said that she understood but made Jenny tell her everything that had happened. When Jenny was done, her best friend was almost too stunned to talk. Erica couldn't believe that Jenny was the shy girl that she had grown up with.
Then Jenny proceeded to tell her about what was going on in her life and specifically, what had happened to her in the past several weeks. However, she left out her visit with Michael. She wasn't sure she was going to tell her about that.
In turn, Erica told her about what she had been doing. She had a good job but traveled a lot. She didn't have a steady boyfriend but she was dating several guys. She also told Jenny that she had changed quite a bit as well; she no longer tried to hide her shape behind baggy clothes and she had developed a very out-going personality. However, she didn't tell her about the cosmetic surgery to straighten a slight imperfection in her nose... she would leave that as a surprise.
They talked for over an hour and then made arrangements for Jenny to pick Erica up at the airport next week.
It was after 10 A.M. when Jenny walked into Tom's office and closed the door.
He was sitting at his desk and looked up with a smile.
"Do you have the MacIntire file?" Jenny asked.
"Yes, I think it's in the bottom drawer of my desk here," Tom said.
Jenny waited for him to get it but when he didn't she walked over. She knew what was going to happen. As soon as she bent over to open the drawer, she felt Tom's hand on the back of her thigh. A weak sigh of exasperation escaped her lips, but she didn't otherwise protest. Instead she let his hand wander up the back of her leg until it reached the warm flesh above her nylons. She gasped when his fingers slipped across the gusset of her panties. A second later he was pulling it aside and searching for her lips.
"I love your pussy lips," he whispered as he took them between his fingers and squeezed.
"Mmmmmm," Jenny hissed. Finding her voice she said, "Tom... I have work to do."
"I'm your boss and I decide what work you do," he answered in mock seriousness as he found her hole with his middle finger. Slowly he pushed it into her. Inch by inch it disappeared into her hole. Then, as he began to saw it in and out, he whispered, "I want to fuck you."
"God, not now," Jenny finally protested.
Tom suddenly stood up and began to unbuckle his pants.
Instead of making a break from the office, Jenny watched with growing excitement as he dropped his pants and underwear and sat back in his chair. His penis was already hard and pulsing in his lap. Jenny bit her lip and squeezed her legs together in an attempt to control her excitement. It didn't work. She had a major dilemma: so far she had only had oral sex with him. This would be a big step, which she wasn't sure she wanted to take.
"Sit on my cock," Tom pleaded as he held his swollen penis in his hand.
Jenny felt her heart begin to pound in her chest. She stood frozen with indecision, staring at his throbbing erection with the swollen and purple head. Her pussy began to throb and her juices began to stream down her thighs.
"Fuck me," he said as forcefully as he could.
With a whimper of resignation Jenny slipped her panties off. As if in a trance, she pulled her skirt up and straddled the arms of his chair. Her hand searched between her legs until she found his throbbing penis. When she had it in her hand, she centered it on her waiting vagina. When it touched her swollen lips, she knew that there was no turning back.
"Ahhhhh!!!" they both moaned as Jenny settled down, taking Tom's penis into her body for the first time.
Jenny bent her head to Tom's shoulder and whimpered as his shaft slipped halfway into her. Gradually she relaxed, forcing his penis ever deeper until it was as far as it could go in her wet hole. When it touched bottom, she sat still, enjoying the feeling of fullness... of being stretched so sweetly. It suddenly occurred to her that she couldn't get enough sex. It was as if a "Pandora's Box" had been opened for her. After the weekend and last night with Tim, she had been so satisfied that she didn't think she would want sex for a month. Now it was twelve hours later and she was as horny as a teenager again.
"Oh God, fuck me," Tom gasped, unable to move in his position beneath her.
She looked down at his lust-contorted face and kissed him. At the same time she began to move. Slowly she lifted up until his penis was almost out of her. Then she pushed back down; cutting off a scream of pleasure as the long shaft split her sex lips and slipped all the way inside again. Jenny used her strong thighs, which were lying across the arms of the chair, to lift her weight from Tom's lap. Then she relaxed her muscles and dropped down, taking him all the way inside her again. Soon she was moving up and down in a steady rhythm.
Tom hadn't expected Jenny to be so compliant. Her readiness to have sex with him made the encounter even more exciting. That brought him to his peak far too quickly. "Jenny... I'm going to cum if you keep that up," he warned.
"Yes, yes, yes, cummmmmmm in meeeee!!!" She was ready for it... she wanted it.
Tom gasped and lifted his hips from the chair. The swollen head of his penis grew even larger. Deep inside it throbbed and began to spit his semen into her willing hole.
When Jenny felt his scalding juice, she went over the top. She moved rapidly up and down several times before sitting down heavily, forcing the still spouting head to the back of her vagina. Soon she was filled to capacity and the thick juice began to pour from the sides of her stretched hole.
Suddenly the room grew very quiet except for the heavy breathing of the two lovers.
They sat clasped together for a long time: Jenny's arms wrapped around Tom's neck, her thighs hanging over the arms of the chair and their groins pressed together tightly.
"I think I'm leaking onto your chair," Jenny whispered.
"I know," Tom said with an exhausted smile.
Jenny pulled herself up; letting Tom's rapidly shrinking penis slip from her hole. Gobs of his cream followed. "Now, I have real work to do," she said. With a satisfied smile she walked out of his office. As she passed Tom's secretary and headed for the bathroom, she could feel his juice running down her thighs and she trembled.
Chapter 12
Later that day Sean stopped by to see Jenny. He peeked his head into her office and said, "Hi Jenny."
"Hi Sean. Come in."
"Jack and I were wondering if Tuesday would be a good night for you to go out with us. There is a great place a few blocks from here and they have live music for dancing on Tuesday nights."
Jenny thought for a moment and said, "You know, that sounds nice. I haven't danced in ages."
"Then it's a date," Sean said with a smile.
"Is six thirty okay?" Jenny responded.
"Great. See you outside at six thirty."
Sean and Jack were already outside the building when Jenny came out.
"The club is only a few blocks, so we can walk," Sean said.
"Good, I need a little exercise. I haven't had a chance to get to the gym in a week."
"Don't worry, by the time the night is over, you will have gotten all the exercise you can handle," Jack said with a laugh.
Jenny looked at him curiously.
"Sean told me that you we love to dance... right?"
"Yes," Jenny answered with a smile.
The three of them walked arm and arm down the block and turned the corner. The club entrance was in a dark alley with a flashing neon sign above the door. It looked like a pretty seedy place to Jenny.
When Sean saw Jenny's look of concern he said, "Don't worry, the inside is better than the outside."
"I hope so."
When they stepped inside, Jenny realized that Sean was right. It was a large warehouse type building with a giant dance floor with a circular bar in the middle. Upstairs, overlooking the dance floor was a loft with tables.
"Let's get a table upstairs," Sean said, leading Jenny and Jack up a spiral stairway.
The bar wasn't crowded yet and the band was just setting up.
"The band starts playing at seven," Jack said.
A waitress took their orders.
"So is this where you two guys hang out?" Jenny asked.
"Sometimes. Especially when we want to dance. Besides, it's close to home so we can drink and don't have to drive," Sean said.
When the drinks came, the three of them sat and watched the band getting ready. It took them another half-hour to get the equipment set up and tune their instruments. By that time, Jenny had had three drinks on an empty stomach and was feeling a little tipsy.
"Another drink?" Sean asked.
"No yet, I'm drinking too fast."
The band started to play.
"Let's dance... that should sober you up a little," Jack said and grabbed her hand.
An hour later, Jenny had to sit down. Between Sean and Jack, she hadn't had missed one song. "I can use another drink now," Jenny said to Sean over the loud music.
They went back to the table and ordered drinks, watching as the place began to fill. Soon, the dance floor was crowded and all of the tables were taken.
As they laughed and talked at the table, Jenny tried to remember the last time she had had so much fun. Jack and Sean were great dancers, plus they were very funny. She found herself laughing at all their corny jokes and stories.
As the evening wore on, the lights in the place dimmed and the slow songs began to play. Jenny danced the first song with Sean and then the next with Jack. She found herself wondering which of two she liked best. Sean seemed to be the more outgoing of the two but Jack's shyness was cute. She felt her face flush when she wondered which of them had the largest penis. Then she chastised herself for going there. In the mean time, she continued to drink, albeit slower then before.
"Another dance," Sean asked, interrupting her thoughts.
"Sure." This time Sean seemed to hold her a little closer... but it might have been her imagination and the alcohol. However, soon his hands slipped down her back to the top of her buttocks. He was getting fresh with her. However, instead of protesting, she giggled and let his hands wander. The dance floor was dark and she didn't think anyone would notice. A little moan escaped her lips when his hands covered her buttocks and pulled her toward him. She could feel that he was getting excited. Almost out of reflex, her leg slipped between his thighs and she rubbed the rapidly growing protrusion between his legs.
By the time the song ended, Jenny was just as excited as Sean was.
Jack cut in. It didn't take long for his hands to begin to take liberties as well.
Jenny knew that she should put a stop to this but it felt so good to have the attention of these two handsome men. She decided that she would let it go on for a while longer before she stopped it.
Neither man let Jenny have a rest. They kept her on the floor through the fast songs and then the slow ones. With each song, they seemed to take more liberties. At one point, Sean slipped his hand between them and began to fondle her breast. When Jenny started to protest he kissed her, cutting off her words.
The kiss was so unexpected that it almost took her breath away. She didn't protest when his tongue slipped into her mouth. Instead she sucked on it, before pushing hers into his mouth.
Jack took Sean's place for the next song. And, he kissed her too.
Soon Jenny's head was spinning and she wasn't even sure who she was dancing with or who was kissing her. All she knew was that she wished she had worn panties. Her juice was running down her thighs.
"Let's get out of here," Sean whispered.
Suddenly, Jenny was in a quandary. She liked Sean but she also liked Jack. She couldn't decide. "I don't know. What about Jack?" she whispered.
"Well, let's go outside and we can decide."
A few minutes later the three of them were standing in the alley. Both men had their arm around Jenny. That was good since Jenny found herself swaying a bit from all the drinks on her empty stomach. While the fresh air had cleared Jenny's head somewhat, she still didn't know what to do... which man to chose.
"Let's go to our place and have a nightcap," Sean suggested.
"Our place?" Jenny asked.
"Yes, Jack and I live together in a two bedroom flat. It's only two blocks from here."
"I don't know," Jenny said in a cautious tone.
"Don't worry, we won't bite... unless you want us to."
Jenny sighed and allowed the two men to lead her out of the alley and onto the street. Before she knew it they were at the door of their apartment. Jenny hesitated.
Sean turned her to him and kissed her passionately.
Jenny moaned and before she knew what was happening, Jack had pulled her around and was kissing her.
Then Sean led her into his apartment and sat her down on the sofa. Jack sat beside her. "I'll get us something to drink," he said, leaving her and Jack alone.
As soon as Sean was out of the room, Jack kissed her again. Jenny moaned when she felt his hand searching under her sweater for her breast. Her heart was pounding in her chest as his hand slipped under her bra to grasp her bare breast. Then, as if she couldn't stop him, she lifted her arms and let him slip her sweater over her head. Jenny was tipsy but she wasn't drunk. However, the potent combination of alcohol and excitement was clouding her judgment.
Quickly, before she could protest, Jack opened the front clasp on Jenny's bra and pushed it aside. Then he bent his head and began to suck on her bare breast.
Jenny closed her eyes and moaned. Her hand came up to hold his head and then move his mouth from one hard nipple to the other.
"Started without me I see," Sean said as he stood in front of them with drinks in his hands.
Jenny gasped and felt her face turn red with embarrassment. She had never had someone watch her before. When she looked into his eyes, she saw them swimming with lust.
Sean sat down on the other side of her. Then he turned her lips to him and kissed her.
Jenny thought she might climax. Nothing had prepared her for this. One man was sucking her breast and the other was kissing her. Then she felt hands on her thighs, pulling them apart. Quickly the hands started moving higher. "Oh Jesus," she gasped when their fingers reached her wet vagina.
"Jack... uh Sean." Jenny tried to protest but one of their mouths always cut off her words. Then, as Jack sucked her breast, she watched Sean slip to his knees between her legs. He quickly lifted her legs, spreading them. Jenny's brain was telling her to stop this, but her excitement was overruling logic. It was as if there was an angel on one shoulder and demon on the other. Yet, she wasn't sure if it was the angel or demon that was telling her to relax and enjoy it.
"Oh Goddddd!!!" Jenny cried when Sean buried his mouth between her legs. Then, suddenly, her cries were cut off. She felt a penis at her lips. "Wait," she gasped. One word jumped into her mind from her self-help book: "Control". She needed to get control of the situation.
Sean looked startled when Jenny pushed his head from between her legs.
Controlling the excitement in her voice Jenny said calmly, "Stand up... both of you."
Sean looked at Jack. Jack shrugged his shoulders as they both stood up in front of Jenny.
Jenny almost giggled when she saw the two grown men standing there like petulant children. Sean's face was wet with her juices and Jack's hard penis was poking from his opened pants. "Take your clothes off."
Again, the two men looked at each other. They had expected a reprimand. Their faces broke into wide grins as they hurried to disrobe.
Jenny watched, looking from one guy to the other. Sean had the better body. He was tall and well built. Jack wasn't bad but he obviously was not into exercise. When they were both naked and standing before her, she compared their equipment. Sean's penis was longer but Jack's was fatter. Both were nice sized and most importantly, very hard.
"Jerk on your cocks for me," she said, her voice suddenly quivering with excitement.
The two men looked at each other then back at Jenny. At the same time they began to stroke themselves slowly.
"Very nice," Jenny whispered as she watched the two men, her eyes never leaving their throbbing erections. She spread her legs and reached between her thighs. She saw Jack and Sean's eyes staring between her legs as she began to play with herself.
"Oh Jesus," one of them gasped.
Suddenly Jenny was afraid that one or both of them were going to climax. "Sit down here," she said quickly, patting the sofa before getting to her feet. She swayed a bit as she stood in front of the two smiling men. Before her trembling legs gave out, she knelt at their feet. Leaning forward, she grasped both men's hard shafts. She couldn't believe what she was doing. Never in her life had she even consider having two men at the same time. While she knew that she would regret it tomorrow, she couldn't stop herself. Slowly, she began to stroke them, leaning forward to rest her large breasts on their legs.
Jack and Sean glanced at each other with silly smiles on their faces.
Jenny's eyes glassed over as she looked from one penis to the other. As her hands moved up and down, she heard the two men begin to moan. She leaned forward and took Sean's penis into her mouth, as she continued to stroke Jack. Then she switched. She moved from one to the other and then back again. When both shafts were dripping with her saliva she sat back. Now she had to decide which one she wanted inside her first. "Sean, move to the end of the sofa," Jenny said and stood up. She looked at Jack and said, " Fuck me from behind." With that she got on the sofa on her knees and leaned over Sean. She felt Jack getting to his knees behind her as she dropped her head to take Sean inside her mouth again.
"Oh Jesus," Jack moaned as he slipped his fat shaft into Jenny's very wet vagina.
Jenny gasped and paused for a second. Then she felt Sean's hand on her head pushing her down. A second later she was sucking him and forcing her hips back to take Jack's penis deep inside her.
The room quickly filled with the gasps and moans of the three lovers.
Jenny's brain could no longer function. She was lost in a fog of swirling sexual ecstasy. Her hand pumped Sean's shaft as she sucked. Her hips moved back and forth in a steady rhythm, forcing Jack's thighs to slap on her ass cheeks with each plunge of his penis. Within seconds, she felt her first climax coming on. She controlled a little whimper as her body trembled. It was the first climax of many.




Jack and Sean were oblivious to Jenny's orgasm. They too were in a world of their own, rushing rapidly toward their own climaxes.
Suddenly, Jenny was startled when Jack pulled out. Then Sean pushed her mouth from his penis. Without a word, they switched. A second later, she was sucking Jack's penis and Sean was inside her. She began to climax again.
The "Round Robin", went on for some time. Jenny lost track of the number of times she had climaxed.
Finally Sean or Jack moaned that they were going to climax.
Jenny didn't know which one it was but the penis in her mouth began to swell. A moan slipped from her lips when she felt it throb and begin to spit his thick cream into her mouth. A bellow came from behind her as the other man began to climax as well. The feeling of having a penis cum in her mouth and one in her pussy was almost too much for Jenny. She collapsed onto the man below her as the one inside her followed her down, his penis still spitting juice into her convulsing hole.
Chapter 13
As Jenny expected, she felt terrible the next day. She was hung over but that wasn't all; she felt incredibly guilty about what she had done. Although she tried to tell herself that her lustful behavior was because of the alcohol, deep down she knew better. She had lost control and now she felt like a slut. She was so embarrassed that she didn't want to see Sean or Jack. So she avoided their department and stayed in her office most of the day.
When her phone rang and she heard Michael on the other end, she was relieved. She needed to talk to someone. Michael was calling about going to lunch later in the week in order to talk about Jenny's business plan. Jenny suggested that today would be good.
At noon, Jenny met her at a restaurant not far from the office. They sat under an umbrella at a street-side table.
"So, how is your plan coming?" Michael asked.
"Good I think," Jenny answered, opening a large envelope and pulling out her plan.
"Very impressive," Michael said when she saw that Jenny had a formal written plan.
For the next hour, Jenny and Michael discussed her plan. Jenny was impressed with Michael's business knowledge. She was surprised to find that she had run several successful businesses over the years, prior to marrying her current (and second) husband. Her current business wasn't profitable but that was because she didn't have to worry about profit. She managed the shop for fun and for something to do with her idle time.
When they were done, Jenny put the plan away and sat back. A pensive look came to her face. She wanted to talk personally to Michael but didn't know how to start.
Michael solved that for her when she said, "What's wrong? You look upset."
Jenny paused, trying to control her emotions. Then she said, "I guess I'm having second thoughts about the 'new' Jenny."
"How so?"
"I don't know... it's just that... just... damn," Jenny said and paused again. She picked up a napkin and wiped tears from her eyes. "I feel like a... like a slut."
"Why on earth do you feel that way?" Michael asked with concern.
Jenny proceeded to tell Michael about her experiences with Jack and Sean and then told her about Tim. She thought but didn't say that she could have added her experiences with Michael herself.
Michael sat with her mouth open. She was shocked by Jenny's revelations but tried not to show it. However, she was afraid that her facial expression betrayed her. She hadn't expected Jenny to have such a wide variety of sexual experiences in such a short time. When she had composed herself she reached over and grasped Jenny's hand. "Listen Jenny, because you like sex and are willing to experiment doesn't make you a slut. The truth is that 'slut' is an unfair label that society has placed on women that are sexually active. If you were male, you would be called a 'ladies man'. It's the double standard."
Jenny continued to wipe her eyes. "I know that but I can't help the feeling." Then she took a deep breath and said, "Even what we did... you and I..." Jenny paused again, unable to finish her sentence.
Michael sat back in her chair and sighed. "Jenny, I'm not a psychologist but I've been to plenty of them and I can assure you that there is nothing wrong with you. First of all, you're not a slut. You are a healthy and sexually active woman who is discovering things about yourself that you never knew. Those emotions are confusing and distressing... but most women go through them in their teens or early twenties. By the time we reach our late twenties or thirties, most of those things are resolved. Frankly, your lack of confidence with your body kept you sexually immature. Besides that, you are feeling the effect of the baggage that society has placed on women. I'm not a 'women's libber' but I believe in equality. For thousands of years, women's sexual desires have been suppressed."
Jenny looked at Michael and nodded her head. What she said made sense. However, she still had a lot of questions.
Michael continued. "You're a student of history. Think about Cleopatra. She was the woman that pioneered wearing lipstick to emphasize her skill at oral love. Then there was Catherine The Great, who was rumored to have had 300 lovers. These women were thought to be sexually insatiable. However, the truth was that they had enough power that they didn't care what people thought or said." Again Michael paused. Then she smiled and said, "Now, I'm not saying that you're sexually insatiable... just that you are a normal woman... maybe with above average sexual desire. Now you have self-bestowed power to get what you want. The power sexual freedom is an aphrodisiac in itself. All women have that power... if we all knew how to use it, the world would be a very different place."
"It's strange that you mention the power thing. When I go to work, I have this feeling of power and confidence. And that brings on this incredible feeling... it is almost sexual in nature. Then, on the other hand, sometimes I feel submissive... like... like when we were together. When I'm with Tim I feel this rush of power again. He'll do anything I want." Jenny paused and looked up at the sky, still sniffling. Then she continued. "It's so confusing... am I dominant or submissive... have I become a slut... or am I just blossoming... who am I really?"
"Jenny, we all lead several lives. WE are the only ones that really, really know what goes on inside our own heads. I think everyone would be surprised if they learned the secret thoughts of their friends and families. As far as being submissive or dominant, the fact is I think most people are both dominant and submissive. You've heard stories about corporate executives, men and women that go to hookers and become submissive... for a short period. Everyone needs someone else to be in control sometimes. On the other hand, power is also an aphrodisiac. The way you feel at work and the power you have over Tim naturally turns you on. It's all perfectly normal."
Jenny began to feel better as she listened to Michael talk. It seemed that she was much wiser than her thirty- something years would indicate.
"Listen Jenny, this is too public a place to discuss this. Why don't you come over to my house tonight? My husband is still out of town. We can have a little wine and relax."
Jenny thought for a moment. She was pretty sure what "coming over" to Michael's place meant. Then she felt a sudden tremor of excitement go through her. "Okay."
"Good, I'll pick you up at your place at seven. Bring some clothes in case you decide to stay over."
Michael was waiting in her car when Jenny came downstairs.
Jenny was wearing a tank top, without a bra, and had a white blouse over it. The blouse was unbuttoned in front. She had chosen a pair of black stretch leotards. They were obscenely tight but she figured that she wouldn't be seeing anyone but Michael. She carried a small overnight case.
Michael was wearing a pretty blue summer dress that was cut low in the front and flared at her hips. It came to mid thigh and left much of her sexy legs exposed.
Jenny looked over and saw that the hem of her dress had pulled far up her thigh. She could tell she didn't have a bra or nylons on. She wondered if she was wearing panties. She felt a strange tingling between her legs. She said, "I love your dress."
"Thanks. It's a new design that I just got in. If you want one, I ordered several in your size."
Jenny smiled and said, "Always trying to sell huh?"
"Sorry," Michael said with a laugh.
A few minutes later Michael turned the car into a long driveway lined with tall pine trees. She drove up the hill until they came to a large multi-level brick home.
Jenny was impressed with Michael's house. In fact, it was a mansion and was situated on acres of rolling farmland with long white fences surrounding thoroughbred horses.
As Michael led her into the house she said, "I let the help have the night off so we don't have to worry about being disturbed."
Jenny didn't know she had servants, but based on the size of the house it was easy to see that she needed them. A little tremor went through her at the comment about not "being disturbed."
The inside of the house was as impressive as the outside. The ceilings were tall with giant chandeliers hanging in the foyer and dining room. There were large portraits on the walls and marble pillars. A long spiral staircase led to the upstairs.
"Come on in to the kitchen and we'll break out a bottle of wine," Michael said, leading Jenny through a large gathering room. "I had Maria fix a pizza and leave it for us. It'll be like a pajama party," she laughed.
Michael got a bottle of chilled wine and glasses. Jenny got the pizza from the oven and they went into a large but warmly furnished sunroom off the kitchen.
"This is my favorite room in the house... well, other than the bedroom," Michael laughed.
"It's beautiful," Jenny said as she glanced around the expensively furnished room. There were several sofas along with pillows strewn around the carpeted floor. A large fireplace was the centerpiece. But the most impressive feature was the view from the large windows overlooking the rolling hills of the farm. There was a beautiful lake in the middle of the field that reflected the rays of the setting sun. Jenny stood and stared out the window at several horses as they galloped across the field. "I can see why you like this room. You obviously love horses. Do you ride?"
"All the time. I especially like those tight riding pants and carrying a whip," she said with a laugh.
Jenny turned and looked at her and saw a flash of fire in her eyes. She trembled and felt goose bumps on her arms, amazed that this woman could have such an affect on her.
"Let's watch the sun go down and eat our pizza," Michael said as she sat the wine bottle down and then arranged several large pillows on the floor. She poured two glasses of wine and Jenny cut the pizza.
A short while later the two women were giggling like schoolgirls. Jenny re-told the story about Tim and her night with Sean and Jack, adding a few details like how big their equipment was and how funny it felt to sit on Tim's face. Michael roared at that, saying that she wanted to try it and wondered if Tim was available for loan. She was only half joking.
"I'm sure he wouldn't mind," Jenny said. "However, I think he likes big butts," she laughed as she drank her third glass of wine.
"Well, so do I," Michael replied, looking into Jenny's eyes.
"You like what?" Jenny asked.
"Like big butts... especially yours."
Jenny's face turned red and she turned to look out the window. "Oh look, the sun is going down," she said, changing the subject. Then she sank back in the large pillow and stared out the window.
Michael moved closer to Jenny, throwing her arm over the pillow behind her. Then she settled down next to her. "The beauty of nature never ceases to amaze me," she whispered. However, she wasn't looking at the sun... she was staring at Jenny.
Jenny closed her eyes for a moment as Michael gently ran her finger down her arm. "Michael," she whispered when the older woman moved her finger over to touch her breast.
When she didn't protest too much, Michael grew bolder, reaching inside her blouse to fondle her covered breast. "Umm, no bra," she whispered excitedly. She squeezed the soft flesh and lifted the large orb as if testing the weight. Then she squeezed her nipple, making it harden immediately. That brought a little whimper from Jenny's lips.
Despite being incredibly sexually satisfied by Jack and Sean, Jenny found that she was becoming excited again. Michael's touch was so different from a man's. It was gently, yet she knew that she could be harsh. She remembered the feeling of her bare hand on her ass. A shudder when through her body as she thought about that night. She squeezed her legs together and felt her sex lips begin to swell.
Michael slipped her hand down to the bottom of Jenny's tank top and moved it underneath. Despite quiet moans of protest, she moved it upward until she could feel the soft flesh of her breast. She bent to kiss Jenny's neck as her hand covered one orb.
"Ohh!!!" Jenny moaned at the combined feeling of Michael's soft hand on her breast and hot tongue on her neck.
Michael leaned close to Jenny's ear and whispered, "Did you like it when I spanked you the last time." She already knew the answer.
Jenny just moaned.
"I want to do it again."
Another moan escaped Jenny's lips as a strange, submissive feeling washed over. She trembled as the older woman continued to kiss her neck and play with her now very hard nipples.
Michael felt her tremble. "Yes, I'm going to spank your ass again. But first, I want to kiss you." With that she turned Jenny's face toward her. She saw that her eyes were wide with conflicting emotions. Afraid that she might protest, Michael quickly brought her lips to Jenny's.
"Mmmmm," Jenny moaned as the older woman's soft lips pressed to hers. She felt her tongue pressing on her lips, wanting entry. Jenny opened her mouth and let it in.
A moan escaped Michael's lips as she pressed Jenny back into the pillow and forced her tongue down her throat. A chill went through her when Jenny's tongue fought back and pushed into her own mouth.
Soon, the two women were writhing on the floor. Michael had Jenny's top above her breasts and was working on both orbs with her hands as her lips devoured the younger woman's. They were both gasping for breath when Michael pulled away.
"Wait here," Michael said and got up and left the room.
Jenny continued to lie on the pillow, her eyes hooded over in lust. She barely saw the sun disappear below the hills. With a trembling hand she reached for her wineglass and downed the contents.
A minute later Michael was back and she had something in her hand. Jenny tried to see what it was but her eyes were fuzzy.
Michael sat on one of the large sofas and said, "Come here Jenny." She said it in a firm voice... leaving no doubt as to whom was in charge.
Almost in a trance, Jenny stood up. She walked slowly over to the seated woman. She barely realized that both of her breasts were still exposed. But she could feel that the crotch of her leotards was soaked.
"Turn around," Michael ordered.
Jenny turned her back to Michael and then gasped when she felt her reach for her leotards and pull them down to her thighs. She began to tremble as she stood submissively in front of the older woman.
"Just as I thought... no panties. I think I am going to have to teach you a lesson young lady. Over my knees, now!"
Jenny whimpered but obeyed, positioning herself over Michael's knees with her ass exposed.
"The last time my hand was sore for days. I think this will work better."
Jenny strained her head to see what Michael had in her hand. It was a pink bedroom slipper with fuzzy ball on the toe. She was almost relieved, figuring that it wouldn't hurt as much as her hand. She was wrong.
"Smack! Smack! Smack!" Michael brought the slipper down on Jenny's white cheeks.
"Ouch!!!" Jenny cried in surprise.
"Didn't think it was going to hurt did you?" Michael laughed lustfully. She brought the slipper down again and again, covering the wide expanse of Jenny's white buttocks.
Jenny squirmed her ass on Michael's lap as the stinging blows sent shock waves though her pussy.
The older woman worked across the expanse of Jenny's ass with skill, making sure she landed a blow on every square inch until the skin was bright red. A smile came to Michael's face when she felt Jenny begin to raise her hips. She didn't need to touch her sex to know that she was soaked.
Soon, Jenny was trembling with excitement. Her hips moved back and forth and then up and down on Michael's lap with each blow. Incredible she began to feel like she could climax if she just squeezed her thighs together. "Oh Jesus," she gasped as waves of pleasure began to consume her. Suddenly she began to climax as the blows continued to rain down. Incredibly, each blow seemed intensify the orgasm.
Michael was astounded when she realized that Jenny was climaxing. She had never seen a woman climax from a spanking alone, and she had spanked a few in her life. However, the proof was on her lap. She continued to smack Jenny's ass far longer than she normally would have, waiting for her convulsions to slow. It took some time and her ass was as red as a beet when she finally stopped.
As Jenny calmed down, she felt her face turn red from embarrassment. She couldn't believe that she had climaxed from being spanked.
Michael sat back and tried to control her breathing. In fact, she had almost climaxed herself. However, she wanted to wait... she had other plans about how she was going to climax. She took a deep breath and said, "Jenny, stand up." She said it as firmly as she could under the circumstances.
Jenny stood up with her head down. Her leotards were still around her thighs and her breasts were still bare. She reached back and rubbed her tingling ass. Then she reached down to pull her leotards up.
"Leave them alone," Michael said, this time with more authority. "Look at me," she snapped.
Jenny looked into Michael's eyes, her face growing hot with embarrassment again.
"Well, that was quite some performance you put on," Michael said without smiling. "Look at how all your squirming has wrinkled my new dress."
Jenny's eyes glanced down and saw that the pretty blue dress was bunched up high on the older woman's thighs.
"Why don't you kneel down here and straighten it out for me?" It wasn't a question but an order.
Suddenly, Jenny's thighs began to tremble and her legs grew week. She hesitated.
"I'm waiting."
Slowly Jenny sank to her knees. Afraid to look at Michael's face, she stared at her bare thighs and gently straightened the older woman's dress. Then she paused, her hands lying gently on Michael's knees. A second later she saw Michael begin to move her thighs apart. Suddenly, it dawned on her what Michael had in mind. A rush of fear consumed her.
"I guess you know how you can pay for what you did... don't you?"
Jenny swallowed hard and looked up at Michael's unsmiling face.
Michael knew that this was the moment of truth. She knew that it was a big risk to push the young woman this far, this fast, but she could hardly wait any longer. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she silently stared into the eyes of the shocked and nervous woman. She saw a tinge of fear. But there was something else... something primal... sexual.
As Jenny watched, the older woman reached down and began to pull her dress higher. At the same time she began to spread her legs. Suddenly, she sucked in her breath as Michael's pussy came into view. Her eyes opened wide. It was her first close up view of her sex. Her sex mound was bare of hair like her own and it was incredibly smooth. It was obviously that she just didn't shave it because it was as smooth as a baby's butt without a hint of stubble. She remembered that Michael had said that she had her hair removed by laser. The inner lips were swollen and protruding but they weren't near as large as her own.



Michael was relieved that Jenny hadn't run screaming from the room yet. That gave her enough confidence to take the next step. Her hand trembled as she moved it between her legs.
Jenny watched as if hypnotized when Michael reached down and spread her lips. Unconsciously Jenny's tongue came out and she licked her suddenly parched lips.
"I want you to lick me," Michael said in a hoarse whisper.
Although Jenny knew what was coming, the spoken words shocked her.
Michael was staring at Jenny, her eyes now swimming with lust. "Kiss my thighs first."
Jenny hesitated until Michael reached out and grabbed her head. She held it tight but she didn't try to pull it forward. When Jenny realized that she wasn't going to force her she began to relax just a little. At least if she was going to do it, she could do it at her own pace, she thought. Besides, it wouldn't hurt to just kiss her thighs.
A little whimper escaped Michael's lips as Jenny's head slowly moved forward until her lips were close to the smooth, brown thighs of the older woman. A tremor went through Jenny when she realized that she could smell Michael's musk. It smelled just like her own and excited her. With increasing confidence, she touched her lips to the soft flesh.
"Ohhhh!!!," Michael moaned.
The moan sent an excited chill down Jenny's spine. She opened her mouth and touched her tongue to the hot skin. She heard another moan but it was harder to hear this time because a loud buzzing had began in her own head.
Michael resisted the urge to pull Jenny's head between her legs and force her mouth to her throbbing sex. It felt like her sex lips had swollen to twice their normal size and her heart felt like it was going to jump from her chest. She couldn't ever remember being this excited.
Jenny took a deep breath and began to kiss and lick Michael's thigh until it was wet with her saliva. Then she moved to the other. As she did, she felt the woman shifting above her, sliding down on the sofa and opening her legs wider. When she turned her head, her face was a scant inch from Michael's sex. Incredibly, she felt her own sex lips pulsing again. She squeezed her legs together and trapped them between her thighs to ease the throbbing. Instead, it only magnified her excitement.
"Please," Michael moaned.
Jenny heard her moan and felt a sudden surge of power. She placed her hands behind Michael's knees and boldly lifted her legs. Then with an animal like groan she opened her mouth and placed it on the older woman's sex.
"Ohhhhhhhh Jesusssssss!!!" Michael screamed. It was like the first time she had ever had a woman eat her. No, it was even more exciting.
Suddenly Jenny's mouth was filled with the sweet taste of Michael's pussy juice. It wasn't bad at all. In fact, it tasted almost exactly like her own juice, which she had tasted many, many times. With an almost animal like growl, Jenny began to eat Michael. Although she had never done this before, she knew what she liked. She sucked the inner lips into her mouth and used her tongue like a battering ram. When she heard the older woman's groans of approval, she sucked harder. She pulled back, stretching the inner lips as far as possible before she let them go. They snapped back like a rubber band.
Michael cried out in excitement.
Jenny giggled and did it again, and then again. Then she reached up and used her fingers to open the lips until the pulsing clit was exposed. She pulled back slightly and looked at the smooth little pea. She had never looked at a clit before. It resembled a tiny penis and was shaped like a football helmet. She stuck her tongue out and lapped across it.
"Oh God Jenny," Michael cried as she pulled Jenny's head down with her hands.
Jenny almost giggled and resisted the pressure. She continued to lick the tiny nub and watched it swell to an even larger size.
"Please, please, please," Michael begged, throwing her head back and forth in desperation.
Finally, Jenny relented and opened her mouth to suck her clit inside.
That was all Michael could stand. She lifted her hips and pulled Jenny's head between her legs. Her thighs pushed out until they landed on her shoulders and wrapped around her neck. She began to climax.
The older woman's gyrations made it difficult for Jenny to keep her mouth on her clit. She grasped her ass and tried to hold her hips still. However, it was a losing battle. Finally Jenny gave up and allowed the woman to use her face for her pleasure. By the time her convulsions were over, Jenny's face was soaked from her forehead to her chin. When she finally pulled back, she saw that Michael was lying with her head back and her eyes closed. She looked down at her ravaged sex lips and saw that they were incredibly swollen and soaked with her own saliva as well as Michael's copious juices. A smile came to Jenny's face and she leaned forward and planted gentle kisses on Michael's sex.
The rest of the night was a blur to Jenny. She remembered eating Michael several times and Michael returning the favor. They had also tried a sixty-nine. However, Jenny decided that she liked it better when she could concentrate on what she was doing or what was being done to her. A one point, she was surprised when Michael asked her to turn over on her stomach so she could eat her ass. The older woman spent quite a bit of time between her cheeks. Michael hadn't asked her to return the favor but she would have.
It was three o'clock in the morning when they both fell into an exhausted sleep.
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Chapter 14
It was difficult for Jenny to get a lot of work done the following morning. She couldn't stop thinking about what had happened at Michael's house last night. She was tired from the lovemaking but very satisfied. Strangely, she felt no guilt. In fact, she got that sweet little tingling between her legs every time she thought of Michael. However, it wasn't only the sex. What Michael had said at lunch had really helped her. It was all starting to make sense for her. However, she still wasn't sure if she had become perverse or was just becoming comfortable with her sexuality. Either way, it didn't bother her anymore. She had called Michael and thanked her for a wonderful evening and her sage advice. Michael said that it was her pleasure... and she meant it literally.
Jenny was gazing out her small window in a daydream when the phone rang. She yawned and picked up the phone. "Hello."
"Jenny, it's Bob."
Jenny paused, wondering who Bob was.
"Bob Davenport."
"Oh God, I'm sorry," Jenny said as her face turned red.
"Gee, I'm gone for two weeks and already you've forgotten me," he said factiously.
"Uh... no... no... I just didn't recognize your voice," Jenny said, truly embarrassed. However, a lot had happened in her life in the past two weeks. Besides, she never expected him to call her again.
"It's okay... I'll forgive you this time. I just wanted to let you know that I'm still in Europe, but I'll be home Friday evening. I was wondering if you would be interested in going out with me Saturday to a wonderful art museum that I discovered a few months ago? It has some rare paintings that I know that you would love to see."
"Uh... well," Jenny stuttered. She didn't have anything to do on Saturday but his invitation was so unexpected that she didn't know how to react.
He took her confusion as a negative. "It's okay," he said in a disappointed voice. "I'm sure you have other things to do."
"Oh no," Jenny said quickly. "It's just so sudden. Truthfully, I didn't think you would call me. I would love to go."
"I said I would call and I always keep my promises," he said with a smile in his voice. "Can you be ready by 9 A.M. Saturday?"
"Sure."
"Good, I'll pick you up. I want to catch up on how things have gone since your promotion but I have to run to a meeting. We'll talk when I see you Saturday morning."
"I'll be ready."
The phone went dead and Jenny sat there stunned, holding the receiver in her hand. She couldn't believe that he had actually called. She felt butterflies in her stomach as the reality began to set in. She was going to go out with the president of the company again. A smile came to her face and she sat back in her chair. Suddenly she squealed in excitement. Then she put her hand over her mouth, hoping that no one heard her.
Jenny had no idea what to wear for her date Saturday night. She had worried about it all day until finally she called Michael and asked her to help. She invited her down to her store to pick out a dress.
"Oh, that looks great on you," Michael said after Jenny had tried on several dresses. The dress was a simple floral print with a modestly low cut top and straps holding up the bodice. It hugged her breasts and flowed smoothly down her waist and flared at the hips. It was a lightweight material with a pleated skirt.
Michael found her a new pocket book and they picked out a matching pair of shoes.
When Jenny looked at the price tag, she almost choked... $650.
"Uh... Michael, this is a little too expensive for me."
"No it's not," Michael said. "Let's just say its on loan to you. Someone might see it and you can tell them where you got it."
"Michael, I can't do that."
"Model's do it all the time. You can be my model," Michael said and leaned over and kissed her quickly on the lips.
Jenny barely slept that night. It almost felt like she was going on a first date with Bob again. She was up at five-thirty, dressed and ready to go by seven. It was a long two-hour wait after that.
When the doorbell finally rang, Jenny was relieved. She hurried to the door and opened it to find Bob's smiling face. Her heart did a little flutter. He was wearing a light blue Oxford shirt, a blue blazer, and gray slacks. He looked very handsome.
"Hi," he said. "God you look prettier than I even remember."
"I was thinking the same thing about you," Jenny said and blushed at her own words. Then she said "Thanks."
"Ready to go?"
"Yes." Jenny didn't tell him she had been ready for two hours. "So where's the museum?" Jenny asked as they walked out of her apartment. "I've been to all of them in this area I think."
"It's in San Francisco."
Jenny stopped in her tracks. "San Francisco?" she said excitedly. "That's halfway across the country."
"I know, but we can be there in two hours. Now hurry, my jet's waiting."
Fifteen minutes later Jenny was sitting in the seat of an eight passenger Gulfstream Jet with Bob beside her. She looked out the window as the sleek and modern jet rushed down the runway. "I can't believe this," she said to herself.
Bob smiled and reached over to buckle her seat. Then he said, "You're going to love this museum."
"I'm sure I will," she answered and relaxed back into the seat.
As soon as the Jet had leveled off at cruising altitude, a hostess appeared from the back of the plane with two glasses of wine.
"Thank you Sara," Bob said to the hostess as he took one for him and the other for Jenny. "Here's to a fun day," he said and tapped his glass to Jenny's.
For the next hour, Jenny filled him in on her week at work. Obviously she left out any reference to her sexual activity.
Bob listened with interest, asking some questions and nodding his head.
When Jenny was done, she realized that she had been talking almost constantly for the past hour. "I'm sorry... sometimes I can just go on and on."
"No problem. I love to watch you talk," he said with his handsome smile and twinkling blue eyes. "Did anyone every tell you that you have very kissable lips?"
"Uh... no," Jenny answered. Then she held her breath as he leaned over and kissed her. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she felt his tongue on her lips, she opened her mouth and let it in. The second their tongues touched, she felt tingling between her legs. Stop it! she told herself.
After Bob pulled away the hostess came up with two more glasses of wine.
For the rest of the trip, Jenny and Bob talked about art and history. The only interruption was when Bob would point out some landmark that they could see from the window of the airplane.
As Bob had promised, they landed two hours later at a small airport on the outskirts of San Francisco. There was a limo waiting to pick them up, and after a short drive they arrived at the museum.
Jenny loved the museum. It was a private but well stocked with famous paintings from the Renaissance period of Europe. Some were on loan, while many others belonged to the wealthy owners of the museum (of which Bob was now one). The two of them spent several hours touring the museum before they left for lunch across the bay in Sausalito. They ate at a waterside caf‚ and then walked around the quaint town. Finally, they took a tour boat around the bay and San Quentin.
By late afternoon, Jenny was tired but at the same time excited. Her feet hurt because she didn't know they would be doing so much walking and she had worn heels. She bought a pair of cheap sandals in a novelty shop and that had helped. Other than that, it had been a wonderful day and Bob had been a perfect host... and gentleman. He touched her often but never in an inappropriate way. However, each touch made Jenny tingle in a very private place.
"So do you have to get back or can I take you to dinner in town tonight?"
"I'm yours until the pumpkin comes to take me home," Jenny said with a bright smile, holding up her high heels like a modern-day Cinderella.
"That must mean that I'm the Prince."
"Definitely."
"I don't think I've ever been called that," he laughed. "I have an apartment downtown where you can freshen up and take a hot bath and soak your sore feet if you want. I have to meet with some business associates for an hour or two. Then we can go to dinner."
"Sounds wonderful."
The limo dropped the two of them off at a large high rise in the center of San Francisco.
"Good afternoon Mr. Davenport," the doorman said as he held the door open for Jenny and Bob. "I didn't know you were in town."
"Just briefly Roger. I'm heading for China on Monday."
"Always good to see you," the doorman said.
"You're going to China Monday," Jenny asked with undisguised disappointment in her voice as they walked across the fancy lobby to the elevators.
"Just for a week or so. I'll be back the following Tuesday," Bob said as he pressed the elevator button.
"I don't know how you can travel so much," Jenny said.
"It gets hard sometimes. But it helps when you have your own plane."
"I guess it does."
Bob stepped onto the elevator with Jenny. He pulled a key from his pocket and placed it into a lock below the "P" button on the elevator. "The elevator takes you directly into my apartment. You should find everything you need there. I'll go to my meeting and be back in no more than two hours." Then he reached over and pressed the elevator door "open" button and held the door. With his other hand he pulled Jenny close to him. He bent forward and kissed her.
Jenny moaned and pressed her body to the sexy man. She had been waiting for this kiss all day. Her knees grew weak as the kiss continued, their tongues dueling for possession of each other's mouth. Jenny could feel Bob getting excited.
Bob pulled away and took a deep breath. I had better get going. It wouldn't be good to show up at the meeting with an erection," he said with a smile.
"Uh... no it wouldn't," Jenny said, trying to regain her composure.
"See you," Bob said and stepped off the elevator.
Jenny saw him wave as the door closed. Then the elevator started toward the penthouse. She watched the numbers until the elevator stopped at the 72nd floor. The doors opened and Jenny gasped. Suddenly she was staring out of the elevator at a giant living room with windows on three sides, overlooking the entire city. The condo must have been the tallest building in the area. She walked into the living room in a daze. She had never seen anything so pretty. The windows were floor-to-ceiling and it looked as if one could walk out over the city. The sun was sitting low in the sky and reflecting off the water of the bay, giving it a silver sheen.
Jenny took her heels off and walked over to the window almost hesitantly. While she wasn't afraid of heights, the lack of anything between her and the city gave her a feeling of vertigo. She turned around and looked behind her and saw that the apartment had a loft area with a spiral staircase to what appeared to be a bedroom. She stood at the window staring at the city for a minute or two and then walked over to the stairs leading to the loft. When she reached the top, she saw a large bedroom with king sized bed in the middle. She sat down on the bed and saw that she had the same view of the city as the one she had downstairs. A sigh came from her lips and she shook her head to make sure that she wasn't dreaming.
After a bit of searching Jenny found the bathroom. It also had floor-to-ceiling windows, looking over the city. It was as luxurious as the rest of the apartment with a giant whirlpool tub and a large glassed-in shower. She ran the water and added some bubble bath. She found that there was a bottle of chilled wine already in the bathroom. She realized that everything had been planned. It was apparent that Bob left nothing to chance.
A few minutes later Jenny was lying back in the warm water, still wondering if she were dreaming. When she closed her eyes, she suddenly had a vision of a movie... "Pretty Woman." She almost laughed out loud. If she were a hooker it would be perfect. She wondered facetiously if Bob were going to offer her any money. Then she remembered that he was already paying her salary.
Chapter 15
After her long bath, Jenny sat down on the sofa in a white terry cloth bathrobe to watch the lights of the city twinkle on. Before she knew it, she had fallen asleep. It was some time later when she heard the elevator. She wasn't sure how long she had been asleep and she awoke feeling disoriented. Suddenly, the doors opened. She stood up quickly and turned around to see Bob on the elevator... her face turned red with embarrassment.
"Hi," he said. "Looks like you got comfortable."
There was no since in denying it. "Sorry, I must have fallen asleep."
"I do it all the time here. It's so relaxing to watch the sun go down and the city lights come on. Unfortunately, half the time I doze off and miss them."
"I'm afraid that's what I did," Jenny said looking out at the now fully lit city. She turned back to Bob. "How did your meeting go?"
"Not as well as I had hoped. But I'm glad it's over."
Bob appeared tired to Jenny. "Can I get you a drink?" Jenny asked.
"That would be great," he said as he sat down on the sofa with a relaxing sigh. "A whiskey and water will do."
"I can fix that," Jenny answered with a smile as she walked over to the bar.
Bob put his head back and closed his eyes.
When Jenny came back, she saw that he had dozed off. She wasn't sure if she should wake him. Instead, she sat the drink down and went into the bathroom and began to run another tub of water. When she came back out she saw that Bob had awaken and was staring out at the city.
"I started a bath for you if you're interested."
"Sounds wonderful. Join me for a minute," he said, patting the sofa beside him.
Jenny sat down, close to Bob. "You look tired," she said.
"Jet lag I guess. It takes a few days to recover from a long trip. And, it gets harder as you get old."
Jenny looked at his face and said, "You're no old."
"Thanks, but sometimes I feel like I'm a hundred. I guess it's all the travel."
"Then why do you do it so much?"
"It makes me forget..." Bob said before he could stop himself. Then he glanced away from Jenny and out the window with a sad look.
Jenny suddenly knew that he was talking about his deceased wife. She wasn't sure she should discuss the topic but before she could stop herself she said, "You had a good marriage then?"
"The best," he said without looking at her. Then he looked back at Jenny and said, "But that's a long time ago."
It was obvious to Jenny that he didn't want to talk about it.
He reached out and pulled her to him and their lips met.
Jenny moaned and melted into him, her arms going around his neck. As the kisses grew more passionate, Jenny felt Bob's hand at the opening of her robe. She moved back to give him access. A gasp escaped her lips when his hand slipped inside and cupped her large breast.
Bob moaned as well as he began to knead her soft flesh. His fingers found her nipple and he began to pinch it.
Jenny pulled her lips from him and gasped, "Oh God!!!"
The older man began to kiss down her neck as he pushed her robe open, exposing one breast. He looked at her two large orbs and whispered "Beautiful." His head dropped and his mouth opened. "Mmm," he moaned when his lips found the nipple.
Jenny was doing everything she could to keep her hips still... but it was impossible. Soon she had spread her legs, letting Bob's wandering hand find the soft, warm skin inside her thighs. Suddenly Jenny remembered that she had the bathtub water running. "Oh goodness!" she exclaimed and pulled herself from Bob.
He looked at her in shock... as if he had gone too far.
"The bathtub," she gasped and rushed into the bathroom. Fortunately the tub was very large and the water was not over the top yet. She turned off the tap and hurried back to Bob.
Bob had a smile on his face when he saw Jenny's embarrassed look. "We didn't flood the flat downstairs did we?"
"No, but almost." Relieved, but still excited, Jenny reached her hand out to Bob and said, "Now, we don't want the water to get cold. Stand up."
Bob smiled curiously but did as Jenny asked.
Jenny pushed Bob's sports jacket from his shoulders and then began to unbutton his shirt. She tried to steady her fingers as she opened his shirt all the way down the front and then pulled it from his slacks. "Very nice," she said when she saw his chest. He had a mat of dark hair across his chest. Jenny didn't normally like hairy men but he had just enough to make him look very sexy. She bent forward and gently kissed his chest before working her lips to his nipple. As she did she reached down and began to unbuckle his pants. When she had the snap at his waist opened, she moved down, kneeling in front of him.
Bob already had an erection and it was tenting his pants.
Jenny's eyes were filled with lust as she pulled his zipper down and then pulled his pants to his ankles. "Mmm," she whispered when she saw the substantial bulge in his shorts. Slowly, teasing herself as much as him, she pulled the elastic of his shorts away from his waist and began to move them down. The shorts clung to the head of his penis, pulling it down with the shorts. Then the long shaft suddenly sprang free, flying up to slap his stomach.
Jenny gasped again. His penis was quite large, larger than any of her lovers yet. However, the most interesting thing was that he was uncircumcised. She had never seen an uncircumcised penis.
Bob noticed her surprised look and said, "I was born in Europe and they don't routinely circumcise babies. It's medically unnecessary and only done in the US because it makes money for doctors."
Jenny didn't know any of that but more importantly she didn't care... she was fascinated with his penis. The head was large but covered with a sheath of skin. She wrapped her trembling hand around the shaft and pulled the skin down. A giggle escaped her lips when the large, purple head was revealed. As if hypnotized she pulled his shaft down close to her face. She moved her hand up and down and watched in as the skin covered and then uncovered the large head. Then she pulled the skin down and tight until it was stretched as far as it could go.
"Ohhhh!!!" Bob gasped as she circled the super-sensitive head with her tongue.
Then Jenny pumped the shaft several times again and watched a large bubble of clear juice trickle from the slit in the head. She licked the bubble off the tip and swallowed it. She had learned to love the almost sweet pre-cum juice that came from an excited penis. She had also learned that pre-cum only appeared when a man was truly excited. A tremor of excitement ran through her and she pumped the shaft again with the same results. Then, unable to wait any longer, she opened her mouth and took the swollen head inside. It filled her mouth and stretched her lips wide.
Bob's hips began to move back and forth, forcing more of his long shaft into her mouth.
When Bob's hands reached for Jenny's head she pulled away. With a naughty smile she looked up at him and said, "You're bath is getting cold." Then she reached down and quickly pulled his shoes and socks off and then his pants. When she stood back up, Bob was standing in front of her entirely naked. She looked at the window and gasped. Then she realized that they were in the tallest building around, so no one could see them. "This is a wonderful apartment for exhibitionists," she laughed.
"Would you like to put on a show?" Bob said as he pulled Jenny close.
"Maybe later." She didn't relinquish her grasp on his penis as their lips came together. Then she pulled away and led the older man by his long penis into the bathroom.
The tub was filled to almost overflow with water and bubbles.



"I've never had a bubble bath," Bob laughed.
"Well, we're even. I never given a man a bubble bath."
Bob stepped into the hot tub and sank down with a moan of pleasure.
Jenny waited for him to get settled and then untied her robe. She saw Bob's eyes on her as she slowly opened it and let it drop to the floor. Just a few short weeks ago, she would have been very reluctant to stand naked in a brightly-lit bathroom in front of a lover. Now she stood proudly, letting the handsome man caress her with his eyes. She could feel her sex lips swelling from his stare alone. At that moment she felt like the sexiest woman in the world.
Jenny knelt next to the tub and picked up a sponge. As Bob groaned in pleasure she began to wash his chest, slipping under the bubbled to run the sponge up and down his stomach. However, before she got to his penis, she brought the sponge back up and washed around his shoulders. Then she took each arm in her hand to wash it. After that she searched under the water and found a leg and pulled it out to wash it. She did the same to the other. When everything but his middle was done she stood up and said, "Relax for a minute while I get you another drink."
Bob was leaning back with a smile on his face as Jenny returned with a Whiskey and water. Then she knelt next to the tub as he drank.
"Do you do this for all of your lovers?" Bob asked.
The question caught Jenny completely off guard. "Uh... no... just you," she stuttered.
"It's okay. I'm sure a pretty girl like you have plenty of men wanting her time."
A few weeks ago the answer to that question would have been that she didn't have plenty of lovers. Now, Jenny didn't really know how to answer. She was evasive when she said, "Something like that."
Bob smiled but didn't pursue the question.
"Stand up," Jenny said. "Let me finish your bath."
Bob got to his feet, the bubbles from the bath running down his strong legs. His penis was almost soft and hung limply between his legs, with the sheath of skin covering the head again.
Jenny picked up the sponge and gently washed his hips and around his penis. As she did, she could see blood rushing to his penis again as it gradually grew larger. Then she told him to turn around. A smile came to her lips when she saw his buttocks. They were muscular and trim and if she didn't know that he was in his forties, she would have thought he was much younger. As she slowly ran the sponge around his buttocks she thought that a man's ass must not age as quickly as the rest of him and almost giggled. With soap on one hand she ran her fingers between his cheeks and heard him gasp. She grew bold and pushed her finger deep between the mounds until she felt his rear hole. She heard another moan and her heart began to pound in her chest as she rubbed her finger up and down across the puckered hole. Never in her life had she been this bold with a man before. For just a moment she considered insinuating her finger into his ass but then decided to save it for another time.
Finally, Jenny had Bob turn back around. Her eyes opened wide when she saw that his penis had grown substantially. It was noticeably fatter and seemed to be growing by the second. Jenny looked up at him as she reached out and grabbed the shaft. It throbbed in her hand. She squeezed and pulled the skin from the head. By that time the head was swollen and the skin stayed put beneath the crown. Gently she ran the sponge around the crown and across the rippled folds of skin. Then she pulled the skin over the head several times and laughed as it created more suds. Suddenly Bob's penis was pulsing in her hand and fully hard. Jenny stared at his penis, her breathing now labored.
"Get me a towel," Bob said.
Jenny looked up as if dazed. She didn't respond.
Bob reached down and pulled her to her feet, then took her in his arms and kissed her. His hands slipped down her back until they covered her buttocks and he pulled her to his throbbing shaft. "Let's go some place more comfortable," he whispered.
Jenny quickly got a towel and dried him.
Then Bob led her out of the bathroom and up the spiral staircase to the bedroom. When he had her at the large bed he whispered, "Now let me give you a bath."
"Huh?"
Without a word, Bob began to kiss down Jenny's neck, using his tongue to tickle her soft skin. A second later his mouth was covering one very hard nipple.
Jenny grasped Bob's head and held his mouth to her breast. Then she let him push her until she was seated on the bed.
Bob went to his knees between her legs and resumed sucking her nipples. He lifted one and then the other to his mouth until both were dripping with saliva. Then he slowly began to kiss downward. When he reached her stomach he paused and licked her belly button.
Jenny was almost mad with desire now. She wanted to grab his head and pulled it between her legs. However, she waited. Bob didn't seem like a guy that liked to be rushed.
Finally he pushed her back onto the bed and lifted her legs, planting them on his shoulders. With expertise, he kissed and licked her thighs but avoided her sex lips.
"Please," Jenny begged. She wasn't sure if she had said that out loud or not. However, Bob must have heard her because he moved his mouth until it was over her very swollen lips. She could feel his breath on her sensitive flesh.
With a little lap of his tongue Bob touched her vagina for the first time. Then with little butterfly flicks, he lapped the fat lips. At the same time he held Jenny's squirming hips still with his arms, he reached his hands between her lips and pried the lips open, exposing the swollen clit. He opened his mouth and covered it. Suddenly he sucked the swollen pea inside.
"Ahhhhhheeee!!!" Jenny screamed and lifted her hips from the bed. She grabbed Bob's head, her fingers gripping his hair and pulling his mouth to her. "Oh Jesus," she gasped and began to climax. She had been anticipating this moment all day. It exceeded all of her expectations.
Jenny's reaction surprised Bob. He hadn't realized how turned-on she was.
For Jenny it was the culmination of a wonderful day. She knew that Bob hadn't realized how much he had been teasing her all day. Just a touch or a smile had made her tremble. His closeness, his smell and the power that he exuded was like an aphrodisiac. Not to mention that she had envisioned this moment from the time he picked her up this morning.
Bob tried to hold Jenny still as his mouth and tongue continued to work on her pulsing sex. He couldn't seem to get enough of her fat sex lips. They seemed to grow even larger in his mouth with each pulse of her climax. He sucked and chewed gently on the crinkled lips, using his tongue to occasionally scoop up the thick juice running in a river from her climaxing hole.
Jenny fought to remain conscious as waves of pleasure ripped through her. She had been eaten a few times in the past couple of weeks but nothing compared to this. While she loved Michael's mouth, Bob's was different. Her reaction was stronger and more intense. There was more emotion attached.
When Bob felt Jenny's thighs relax on his shoulders, he pulled his mouth away. He looked down and saw that her sex lips were red and raw and that there was juice still running out of her. When he stood up, his penis was throbbing in front of him and there were long strands of juice dripping from the head. He gently lifted Jenny's legs and moved her onto the bed and then crawled next to her. He snuggled next to her and whispered, "Was that good?"
It was a rhetorical question. Jenny just moaned and pulled his still wet lips to hers.
Bob pulled away and whispered, "I've got to fuck you."
"Oh yes. Oh yes," Jenny gasped as she spread her legs in invitation.
Bob crawled over until he was over her, supported by his hands. He leaned down and kissed her lips and said, "Put it in."
Jenny's hands were shaking as she reached for Bob's shaft. She centered the large head on her hole. Then she reached up, grabbed his hips and pulled. "Oh Jesus," she gasped as the swollen head stretched her lips wide, forcing entry into her wet hole. Her hands moved up to Bob's back and she wrapped her arms around his neck.
Bob groaned as he lowered his body until his chest was pressing on Jenny's soft breasts and his penis was buried all the way inside her.
Both of them were gasping for breath now. Their bodies were connected from top to bottom with Bob's weight pressing Jenny into the soft bed.
Finally Bob began to pull out. He groaned as her tight vagina released his now juice-wet penis. Then, when only the head was inside, he bellowed and pushed down hard.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Jenny screamed and raised her legs to wrap around his waist.
Soon they were thrashing on the bed and groaning in pleasure. Bob's hips were moving like a piston, pounding in and out of her relentlessly.
Jenny was the first to climax. She screamed, "I'm cumming," and lifted her hips to Bob and froze.
Bob didn't miss a beat and kept moving, his hips a blur. He could feel Jenny's vagina convulsing around him and squeezing his penis like a vise and he knew that he couldn't last long. Through clinched teeth he hissed, "God I'm going to cum." Suddenly he wondered if it was okay to cum in her. However, a second later it was too late. The head of his penis grew even larger and began to blast his sperm into her waiting hole.
When Jenny felt it, her climax intensified. She squeezed him to her body as tightly as she could.
Bob's penis hit bottom and he froze. It was as if his very being was shooting out of him. He had never felt anything like it. His juice kept coming until there was nothing left and his testicles actually hurt. When nothing more would come out, he collapsed onto Jenny.
Chapter 16
Candles and the sparkling lights of the city lighted the room as Jenny arranged the pillows on the floor around the glass coffee table. They had decided that they were too tired to go out to dinner. Bob had ordered Chinese food and the doorman had arranged to send it up on the elevator.
"Okay to eat out of the boxes," Bob asked as he brought the food over.
"Yeah... that's the way I eat it at home. It'll be like a picnic."
Bob smiled and arranged the white boxes of food on the coffee table and then got forks and napkins. He brought over a bottle of wine and sat on a pillow next to Jenny. They were both wearing white robes and sat so that they could look out over the city.
As Jenny began to eat she said, "Is that the Golden Gate Bridge?"
"No, that's the Bay Bridge. The Golden Gate Bridge is over there," Bob answered pointing to the south.
"God this is so beautiful."
"Yes it is," Bob said but he wasn't looking at the city.
The two of them sat quietly for some time, sharing the boxes of food.
When the containers were empty, Jenny said, "I'll clean up," and started to get up.
Bob had other ideas and pulled her back down as he lay back on the floor. She almost fell on top of him and giggled. However, the giggle quickly disappeared as their lips went together and Bob's hand slipped inside her robe. As their passion grew, Bob whispered, "Turn over and lay on your stomach."
Jenny lay on her stomach with a pillow under her head.
Bob pulled her robe off. Then he bent over her, raised her hair and kissed the back of her neck. Goose bumps appeared up and down her back. "I going to kiss every one of those goose bumps," he whispered as he began to kiss down her back.
Jenny trembled.
"Your back is so soft," he said quietly as he rubbed her smooth skin and kissed down her spine.
"That tickles," Jenny giggled.
However, it stopped tickling as he reached the base of her spine.
Bob pulled away and looked at her ass.
Jenny felt her face flush at his stare. She could feel his eyes on her buttocks
"Perfect," he whispered. Then he bent and planted a kiss on one cheek. "Did you fall down?" he asked.
Jenny turned her head and looked at her buttocks. She almost gasped. There were brown blotches where her ass was bruised by Michael's slipper. "Uh... uh... yes... uh I fell on the steps," she lied, her face turning beet red. She buried her face in the pillow to hide her lie.
"Well, then I guess I'll have to kiss it and make it all better," Bob joked. With that he began to kiss the soft skin of Jenny's buttocks. He kissed here and there, leaving a trail of his saliva shining on her cheeks. Then he moved until he was between her legs on his knees. "Lift up," he said.
Jenny glanced over her shoulder at him with a questioning look. She lifted her hips and let him put a pillow underneath. Now her backside was raised. "What're you doing?" she asked, almost fearing the answer.
Bob just smiled and bent his head and began to kiss her buttocks again. When he reached the crack at the top, he stuck his tongue out and ran it down the grove several inches.
"Mmmm," Jenny moaned and she spread her legs wider. Suddenly she knew where he was going. Incredibly, she wanted his tongue there... she wanted his tongue in her asshole. Her face flushed at her nasty thoughts. But God how she wanted him to perform this intimate act.
Bob moved his tongue downward and spread her cheeks wide with his hands. Then he pulled back and looked down. He could see the tiny star of her asshole almost winking at him. It appeared to be pulsing in anticipation. With a growl he dropped his mouth and stuck out his tongue.
"Oh Bobbbbb!!!" Jenny groaned and lifted her hips as his tongue slipped into her willing hole. "Yes, yes, suck my ass," she gasped in excitement.
Bob wasn't listening. He was to busy moving his tongue in and out of her tight hole. Then he pulled the little hole into his mouth and released it with a loud sucking sound. He continued until the hole began to relax and he could push his tongue in with ease. His fingers caressed her ass cheeks as he spread them wide, stretching her hole even wider. His tongue moved like a snake, in and out, in and out.
Jenny couldn't believe that she was getting so excited by having her asshole licked. Yet, she felt her pussy throbbing and dripping her juice onto the pillow. If he kept it up she thought she might climax.
Bob reached under his probing tongue and pushed two fingers into her wet vagina. His tongue and fingers rubbed together, separated by only a thin sheath of skin. With expertise, he worked his fingers in and out in time with his tongue.
Suddenly Jenny gasped. Bob had pulled his tongue out and pushed a finger up her ass. Now he had one finger in her vagina and one in her ass and was sawing them in and out. "Ohhhhh Godddddd!!!" Jenny screamed as she began to climax. Her hips lifted high, taking both of Bob's fingers deep into her. She could feel them twisting deep inside her, creating friction across the thin sheath of skin dividing the two receptacles.
Bob plunged his fingers in and out in a blur as he felt Jenny going over the top. A smile came to his lips as he watched the pretty woman convulse under his manipulating fingers.
When Jenny finally collapsed, Bob slipped up to lay beside her. He turned her face to him and kissed her gently. "That was amazing," he whispered. "You must be anal erotic."
Jenny could only smile weakly.
"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" Bob asked suddenly.
Jenny's ears perked up at that. "No," she answered quickly. She couldn't imagine his large penis going into her ass.
"Well, it's wonderful, if it's done correctly. Think about it. Maybe we can try it some time."
Jenny heart leaped with joy at his mention of "some time." It meant that they would get together again. She wasn't sure about the anal sex part but she loved that there would be a next time.
Jenny and Bob snuggled together for a long time, looking out at the beautiful city.
As they were quietly drinking their second bottle of wine, Bob noticed that Jenny seemed to have something on her mind. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"Nothing," Jenny answered.
"Come on... you look like you have something on your mind."
Jenny did have something on her mind but she wasn't sure she should bring it up. However, the wine had loosened her tongue and she said, "I... I... was just wondering... uh... why me?"
"Why you? What does that mean?"
"Well, you're handsome, rich and eligible. I know that you could have any woman you wanted... so why me?"
Bob smiled, "That's easy to answer."
"Really?"
"Sure. First of all, I don't believe that I'm handsome. However, I am rich and I could have lots of women. However, being rich has many disadvantages. One of them is that I never know if a woman wants me for who I am are or what I have."
"I can understand that."
"My wife..." Bob said and paused a second before continuing. "My wife... she was a real person. We met when I didn't have any money and she fell in love with me and not my money. But now, I never know what a woman wants. There are lots of beautiful women out there... but many of them are not real." He touched Jenny's face and said, "You're real."
"What does 'real' mean, and how do you know that I'm real?"
"I just know. You're not all made up and you haven't had plastic surgery or implants," Bob said with a smile as he reached over and squeezed her soft breast. "But, it's a lot more than that. You're smart, ambitious and you believe you have to earn everything that you get."
Jenny was surprised that Bob had read her so well.
"You don't put on airs about something you're not."
"Uh... thank you," Jenny said, feeling somewhat like she didn't deserve all the accolades. A tear came to her eye.
Bob saw it and said, "Besides, you're a wonderful fuck."
Jenny showed surprise on her face but then she laughed loudly. She pushed Bob and he fell over onto the floor, with her on top. She grabbed his arms and held them over his head. "I may be a good fuck but you haven't even seen my oral talents yet."
"That's true," Bob said thoughtfully. "So you think you are pretty good with your mouth too huh?"
"Let's remove any doubts." With that Jenny leaned down and kissed his lips. Then she opened his robe and began to kiss down his chest.
"Wait. If you're the best giver of blow jobs, let's let the world see." With that he stood up and dropped his robe, walking over to the window. He turned to her with the city lights twinkling behind him.
Jenny looked at him as if she didn't understand. But then she smiled. She got up, dropped her robe as well and walked over to stand with him in front of the floor to ceiling windows. Their bodies pressed together and they kissed... standing naked for the entire city to see if they cared to look (or had a very powerful telescope).
Slowly Jenny began to kiss down Bob's chest again. By the time she went to her knees, he was already hard. She knelt in front of him, reaching up to grasp his long shaft. With agonizing slowness, she pulled the foreskin from the swollen head. Then she held the long shaft at the base and licked the juicy tip. She looked up at Bob and said, "Do you think anyone is watching us?"
"Yes," he whispered.
Jenny smiled and opened her mouth wide to take the purple head into her mouth. Bob moaned and thrust his hips forward as she began to use her tongue on the swollen crown. She sucked and licked the shaft until it was dripping with her saliva. Then she pulled back and let the lights of the city reflect off of his shiny shaft. She moved her head slowly toward the head again, opening her mouth as if she were putting on a show. Soon the head and much of the shaft was in her mouth.
Bob closed his eyes and swayed his hips as Jenny worked her oral magic on him. He wasn't joking about her being a good fuck but now he knew that she did lots of things well. She was sucking him better than he could remember anyone doing it... other than that time with the oriental girl in China last year.



Jenny cupped Bob's large testicles in her hand and sucked the head hard. She could feel his balls pulling up tight and knew that he was getting close. However, she wasn't ready for him to cum yet. Suddenly, she pulled away and hear Bob moan.
"Turn around," she ordered. Two could play this game she thought.
Bob looked at her like he didn't understand.
"Turn around, and lean forward with your hands on your knees," she said.
Bob turned around and did as she asked. His eyes opened wide when he felt Jenny's hands on his ass cheeks, spreading them apart. "Jenny," he cried when he felt her tongue on his rear hole.
Jenny smiled as she pressed her tongue into his tight neither hole. At the same time she reached around and grasped his throbbing penis, moving her hand up and down in time with her tongue. She could feel herself becoming excited again as the sphincter of his ass squeezed her tongue, forcing it back out after each plunge. Then, like he had done, she circled the hole with her lips and sucked.
"Jesus," Bob gasped. However, after a few minutes of this, Bob couldn't take anymore. "Jenny," he cried.
Jenny knew that he was close. She spun him back around and pulled his penis quickly to her mouth again.
"Oh God," Bob gasped. "Jenny, I'm going to cum if you keep that up," he hissed.
Jenny pulled his penis from her mouth and looked up at him. "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to drink every drop of your sweet juice." With that she took him back into her mouth and began to suck. She used both hands to pump the shaft.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Bob gasped. Soon his head was spinning and his balls were churning. He looked down and saw that Jenny's eyes were closed as she concentrated on sucking him. Suddenly, he felt his balls sending his scalding sperm up the shaft. It felt like his head was going to explode as his other head unleashed his pent up sperm into Jenny's willing mouth.
Jenny choked for a second because of the strength of the blast but she quickly recovered and began to drink his juice. Incredibly she felt her vagina spasm and she squeezed her legs together and climaxed.
Jenny had her head lying on Bob's chest and they were in his large bed covered to the waist by cool silk sheets. The city lights were less plentiful now that it was so late. However it still appeared that they were floating in space with twinkling stars all around them. Jenny had agreed to stay the night and go sailing tomorrow before heading home tomorrow. The two of them had finished their third bottle of wine and were a bit tipsy.
A giggle came from Jenny as she used her index finger to tickle down Bob's chest to his belly button. Then her hand slipped under the sheet to find his soft penis. "Let me look at it again," Jenny said as she pushed the sheet lower.
"I would never have guessed that you are such a kinky lady," Bob laughed.
"Define kinky?" Jenny responded as she idly played with his penis.
"Well, Webster's defines it at a 'mental peculiarity or quirk."
"What have I done that you think is kinky?"
"Well, does licking my ass count?" he laughed.
"Maybe."
"So what's the kinkiest thing that you have ever done?"
Jenny was quiet for a moment. She bit her lip, wondering if she should answer that question. Until, recently she hadn't done anything "kinky". However, the alcohol she had consumed was making her bolder and she turned to Bob and said, "Licking your asshole has to be up there."
Bob broke into gales of laughter. Jenny suddenly joined him. Soon they were laughing so hard that they had tears in their eyes.
Wiping his eyes, Bob said, "I guess it would be in the top ten anyway."
"Only the top ten? Well, what about sitting on a guys face while I was reading a book." Jenny put her hand over her mouth and gasped when she realized what she had said.
Bob's looked turned from a smile to shocked curiosity. "You sat on a guys face and read a book? I don't believe it." Suddenly he started to laugh again.
"It's true," Jenny said.
"I have admit that that's kinky."
"So what about you?" Jenny asked.
"Well, maybe having sex in an elevator in Singapore during the middle of the day."
"Jesus, I'm sure you know what they would have done to you if you were caught."
"Yeah... that's what made it so exciting."
Bob was still curious about Jenny sitting on some guy's face. He asked, "So who is this guy that wants you to sit on his face? Or do you tie him up and do it."
"I don't tie him up and he's just a guy," Jenny said, not wanting to tell Bob that he worked for him. Suddenly Jenny couldn't believe that she was telling Bob any of this. It wasn't like he was a good friend that she shared personal things with. However, he was easy to talk to and he didn't seem a bit perturbed that she had other lovers. The alcohol coursing through her brain made her ask, "Does the fact that I have other lovers make you jealous?"
Bob's face turned serious. "Not really. Listen Jenny, I know that you are still a young woman and you have a life beyond work and our current relationship."
Jenny was happy and sad at the same time to hear his comments. She hoped their relationship would progress beyond what it was today. However, on the other hand, she didn't think that she was ready yet to settle on one man yet either.
Bob continued, "I like you Jenny... a lot. However, I'm also a realist. I'm forty-seven years old... old enough to be your father. You most likely don't want to get tied up with an old guy."
Jenny was shocked at his words. She had never even considered his age as a hindrance. However, she suddenly realized that he did. "I told you before that you're not old. And, as far as a relationship goes, if I were hesitant about a relationship, it would be with a younger guy... not one older than I am." Jenny thought of Tim and how she felt about "robbing the cradle". Suddenly, she understood Bob's reluctance. "I like you too Bob, so let's just see where our relationship goes and not worry about age."
"Okay," Bob responded with a tinge of relief in his voice.
"And one more thing," Jenny said and hesitated. "Uh... would it be okay if we didn't say anything about our relationship... you know... to people at work? It's just that I... I don't want any special treatment... and if they knew I was dating the boss... well..."
Bob smiled and said, "I understand completely. That's one of the reasons I like you so much... you don't demand special treatment." Bob pulled Jenny to him for a long kiss. It only took a few seconds for his penis to harden in her hand.
Chapter 17
Bob flew Jenny home on Sunday evening after spending the day on a rented sailboat. After such a wonderful weekend, Jenny was walking on air. While she was disappointed that Bob was going out of town again, in one way, it was good. It would give her time to think. She knew that she liked Bob more than she should after such a short time. Yet, she had a lot of things she wanted to do with her life and she wasn't sure she wanted to be in a committed relationship at this time. She thought that Bob felt the same way. She decided to put those thoughts away for the time being. Erica was due in on Wednesday and that would help to occupy her mind and get it off of her and Bob's relationship.
The airport was packed as Jenny stood at the security gate looking for Erica. She checked and doubled checked the flight and it was on time, but she hadn't seen Erica in the passengers coming from the concourse. As the crowds lessened for a moment, she saw a pretty woman with a carry-on bag looking around. She stared at her for a second. Suddenly it hit her. It was Erica. "Erica," she screamed.
Erica looked at Jenny, startled. "Jenny?" she said.
Suddenly the two lost friends ran to each other and flew together in an embrace.
"My God, I didn't even recognize you," Jenny said pulling back from her friend. Gone were the horned rimmed glasses and the stringy brown hair. Erica was now a blonde. She wore no glasses, had a beautiful complexion and her face somehow looked different. She was wearing an expensive tailored business suit with four-inch high heels on her feet. She almost looked like one of the models at the agency.
"I didn't recognize you either," Erica said. "You're gorgeous."
"So are you. I can't believe it."
The two women walked arm in arm out of the airport, talking a mile a minute. The conversation continued as they drove to Jenny's apartment. They talked about jobs, friends and old times. Both had so much to tell the other that they were constantly interrupting each other.
Jenny learned that Erica was in a high-level sales management position in a technology company and was doing very well for herself. She told Jenny that she had had plastic surgery to straighten her nose and fix a hereditary double chin. The surgery had opened closed doors for her and changed her love life dramatically.
By the time the two reached the apartment, they were tired but not talked out. Jenny gave Erica towels and told her to take her shower first.
A short time later Erica came out of the bathroom wearing a bathrobe and drying her hair. "Your turn," she said.
Jenny took her shower and put on a pair of silk pajamas. Then she got a bottle of wine and the two of them curled up on the bed to talk some more. Within a few minutes the time and distance between them had all but disappeared. They had talked non-stop for three hours about every subject but one... sex.
Finally Erica brought it up, anxious to know more about Jenny's adventures. "So tell me more about this guy whose face you were sitting when I called."
"Oh Tim," Jenny giggled. The wine was having an effect. "Well, he is tall and very handsome. However, he's only 19."
"Jenny I'm surprised at you," Erica said in mock disapproval. "He's just a baby." However, her tone quickly changed to one of excitement. "So tell me, how in the world did you come about sitting on his face?" she laughed.
"It was his idea... I just went along with it. At first I was shocked but I got over that quickly," she laughed and added, "Everyone has their kinks."
"Yes, I know," Erica said. "Now what about this new guy you were telling me about, Robert? Is he good in bed."
"You were never one to beat around the bush," Jenny said but got a dreamy look on her face. "He's wonderful, in bed and out. Also very handsome and... filthy rich."
"Handsome, rich and good in bed and you haven't married him yet?" Erica joked.
"No... we just started going out. In fact," Jenny said dropping her voice to a whisper, "we spent the weekend together in San Francisco."
"My, that sounds pretty serious."
"Not really... at least not yet. He's a little older and while that doesn't bother me but it seems to be an issue with him."
"How much older... 80?"
"No. He's forty-seven."
"That's not bad," Erica said. "I've dated older guys."
"But that's not all, there's another little issue... he owns the company I work for."
"Oh really," Erica said curiously.
"That's not why I got promoted," Jenny said, reading Erica's mind. "I didn't know him until afterward."
"I wasn't going to say anything," Erica said and laughed.
"Yeah... right," Jenny said. "Now tell me about your love life."
"Hummm," Erica said. "There's been so many." Then she giggled and poured herself another glass of wine. "Ever since I had the surgery, guys... and some women have been beating down my door."
"Women?" Jenny asked curiously.
"You'd be surprised."
"Not really," Jenny answered.
Erica looked at her funny but then continued, "I'm not dating anyone steady. I have three or four guys that I go out with. Each one has his purpose," she laughed. There's Roger, who is very well endowed. Then Frank... he's pretty kinky. And Larry... well, Larry's a little strange but lots of fun." Erica paused as if reliving some experience. Then she turned the conversion back to Jenny. "So who else are you doing."
"Well... I probably shouldn't tell you this but since you're my best friend," Jenny said and paused. "I went out with two guys last week and we ended up having a threesome." Jenny blushed.
"Jenny Crawford, I'm surprised at you," Erica laughed. Then she said, "I have to admit, I've done that once or twice myself."
"Really... Erica Watson the wall flower, fucking two guy at once," Jenny roared. "I would have never guessed."
"Well, there's lots of things you don't know about me... even back as far as high school."
Jenny looked at Erica and narrowed her eyes. "Like what? I thought we had a pact to tell each other everything."
"Well, there were some things at the time that were better left unsaid."
"Come on Erica... like what?"
Erica looked a little uncomfortable, as if she regretted saying anything. She sighed and said, "Well, like having an affair with a teacher when we were seniors in high school."
"You had an affair with a teacher in high school," Jenny almost screamed. "You told me you were a virgin until that you met that guy... what's his name... in college."
"I was."
"Then how could you have had an affair with a guy in high school?"
"I didn't say it was a guy."
Jenny opened her mouth but nothing came out. Her lips moved but her throat was paralyzed.
"You remember Mrs. Anderson, our biology teacher?"
Jenny swallowed and nodded her head, her eyes as big as saucers. She remembered the pretty teacher. All the guys were wild over her.
"Well, I went to her house to get some tutoring. I learned a lot about biology but those questions were never on the test."
"Mrs. Anderson," Jenny finally gasped. "She was married with three kids as I remember it."
"Yep. The first time was at her house when her husband was out of town and her kids were upstairs asleep. It was right after my 18th birthday. She broke out a bottle of wine to celebrate and we sat in the living room. She was explaining the reproductive organs and... well, one thing led to another and before I knew it we were making love right on the sofa. I didn't really do anything to her in the beginning... she... she just ate me." It was Erica's turn to blush. "Obviously I had never had anyone put their mouth on me down there. We were sitting on the sofa talking and suddenly she was kissing me. I was so shocked that I couldn't move. I guess she thought that was an okay to go further. A second later she had her hand inside my blouse and was playing with my breasts. By the time I realized what was going on, she was on her knees with her head between my legs. God Erica, I had never cum like that before."
The story had a familiar ring to Jenny. "God Erica, I can't believe it. And, I'm hurt that you never told me."
"I tried a thousand times but it's not something that one can easily explain. I would have never though about doing anything with a woman. But, after that time, for several months I would go over to her house and we would study, then she would eat me. She never asked for me to return the favor. However, I felt guilty and eventually I... I did it to her on my own and... well the rest is history as they say. We did it at least once a week for the entire senior year."
Jenny suddenly realized that she never really knew her best friend. She also felt stupid. Her best friend was having a torrid affair with a woman right under her nose and she knew nothing about it. Jenny's voice was short and showed a little anger as she said, "Well, I guess we had better get to bed. You have your conference and I have to get up early for work."
Erica could tell that Jenny was hurt. Now she regretted telling her.
Jenny said good night and got under the sheets and turned over.
"Uh... Jenny, I normally sleep naked... if that bothers you I can put something on."
Jenny stayed on her side and said, "Suit yourself."
Eric stripped off her robe and crawled under the covers. She turned out the light and lay there staring at the ceiling. When she looked over at Jenny, she could tell that she wasn't asleep. Taking a big risk she rolled over on her side and snuggled up behind Jenny, throwing her arm across her.
Jenny tensed as she felt her naked friend's breast press to her back.
"I'm sorry Jenny," Erica whispered. "I wanted to tell you, I really did." Erica rubbed her hand up and down Jenny's arm.
Jenny ignored her. Then she heard a sob as Erica turned away from her. Suddenly she felt even worse. She lay quietly for a long time, listening to Erica. Finally, she turned over and saw the pretty woman lying on her back, tears streaming down her cheeks. "Erica," Jenny said and moved closer to her. She reached up and wiped tears from her cheeks. "It's me that should be sorry. Here I am a grown woman getting upset about something that happened ten years ago. You were always a good friend," Jenny said as her own tears began to fall.
Erica smiled up at Jenny through a new fountain of tears. Without a thought about the consequences, she reached up and placed her hand behind Jenny's head and gently pulled it down.
Jenny started to resist but suddenly found her lips drawn to her friend's. A moan escaped her mouth as their tongues touched. A second later their tongues were working in each other's mouths and their breathing was rapid. Almost in reflex, Jenny's hand slipped down to caress one of Erica's breasts. When her fingers found the nipple, she pulled her mouth away in surprise. She looked down and saw something gleaming in the dark of the room. "What...?" she said as her finger circled the metal object.
"It's a nipple ring. It's a long story about a wild night in Las Vegas. I'll tell you about it tomorrow," Erica said and pulled Jenny's mouth back to hers.
Jenny could feel her sex lips swelling and that she was getting very wet. After a few more minutes of kissing, she pulled away. She sat up and slowly unbuttoned the top of her pajamas. She heard Erica gasp when her large breasts were revealed. With a giggle she leaned over the prone woman and brought her nipple to her mouth, holding her large breast in her hand.
Both women moaned.
Jenny let Erica suck on her breast for a while and then moved the other one to her lips. At the same time she slipped her hand under the sheet and down her stomach. She heard Erica's intake of breath and felt her tremble. A smile crossed her face as she began to move her hand lower. When she got to her pubic mount, she didn't find any hair. As she moved lower she felt another metal object. "Erica," she exclaimed as she threw the sheet from her body. She looked down and saw a matching ring piercing her lips just above her clit. She couldn't believe how wild her normally subdued friend had become. A smile came to her lips as her finger slipped across the ring and down to the outer lips.
"Oh God, Jenny," Erica gasped as she spread her thighs.
Jenny pulled her breast from Erica's mouth and bent her own head to take one of her hard nipples between her lips. At the same time she pushed her finger into the already wet hole. Erica began to lift her hips from the bed and gasp in pleasure. Then Jenny moved to the other nipple, pulling the ring into her mouth and stretching the nipple.
Erica reached up and grabbed Jenny's head and pulled her mouth tightly to her heaving breast. "Oh, oh, oh," she gasped as her friend worried the ring pierced nipple.
Then Jenny felt Erica pushing on her head. With an unseen smile, she allowed the excited woman to push her head down her stomach and to her pubic mound. However, Jenny wasn't done teasing her friend. She kissed around her stomach and then down to her thighs, using her tongue to tickle the soft flesh. She sucked and bit her soft inner thighs, avoiding her vagina. Then she began to kiss her stomach again, just below her navel. She worked her way down until her tongue found the other ring. With her teeth, she gently tugged at the ring and heard Erica gasp in pleasure.



"Eat me," Erica hissed from above, both hands now searching for Jenny's head. When she found it, she pulled her mouth to her center and lifted her hips. When Jenny began to suck the lips into her mouth, Erica went over the top. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she cried as a strong climax rushed through her. When she felt her tongue slip deep inside her convulsing hole, her orgasm intensified. She feared that she might pass out as the waves of pleasure rushed through her. She thrashed on the bed, bucking her hips and crying out in rapture.
Jenny continued to suck her friend until her trembling stopped. When she pulled her face from between her legs, Erica's juice was dripping from her cheeks, lips and chin. She wiped the back of her hand across her mouth and leaned down to kiss her. "Was I better than Mrs. Anderson?" she asked with a teasing smile.
"Much," Erica said dreamily. She pulled Jenny down and kissed her still wet lips. Then, when she had recovered her strength, she pushed Jenny until she was on her back. She leaned over her and whispered, "Now let me show you what she taught me." With that she dove for Jenny's large breasts again. She sucked and licked for a long time, as if she couldn't get enough. She was like a baby nursing on her mother's breasts. "I love your tits," she said almost to herself.
Jenny sighed and caressed her head, gently directing her mouth from one saliva-wet mount to the other. She squeezed her legs together to try and control her throbbing sex lips. It didn't work and only intensified her excitement.
When Erica finally came up for air, she looked at Jenny and said, "I always loved your breasts. I fantasized a thousand times about doing what I just did. If only I had told you."
"It's a good thing you didn't at the time. I don't think I could have handled it. We might not be friends today."
Erica smiled and bent her head to kiss her breasts again. Finally, she began to kiss down her stomach. When she reached her pajama bottoms, she paused and pulled them off, throwing them onto the floor carelessly. Then she looked at Jenny's swollen sex in the dim light of the room. She noticed that her inner lips looked huge. Suddenly, she reached over and turned on the bedside light.
"What are you doing?" Jenny asked.
"I want to see your pussy. I want to see what I'm going to eat."
Jenny's face turned red in spite of what she had just done. She closed her eyes and let her friend spread her legs. She knew that her lips were very swollen and that she was leaking a steady stream of juice. It was amazing that all of her lovers wanted to look at her sex. Until recently she had thought they were ugly. She was almost convinced now that they were beautiful.
"Oh my," Erica gasped when she saw the fat inner lips. She had never seen any that large before... and she had eaten a few women in the last several years. Her mouth almost watered at the site. Quickly she moved between Jenny's legs and lifted her thighs. "Hold your legs up for me," she said.
Jenny still had her eyes closed as she lifted her legs to her breasts. She could feel how exposed she was and a tremor of excitement rushed through her. It seemed to make it even more exciting that it was her best friend that was looking at her.
Erica's hands were trembling as she opened the swollen lips to reveal her pulsing hole and throbbing clit. The clit was huge. "Maybe you should get a ring," she whispered as she gently touched the smooth nub of her clit.
Jenny gasped and a little moan escaped her lips.
Slowly Erica lowered her mouth until she was but an inch from the pulsing clit. She gently blew warm air on the little pea and watched it flutter. She did it again and then again as she tried to hold Jenny's legs still. Finally she lowered her mouth and stuck out her tongue to just barely touch it.
"Erica," Jenny gasped.
She pulled back with a teasing smile. She did it several more times, barely touching the sensitive bud. Then she opened her mouth and sucked the clit and the covering hood of skin into her mouth.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Jenny screamed. Her hips lifted from the bed as she pulled her legs tightly to her chest. Suddenly, it felt like Erica's mouth had turned into a vacuum and that she was going to suck her entire sex into her mouth.
That's just what Erica was trying to do. She sucked so hard that she pulled not only the inner lips into her mouth but some of the smooth outer lips as well. Then she let them slip out before doing it again. Over and over she sucked the sensitive lips in and out until the room was filled with a sloppy sucking sound.
When Jenny couldn't take anymore, she reached down and grabbed Erica's head. Being larger and stronger, it didn't take much effort for her to flip the woman over until Jenny was above her with her pussy pressed to her mouth. A gasp escaped her lips as she sat on her face. She heard Erica moan as she began to hump her hips into her mouth. Seconds later she began to climax. Her body froze and she pressed down hard, forcing her friend's face deep into her convulsing hole. It felt like the floodgates had opened and she heard Erica gasping to swallow all of her juice. She had never felt herself flooding like this and for a second Jenny worried that she was going to drown her friend. Then she couldn't think anymore as pleasure exploded in her head. The orgasm went on and on. When she finally came down, she lifted her pussy from her friend's face and saw the mess she had made. Her pretty face was covered with her juice from her forehead to her chin. She had a moment of regret until she saw the dreamy smile on Erica's face.
Both women seemed a little sheepish the following morning. However, by the time they had finished their morning coffee, they were chatting like old friends again.
"So what's on the agenda for me this week?" Erica asked.
"I thought we would go to the movies, a museum and the art gallery," Jenny said jokingly.
"No offense, but we can do that the next time I come to town. I haven't been fucked in two weeks... well, unless you consider last night. Is there any chance of doing that?"
Jenny blushed at her friend's language and tried to look shocked. But then she smiled and said, "All right, if you want to get fucked, I think I can arrange that."
"When?" Erica said excitedly.
"Is tonight to late?"
"No, that'll work find," Erica responded with a big smile.
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Chapter 18
When Jenny arrived at work the following morning she made a quick phone call to Sean. She found him more than eager to go out with she and Erica. He indicated that Jack would be happy to escort Erica.
Jenny sighed and sat back in her chair. It was going to be an interesting evening.
"You had better not bend over in that skirt," Jenny said when the saw the tiny mini-skirt that Erica was wearing.
They were going to meet Sean and Jack at eight at the club.
"Why not? Are you afraid someone will see my panties?" Erica said. Before Jenny could respond, she added, "Well, don't worry, I'm not wearing any." She laughed loudly. For a top, she had on a blouse, covered by a denim jacket. Under her blouse, she didn't have a bra on and if she took off her jacket, the silver nipple ring could be plainly seen. Her hair was nicely styled and her makeup perfect.
"I can't believe how much you've changed," Jenny exclaimed as she looked at her pretty friend. She was never ugly... but now she was gorgeous.
"You've changed quite a bit too."
"For the better I hope," Jenny said, twirling around and letting Erica see her outfit.
"Very nice... and sexy," Erica smiled.
Jenny was wearing a pleated skirt that was modestly short and a tank top with a blouse over it. She was wearing panties... although very tiny thongs. However, she too had forgone a bra since the tank top supported her and she had covered it with the blouse.
"Ready to go?" Jenny asked.
"More than ready," Erica said as Jenny led her out the door. "I'm taking you're word that Jack is a good fuck."
"It depends on what you mean by a 'good fuck'. Actually, I've never been with just him... as you know," she said with a smile.
"Oh that's right, you did them both at the same time," Erica said cryptically.
Although she knew that Erica was joking, Jenny felt a little twinge of embarrassment.
They walked outside and hailed a cab to take them to the club. When they arrived, Sean and Jack were waiting at the door. Jenny did the introductions and they went inside.
The club was already crowded and the band was playing. The four of them found a table in the loft and ordered drinks. It didn't take long for Sean and Jack to get the two ladies onto the dance floor.
It was some time later when they came back to the table.
Jenny had been watching Erica and Jack's interaction and it appeared that they were getting along very well. They were physically a good match (Jack's 5' 9" frame against Erica's 5' 1"), and they seemed to be compatible from a personality standpoint. They had danced every dance together and appeared to be whispering to each other at times.
As the evening wore on and the alcohol flowed, the atmosphere seemed to become more intimate. Jenny saw Jack's hand disappear under the table several times. He seemed to be taking even more liberties on the dance floor. Sean had also become more attentive while at the table. Jenny had to remove his hand from her breast and from between her legs on several occasions, but not because she didn't like it. On the contrary, her panties were soaked. It was just that she was a little embarrassed to be so intimate in front of Erica.
However, Erica didn't appear to have the same reservations. She was openly kissing Jack and allowing his hands to take all the liberties that he desired.
It wasn't long before Jack suggested that they go back to their place.
Jenny agreed but she was a little concerned about what the guys had planned. She knew that they had separate bedrooms so they could pair off in private if it went that far. However, after her weekend with Bob, she had a bit of reluctance at being with another man. She was certain that Bob wasn't idle and he seemed to be okay with her dating others. Still, she had always been a one-man woman and in her few relationships, she had been exclusive with the one she was dating. While she knew that many women, and men, juggled multiple relationships, it was new to her and created no small amount of emotional turmoil.
Before they left the club, Jenny and Erica went to the ladies room to fix their makeup.
"So you and Jack seem to be getting along well," Jenny stated as stood next to Erica as they stood in front of the mirror.
Erica smiled and her eyes filled with lust. "He's a winner. Just what the doctor ordered, I think."
"Should I invite Sean back to my place so the two of you can have their apartment?"
"Not necessary. Jack told me that they have separate bedrooms, so it shouldn't be a problem. Besides, I would rather we stay together if it's okay with you?"
"That's fine," Jenny said.
When the two ladies returned to the table, the four of them left the club. A few minutes later they were sitting in Sean and Jack's apartment. Jenny was on a loveseat and Erica was on the sofa. The guys were fixing drinks.
"So what do we do now, play spin the bottle?" Sean asked with a laugh as he and Jack returned with drinks in their hands and sat beside the ladies.
"I don't think you guys need that to get us to kiss you," Erica said and leaned toward Jack. A second later their lips were locked together in a passionate kiss.
Sean pulled Jenny into his arms and kissed her.
Jenny moaned and squeezed her legs together. She could feel that her sex lips were already swollen. When Sean's hand slipped inside her blouse to cup her covered breast, she opened her eyes to glance at Jack and Erica. They weren't paying attention to them. Jack had Erica pressed to the back of the love seat and his hand was under her skirt.
Jenny gasped as she saw her friend spread her legs, allowing Jack's hand free access to her pussy. At the same time, Sean slipped his hand between her legs.
Soon the room was ripe with passion and the moans of all four of them.
When Jenny felt Sean reach under her skirt to pull her panties down, she automatically lifted up. Again, she looked over and saw that Jack and Erica were not paying attention. Jack now had Erica's blouse open and was sucking on her breast. Jenny's eyes hooded over in passion as she secretly watched the lovers across from her. She spread her legs, allowing Sean's finger to slip into her very wet hole. Her eyes had to close as pleasure coursed through her.
Erica reached for the bulge in Jack's pants and wrapped her hand around it. "Mmmm," she moaned when she felt his thick penis under his slacks. With experienced fingers she reached down and quickly opened the zipper. Then, as she continued to kiss him, she reached inside and pulled his hard shaft out. She pried her lips from his and gasped as she saw the fat penis in her fist. Slowly she lowered her head, holding his penis up as her mouth opened.
"Ohhhh!" Jack gasped.
The moan from across the room made Jenny open her eyes again. When she did, she joined Jack's gasp. She saw Erica's lips stretched wide and to take half his penis into her mouth. Although she felt guilty, she watched as her friend moved her head down until his entire shaft had disappeared down her throat. At that moment, she realized that her friend had another surprise for her... she could deep throat. Jenny watched in fascination as Erica moved up, freeing the now saliva wet penis. When she got to the head, she held the shaft tight and sucked. Then she took him deep again. She kept this up for some time before beginning to bob her head up and down more rapidly. Jenny felt like she could climax just from watching the two lovers on the sofa across from her. She had never seen anything so exciting. However, she had never actually witnessed sex before.
Jenny barely noticed that Sean had pulled her top up. However, she gasped when he started to suck her nipple. She still continued to stare over his head at her friend and Jack. While it felt wrong to be watching, she found that she couldn't pull her eyes away. Her excitement was growing rapidly and when Sean began to kiss down her stomach, she didn't stop him. A second later, he had gotten to his knees and was pushing her skirt up. He began to kiss her thighs, pushing them further apart as he went. A moan escaped her lips when he lifted her thighs to his shoulders. "Oh Jesus," she cried when his mouth covered her swollen sex.
The gasp made Erica look up from her sucking. She smiled as she caught Jenny's eyes. Then she stood up and pushed Jack back on the loveseat. With a glance over her shoulder at Jenny, she pulled her tiny skirt up and straddled Jack. Then she reached behind her and found his wet and throbbing tool. Her eyes held Jenny's stare as she centered the swollen head between her lips. "Ahhhh!!!" she gasped as the head pierced her vagina.
Jenny almost climaxed at the combination of the site of her friend taking Jack's penis into her and Sean's tongue on her clit. She grabbed his head and pulled it to her, fighting to keep her eyes open. She watched as Erica began to bounce up and down, her head thrown back in pleasure. Jenny couldn't believe that she was actually watching someone having sex. In spite the feeling that she was intruding on a very intimate act, it was fascinating. It was a bit embarrassing to be watching but then she figured that if Erica wanted to put on a show, she would enjoy it.
After a few minutes, Erica turned around with her back to Jack. Slowly she raised her skirt, exposing her swollen sex and the silver ring above her clit. She closed her eyes as she slipped his penis into her. When she had him all the way inside her, she lifted her legs until her feet were resting on his knees. Her diminutive size made it easy for her to sit on Jack's lap. His fat penis kept her from falling to the side like an anchor. She began to lift herself with her legs, slowly letting the shaft slip out. She plunged back down and moaned. Then she did it again and again until she was bouncing up and down freely.
Jenny saw Erica looking at her and a wave of voyeuristic excitement rushed through her. She pulled Sean's mouth from her sex and whispered loud enough for Erica to hear "Fuck me."
Sean rushed to comply. He quickly stripped off his shirt and pants and knelt in front of her. A smile crossed his lips as he glanced back over his shoulder at Jack and Erica. Then he turned back and reached for his throbbing penis. He lifted Jenny's legs to his shoulder and moved forward until the tip of his penis was at her waiting hole.
"Ahhhheeee!!!" Jenny screamed as Sean's penis slipped deep into her.
When she heard Jenny's scream, Erica stopped her movement for a second. She could plainly see Sean's strong and bare ass moving up and down. A moan of excitement escaped her lips and she began to move faster on her lover.
Now the room was filled with the cries of pleasure and the grunts of the two couples. Wet slapping sounds echoed from the walls of the apartment.
It seemed that the two women were in a race to see who would climax first. Erica won.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she gasped as her body convulsed in orgasm.
Jack wasn't far behind and screamed that he was cumming.
Jenny's eyes could barely focus as her own climax consumed her. She felt Sean's penis expand in her hole and began to fill her with his cream.
As if planned, both women were receiving the ejaculations of their lovers at the same moment.
It was almost one A.M. when Jenny and Erica called a cab to take them home. Both Jack and Sean wanted them to stay the night. However, Jenny turned them down. It somehow seemed too intimate to sleep with their casual sex partners. She felt that that was something she could reserve for Bob. Fortunately Erica didn't want to stay the night either. The consolation to the guys for the ladies not sleeping over was that they let them fuck them again. This time they lay on the floor, Erica and Jenny side by side with their hips touching, while the two men fucked them. The second round lasted quite a bit longer than the first. Sometimes during the coupling, Erica and Jenny began kissing each other. That brought on the guy's climax soon afterward.
As the two satisfied women rode home in the taxi, they leaned against each other in exhaustion.
"Well, was it a good fuck?" Jenny whispered with a smile.
"Yes, I'm going to be satisfied for a week..." Erica answered and stopped. "Well, for a day or two anyway."
Jenny laughed and hugged her friend. "They're good guys... not too bright but good in the sack. I kind of feel bad about having sex and then just leaving," she said and looked at Erica.
"Me too," Erica responded factiously.
They burst out laughing.
"It's great to be a liberated lady, isn't it?" Jenny added rhetorically through fits of laughter.
They paid the cab and walked up the three flights of steps to Jenny's place.
"I wish I'd worn panties," Erica said as they reached Jenny's floor.
"Why?" Jenny said but then realized that Erica was talking about the fact Jack's sperm was leaking out of her. The guys had cum inside them twice each and the quantity of sperm seemed to indicate that they had been building up their load for a week. "You can get in the shower first," Jenny answered as she opened the door to her apartment.
"I was thinking of a better way to clean up," Erica said and grabbed Jenny's hand.
Jenny resisted for a second, wondering what Erica had in mind. Suddenly it dawned on her. With a smile she followed her friend into the bedroom.
They didn't get to sleep until well after three in the morning.
Chapter 19
Jenny was very tired when she arrived at work the following morning. She sat at her desk with her second cup of coffee, gazing out the window pensively. She had barely had three hours of sleep. Additionally, she had conflicting emotions. It still nagged her that she was somehow being unfaithful to Bob. No matter how many times she told herself that he seemed to be okay with it, she still felt guilty. However, on the other hand, she felt very satisfied sexually. The liaison with the boys and then Erica seemed to satisfy her almost constantly raging hormones... at least for a little while.
The ringing of her phone startled Jenny out of her daydream. She saw from the display that it was Tom. It took her a minute to decide to answer it because she wasn't sure that the call was going to be about business. She wasn't in the mood for what she figured he had in mind.
"Hi Tom," she said.
"Uh... Jenny, can you come to my office for a moment... uh I have something I need you to do."
Jenny sighed, almost telling him no. But he was her boss. "All right, I'll be over in a minute," she said.
When Jenny entered his office, Tom was on the telephone. She walked over and stood on his side of the desk. Then, without a word, she squatted and reached for his pants.
Tom's eyes opened wide in shock. He stuttered for a moment to whomever he was talking too but quickly regained his composure. A smile came to his lips as Jenny pulled his zipper down.
Jenny reached into Tom's pants and found his still soft penis. As she wrapped her hand around it and pulled it out, it began to grow. A second later it was standing tall. In spite of last night, Jenny felt a chill of excitement rush through her as she began to pump her fist up and down. She watched as the head pulsed and began to leak his juice.
Tom began to squirm in his seat as Jenny's fist moved up and down his shaft. It was obvious that he was having a difficult time continuing his conversation.
Jenny smiled at his discomfort and moved her fist faster. From Tom's movements, she knew that if she continued this that he would climax. A giggle escaped her lips at the thought. But then she realized that he would mess up his slacks if she masturbated him. Quickly she stood up and stripped off her thong panties. Squatting again, she draped the wet crotch over the head of Tom's penis and began to stroke him again.
Tom's eyes opened wide and he suppressed a moan when the wet and soft gusset of her panties covered his swollen penis head. His hips began to move up and down in time with Jenny's hand. He put his hand over the telephone, leaned his head back and moaned.
Suddenly Jenny saw the gusset of her panties growing dark and she could feel his sperm shooting up the shaft. She suppressed a giggle as she stroked him rapidly, pumping his juice into her panties. A few seconds later, his penis began to wilt in her hand. Jenny squeezed his penis, milking out the last drops into her panties. Then she stood up and tossed the panties onto her boss's desk. With a smile, she walked out of his office.
When Jenny got back to her office, there was a message from Erica saying that Jack had called and wanted to go out tonight. She wanted to know if it was okay with her. She smiled and thought that those two had a little more in common than she thought. However, maybe it was just the sex.
A second later her phone rang.
"Jenny Crawford," she said.
"Jenny, its Bob."
Her face lit up. "Hi Bob," she answered with a bright smile. "Are you back in town?"
"No. I just wanted to call and say hi."
"That's sweet. Thank you."
"I've missed you," he said with sincerity in his voice.
"I've missed you too," Jenny answered.
"Listen, I'll be coming back late Friday night. I was wondering if you might like to go to the beach with me for a couple of days?"
"The beach. There are no beaches around here," Jenny laughed.
"I have a little place in the Florida Keys. We can be down there in a couple of hours."
"Well... I... uh," Jenny stuttered. She remembered that Tim was supposed to come over Saturday night. She knew that he would be very disappointed if she cancelled. Yet, she wasn't going to give up a weekend with Bob for Tim.
"That's okay, I know it's short notice," Bob said. "You probably have a hot date Saturday night."
"No... well, yes I do have a date, but I can cancel that."
"No, I won't hear of that. We can do it another time."
"Listen, I can move it to Friday night," she said. She was supposed to go out with Michael on Friday night. But it was just to talk about her business ideas again and since Erica was leaving Friday afternoon it might work out.
"Are you sure?" Bob said hopefully.
"I'm sure."
"Great! Pack an overnight bag and a bathing suit."
"Okay."
"I'll pick you up at 7 am Saturday morning. Now don't wear yourself out on Friday night," he said with a laugh.
Jenny felt her face flush at his words. "I won't," she answered.
"See you then," Bob said.
"See you."
When Jenny hung up, she almost screamed in excitement. She couldn't believe that he had called her from China. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she picked up the phone again to call Michael. When she told her that she was going to cancel because of moving Tim to Friday night, she sounded disappointed.
"So you're dumping me for Tim," Michael said with a pout in her voice.
"Don't put it that way. We were just going to talk business... weren't we?"
"Well... I was hoping you could come back to my place."
Jenny sighed, not knowing what to do. She guessed that she would have to keep her date with Michael and disappoint Tim.
"Wait a minute," Michael said. "Why don't you both come over to my place Friday night?"
"Both of us?" Jenny asked.
Michael lowered her voice and said, "Yes... I'd like to meet Tim. Unless, you're not willing to share."
Suddenly Jenny's mood brightened. It was perfect. "Well, I'll have to ask Tim."
"Don't ask him. Tell him. From what you've told me, it would seem that he likes women to take charge."
"What have you got in mind," Jenny laughed.
"Nothing that you wouldn't do," she returned with excitement in her voice.
"All right, I'll let you know. Oh, and by the way, do you have any bathing suits my size? I don't have anything that is nice enough for the weekend."
"I'm sure that we can find something. Why don't you stop by tonight."



"That's perfect," Jenny said. She said goodbye and hung up.
Michael greeted Jenny at the door of her shop and led her to the dressing area.
"I have picked out a few bathing suits that I think will fit you," she said, picking up several and leading Jenny into a dressing room. "Did you call Tim?"
"Yep," she said with a smile.
"And?"
"I just told him that we were changing our plans. He sounded disappointed until I told him that we were going over to your place. I told him he didn't have a choice. Amazingly he said okay."
"That's my girl," Michael said proudly. "Does he know me?"
Jenny smiled. "He knows of you. I told him that you were very interested to meet him. He seemed excited." Jenny winked at Michael.
Michael smiled back. "We'll see how excited he is after tomorrow night." She laughed. "All right, let's try on a couple of these suits," she said, reaching up to unbutton Jenny's blouse.
Jenny showed no reluctance this time to let Michael take her clothes off. She took off her skirt as Michael stripped off her blouse and bra. A second later she was standing naked in front of the older woman. A chill of excitement rushed through her as she saw Michael's lustful look.
"Where's you panties young lady?"
Jenny blushed and said, "I donated them to a good cause."
"Aren't you the generous one," Michael said, holding out a bathing suit for Jenny to step into. It was full cut, forest green suit that was very low in the front and hugged her waist. However, instead of a regular bottom, it had only a thin strap that ran between the cheeks of her buttocks.
"Michael, I can't wear this in public," Jenny said when she pulled the suit up. Her breasts were practically falling out and her ass cheeks were totally exposed. The crotch piece was so tiny that it practically covered nothing and the thin strip of material almost disappeared into the grove of her vagina.
"Oh yes you can. When Bob sees this he will definitely rape you," Michael said as she turned Jenny until she could see her bare ass in the mirror.
"I'm not worried about Bob. I'd be arrested on a public beach."
"That's where this comes in," Michael said and held up a piece of material that looked like a scarf and matched the suit. She then wrapped it around Jenny and tied it at her waist, effectively covering her lower half. It left the side of one leg bare and came down to the middle of her thighs.
"Hmmmm," Jenny said, looking in the mirror. "Well, that should keep me from being arrested, unless I take it off."
"Take it off at a strategic time and I can guarantee fireworks will start," Michael said with a smile as she reached under the scarf and touched Jenny's crotch.
"Michael," Jenny gasped.
"I didn't say that it would turn on men only," she said as her fingers began to run up and down the grove created by the tight swimsuit. Then she leaned forward and kissed her, forcing her tongue into Jenny's surprised mouth.
Suddenly Jenny felt the woman's fingers worming under the suit. Jenny pulled away and said, "Michael, not here." Her breathing was suddenly very heavy.
"Why not," the older woman said and quickly slid to her knees. "I don't have to worry that the boss with catch us."
Jenny thought that she was sexually satisfied for at least a couple of days. However, she could feel her sex lips swelling.
"Mmmmm," Michael whispered, as she pulled the slip of material aside to expose Jenny's now swollen lips. A second later, her head moved forward and her lips touched Jenny's vagina.
"Michael," Jenny gasped and grabbed the older woman's head for support. She didn't try to push her away. Instead, she leaned back against the mirror and spread her legs.
Suddenly the two were oblivious to the hustle of people outside the dressing room curtain. If anyone mistakenly opened the wrong curtain, they would have gotten quite a surprise.
Michael moaned as Jenny's juice ran into her mouth like a faucet. She sucked and drank the juice as quickly as it came out. She reached behind Jenny and cupped her bare ass, pulling her pussy tightly to her mouth.
Jenny's legs were trembling with pleasure and she thought that they might give out. Then, when the older woman latched onto her clit, she almost slid to the floor. "Oh God," she gasped as quietly as she could. A second later a strong orgasm washed through her. Her legs felt like rubber and almost sat on the woman's upturned face. Her hips bucked back and forth as waves of pleasure ripped through her. The climax was particularly intense. It could have been because of where they were. However, whatever the reason, Jenny had to fight to remain conscious.
When Michael finally pulled her face away, it was a mess. Her makeup was smeared and Jenny's juice was glistening on her cheeks, lips and chin.
"Wow," Jenny gasped as she backed away and sat on a small bench.
"I love that you are so easy to please," Michael said with a big smile. "Come on, let's try on a couple more suits. We'll get one that is more conservative in case you meet any of Bob's friends."
Jenny gathered her strength to stand up. She reached out and pulled Michael to her and kissed her. "Thanks. You're such a good friend."
"And you're very tasty," she said, smacking her lips. "But let's try on these suits before I have to do you again."
"Gee, I don't think my poor little pussy can stand another climax... at least not today."
Chapter 20
Jenny took Friday off to be with Erica. As they sat eating breakfast in a restaurant, she got the details of Erica's date with Jack. The evening was similar to the night before, they went dancing and then back to his place, but with only her and Jack this time. She seemed to have had a good time with Jack and she said that he was going to come and visit her next month.
"So, maybe something is developing between the two of you," Jenny kidded.
"Maybe," Erica answered in a non-committal tone.
However, Jenny was sure that there was more to it then Erica was letting on. She could tell by the by the look on her face when she mentioned Jack's name. She had seen that same look on her own face when she thought of Bob.
After breakfast, they went shopping and, to Erica's surprise, actually went on a sightseeing tour. Then Jenny dropped Erica off at the airport and kissed her goodbye. They promised to keep in touch.
Tim was very curious about the evening ahead as he drove to Michael's place on Friday night. However, Jenny refused to reveal anything and told him he would have to wait and see. He had no idea what to expect or what to wear. He had dressed in a pair of Dockers pants and a Polo shirt. He looked handsome with his broad shoulders, sandy blond hair and blue eyes.
He parked in front of Michael's mansion, walked up the steps and rang the doorbell. He turned and looked out across the rolling hills at the thoroughbred horses galloping through the pasture. He figured that Michael must raise horses. In truth, he didn't care for horses because they scared him. However, he loved the outfits that women riders wore.
Just then, Michael opened the door.
Tim gasped. In front of him stood Michael and Jenny. They were both dressed in a pair of skintight cream colored riding pants with high black leather boots coming almost to their knees. On top they had on white blouses covered by a riding jackets. Both of them had on riding gloves.
Michael smiled at the shocked boy. "I'm Michael," she said and stretched out her hand.
"Uh... pleased to... to meet you," Tim stuttered as he took her leather-covered hand. He was almost trembling. How could she have known that her outfit was an incredible fetish of his? he wondered. He had hundreds of photos and videos of women dressed in riding clothes... many of them carrying riding crops. He almost gasped when he noticed that Michael was in fact carrying a riding crop. He felt his penis start to harden.
"Jenny has told me lots about you," she sexy woman said with obvious meaning as she led the stunned boy into the house. Michael could feel his eyes on her ass and exaggerated the sway of her hips.
Jenny didn't say anything, but she had a big smile on her face. As she walked, she swayed her hips as well.
Tim didn't know which way to look. He stared at Michael's ass then switched to Jenny's. While Michael's ass was nice, Jenny's was bigger and more to his liking. He could feel his face turning red as his penis began to form a bulge in his pants.
Michael led them into a large wood paneled study. The walls were filled with books and there was a large fireplace taking up one wall. Around the room were leather chairs and several leather covered sofas. The room had an earthy smell of pipes and leather. It was obviously a man's room.
"Sit down Tim. What would you like to drink?" Michael said. But then she said, "Oh, I forgot, you aren't old enough to drink. Well, how about a soda."
"Uh... that would be fine," Tim said, his throat suddenly very dry. He welcomed the chance to sit down and hide his obvious erection.
Jenny sat on the sofa across from Tim. She had a strange smile on her face as she stared at the handsome boy.
Michael brought him a soda and a mixed drink for her and Jenny. She sat down on the sofa next to Jenny.
The room suddenly got very quiet.
Feeling uncomfortably, Tim sat nervously, gulping his soda.
"So," Michael said, her voice breaking the quiet of the room, "Jenny tells me that you have quite a fetish."
Tim swallowed hard and looked from Michael to Jenny. His eyes grew wide in shock. He couldn't believe that Jenny had told Michael.
"What's the matter, the 'cat got your tongue'?" Michael said when Tim didn't answer. "Jenny also tells me that you have a very nice body. Why don't you show me?"
"Huh?" Tim gasped.
"Take your cloths off!" she stated emphatically, looking at him with steely eyes.
Tim looked at Jenny for relief but she had the same look on her face. She nodded her head.
"Well, are you going to take your clothes off or do you want to leave?" Michael said when he didn't move.
Jenny looked at Michael, her eyes opening wide. Then she looked at Tim apprehensively. She knew that this was a critical point. The poor boy looked so scared that she thought he might bolt from the room any second.
Slowly Tim stood up. His hands were trembling as he set his soda on the end table. Again he looked from Michael to Jenny, this time almost pleadingly... like he was bound by some unseen force and couldn't just walk out of the room.
Jenny and Michael looked back without smiling.
The women watched with some relief as the boy begin to pull his shirt of her his head.
When it was off Michael said, "My but you do have a great chest."
Tim hesitated again as he reached for his belt buckle. He looked at Jenny. He could see excitement in her eyes and knew that he would get no respite. Slowly he unbuckled his belt and pulled down the zipper of his slacks. Then he closed his eyes as he let his pants fall to his feet. He had on a pair of white boxer briefs and there was a large tent in the front.
"Hurry up," Michael said firmly, but her voice now betrayed her excitement.
Tim bent over and took off his shoes and socks and then pulled his pants off. He stood back up, his face a mixture of excitement and fear. Slowly, he hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his briefs.
The two women looked on with satisfied smiles. They had won the battle of wills.
Tim closed his eyes in embarrassment and pulled his underwear down, leaning over to cover his erection. However, he knew that the protection wouldn't last long.
When he stood back up, the two women had to suppress a gasp. Tim's long penis was bobbing in the air and dripping a steady stream of juice. The veins in the side bulged and pulsed, making it appear as if the angry shaft could explode any second.
Michael gathered her composure, stood up with her riding crop in her hand. She strode over to the young man until she was close to him. "Hmmm," very nice she said as she began to walk around him. She used the riding crop to run across his back and down to his buttocks. She saw him tremble and smiled over his shoulder at Jenny. Then she walked around in front of him, placing the crop under his exposed testicles and lifted them.
Tim gasped but kept his eyes closed.
"Nice large balls... and long cock. Jenny didn't tell me how well endowed you are," she said, running the crop up his shaft and around the dripping head. Michael looked at Jenny and motioned her over.
Jenny got up, her legs feeling like rubber as she moved over to stand next to Tim.
Michael leaned close to Tim and whispered, "We're going to make your deepest fantasy come true." With that she reached down and wrapped her gloved hand around his penis. It throbbed and threatened to spit the contents of his balls onto the floor. Michael laughed and pulled her hand away. "Get down on the floor, on your back."
Tim opened his eyes. They were glazed and swimming with excitement. He quickly hurried to get on the floor. Suddenly, he was looking up at the two dominating women as they stood over him. His mind was having difficulty processing what his eyes were seeing. He watched as first Michael and then Jenny took off their jackets. They were naked underneath their white blouses. His eyes went from Jenny's large breasts to Michael's smaller ones. The nipples of both women were poking through the thin material and the brown areolas were plainly visible.
Michael lifted her booted foot and stepped over Tim, straddling his face. "My butt isn't as large as Jenny's but it will have to do for now," she said as she began to squat.
Tim's eyes were as round as saucers as Michael's ass neared his face.
"Mmmmm," Michael said as she sat slowly onto the boy's face. "This is nice," she added as she forced most of her weight onto his willing face.
Jenny had to giggle when she saw Tim's penis throb and squirt a stream of clear juice from the head.
Michael felt her vagina flutter as she pressed her ass onto his face. The thick material of her pants kept her from feeling too much. However, just the excitement of sitting on his face was enough to make her pussy throb.
Tim reached up and cupped Michael's covered butt.
"Put your hands down," Michael ordered, not sure if he was trying to lift her up. Then she stretched her legs out in front of her, looking down to see that the top of his forehead was getting red. She lifted up and let him catch his breath but moved back down quickly. "You were right Jenny, his face does make a good seat," Michael laughed.
The older woman squirmed on the boy's face for quite some time before she relinquished her spot for Jenny.
Jenny quickly took her place, moving to straddle him. She looked down and saw that Tim's eyes were open and his face was a mask of lust. She could feel the cotton material stretching tight across her ass as she squatted. She heard a muffled gasp from Tim as her superior weight pushed his head to the floor. A giggle came from her lips as she stretched her legs out, forcing all of her weight onto the poor boy's face. She looked up at Michael with a smile of satisfaction.
"So how has work been," Michael asked as she retrieved her and Jenny's drinks.
"Wonderful. It's been hard work but the new job is coming along."
Tim could barely hear their conversation. He didn't care what they were saying anyway. He was in heaven.
The two women chatted idly for a long time before Michael helped Jenny from Tim's face. She kissed her passionately. "I need his mouth on my bare pussy now," she hissed into Jenny's ear.
"Yes," Jenny agreed.
Michael looked down at the dazed boy. Then she led Jenny back to the sofa where they sat side by side. "Tim, come over here and take our boots off."
Tim started to get to his feet.
"Crawl," Michael ordered.
Jenny gasped but watched as Tim obeyed, crawling over to kneel at their feet.
"Take our boots off."
Tim looked up and gasped as he saw their almost bare breasts under the thin blouses again. Then he reached up and unzipped Michael's boot and then struggled to get the tight fitting leather off her foot. When he had finally gotten that one off, he did the other. Then he moved to Jenny and did the same. It took him quite some time to get all four boots off.
"Now, our ridding pants. They're uncomfortable because you've made our crotches all wet."
Tim pulled Michael's pants down. In the process, he spread her legs and saw that she was smoothly shaved and that her vagina was very wet. His penis throbbed and he had to look away in fear that he might climax. Then he did the same for Jenny, trying to avoid looking at her pussy.
"Jenny, please get you and I another drink," Michael said. As Jenny got up, Michael spread her legs wider and reached for the young man's head. "Lick my thighs first," she hissed excitedly, directing his lips to her warm and humid inner thighs. She knew that Tim could smell her excitement, because she could smell it herself. It was stronger than normal because of being trapped in her tight pants for so long.
When Jenny came back with the drinks, she stood for a second, watching Michael direct Tim's mouth from one thigh to the other until they were both wet with his saliva. Then the older woman looked up dreamily at Jenny and slipped lower on the sofa. "Ohhhh!!!" she gasped as she pulled Tim's mouth to her pussy.
Jenny almost dropped the drinks when she saw Michael wrap her legs around Tim's neck and begin bumping her hips into his mouth. She took a quick gulp of her drink as she watched. Her own juice beginning to stream down her legs.
"Oh Jesus," Michael screamed. She lifted her hips high, pulling Tim's hair as a strong climax shook her.
Jenny thought that the older woman was going to pull the boy's hair out and wrench his neck because of her frantic movements. However, the harsh treatment didn't appear to bother Tim. His face remained buried between her legs and little moans were coming from his throat.
After what seemed like a long time, Michael finally let go of Tim's hair and pushed his face from between her legs.
He sat back, still appearing to be dazed.
Jenny gave Michael her drink and sat down. "Now, it's my turn. Eat me Tim," Jenny said as calmly as possible. However, her voice was trembling.
Tim obeyed, moving quickly between Jenny's legs. Without being told, he began to kiss her thighs like he had done to Michael.
Jenny spread her legs wide. When she looked down, she couldn't believe how swollen her pussy lips were. She had never seen them quite that large.
As Jenny watched Tim kiss her thighs, Michael leaned over and kissed her. She moaned and sucked her tongue. Then she felt Michael opening her blouse. When all the buttons were undone, Michael broke the kiss and worked her way down her neck and across her bare breast until she could suck a nipple into her mouth. At the same time, Tim's mouth found her sex lips. "Ahhhhhheeee!!!" she screamed at the combined excitement of having her breast sucked and her pussy eaten.
Soon, Jenny was bucking her hips as she held Michael's mouth to her heaving chest. It only took a minute for her to feel the rush of an orgasm. Her head began to spin and her hips twitched upward at the sucking mouth. "Michaellllll," she gasped as her climax began. It was incredible. Her body thrashed and then froze as wave after wave of pleasure rocketed through her. "Ohhhhhhhh Goddddddd!!!" she screamed. It felt like every nerve in her body was on fire; from the top of her head to the tips of her toes... she had become a mass of quivering flesh.
When her trembling eased, Michael whispered, "My but that seemed to be a good one."
Jenny opened her eyes and saw Michael leaning close to her with a smile on her face. Jenny could only nod her head.



Tim was sitting back on his feet, looking from one woman to the other. He had a strangely satisfied look on his face, almost as if it had been him that had climaxed. His face was soaked and his hair was a mess. The juice from the two women was glistening on his face and chest.
"Oh the floor again, at our feet," Michael ordered. She handed Jenny a drink and put her arm around her shoulder. Then she lifted her drink up and tapped Jenny's glass. At the same time she placed her bare feet on Tim's chest.
Jenny did the same to his stomach.
They began to talk quietly as the young man lay below them. His penis was still as hard as it had been when they first started. His shaft and pubic hair were covered with his own pre-cum as it continued to bubble out of the almost grotesquely swollen head.
Some time later Michael said, "Well, do you want his cock or face."
Jenny looked down at Tim's hard penis and said, "I don't think he will last very long, so why don't you take his cock."
Michael face broke into a broad smile. "Are you sure?" she said.
"Yes, I've had it before. However, my pussy is too sore for his mouth, but I think my asshole could use as little TLC."
Michael roared with laughter. "Excellent," she said. Then she pulled two pillows from the sofa and pushed one under his hips and one under his head.
A second later, the two women were straddling Tim again, this time naked. They faced each other with Jenny standing over his face and Michael over his throbbing erection. First they kissed long and passionately. Then they squatted. Jenny spread her cheeks and centered her little star on Tim's mouth. Michael reached down and held Tim's penis to her dripping hole. At the same moment they sat down.
"Ohhhhh!!!" they both said as the young man's tongue went into Jenny's ass and his cock into Michael. They settled down, taking the boy's tongue and penis deep into their bodies.
Tim couldn't move. His face was pressed to the pillow on the floor by Jenny's fleshy cheeks and Michael's weight held his hip's prisoner. Never in his life had he experienced anything like this... anything so exciting. It was better than any fantasy he had ever had.
The two women sat quietly, leaning forward and kissing as their hands played with each other's breasts. After a while Jenny began to move her hips up and down slowly, forcing Tim's tongue in and out of her pulsing asshole.
Michael held her position, gasping for breath as she watched Jenny begin to move. Then she began to move up and down herself, very slowly at first. She knew that Tim wouldn't last long. Soon the tempo changed and she began to move faster, until she was bouncing on his penis.
As Jenny watched, Michael's eyes closed. She heard Tim moan below her and saw him lift his hips. She knew that he was climaxing.
Michael felt it and went over the top again. She began to move even faster on his spitting penis, forcing everything he had inside his swollen balls into her convulsing hole.
Jenny felt a sweet little orgasm rush through her, starting in her ass and moving through her swollen vagina. It was far less intense then the first one but it was satisfying non-the-less. As her asshole throbbed, a strange though came to her. She imagined that it was Bob's large penis inside her ass instead of Tim's tongue. Suddenly her dwindling climax started again. She couldn't believe it... she had never climaxed a second time so quickly. Her pussy throbbed and began to spill its juice all over Tim's chin. She fell toward Michael, who was still in the throes of her climax.
It was almost an hour later when Jenny finally got dressed. She had her arm around Michael as the older woman walked her out of the room.
"Don't worry, I'll see that he gets home safely," Michael said. Then she added with a giggle, "If he survives the night."
Jenny laughed as she looked back at Tim, still lying naked on the floor. Most of his body was covered with their combined pussy juice. She laughed and responded, "Yes, if he survives."
Michael kissed Jenny tenderly at the door and whispered, "Thanks for sharing."
"My pleasure," Jenny said as she stepped out into the cool summer evening. The stars were twinkling brightly and there was a full moon. She looked up into the sky and saw a jet high in the sky and wondered if that could be Bob. She knew that it wasn't but a smile came to her face at the though of the handsome man.
Chapter 21
Bob arrived at Jenny's place on time the following morning. He greeted her with a big smile and a long kiss. "I've been thinking of that kiss all week," he said when he pulled away, almost breathless.
Jenny had practically swooned. "Me too," she whispered.
"Let's get going. We can be on the beach by noon."
Several hours later, after two hours in the jet and a short car ride, they pulled up in front of a gray, multi-storied, wood shingled beach house. It was raised from the ground by large wooden polls to keep the lower rooms from flooding during tropical storms. The front of the house faced the main road but the back overlooked a beach and the Gulf of Mexico.
Bob led Jenny into the house, carrying her bag.
"God," Jenny gasped when she saw that the back of the house had large windows that overlooked the Gulf. The main room had tall cathedral ceilings with floor to ceiling windows. There was a two-storied deck with a large hot tub along and numerous lounge chairs and umbrellas.
"Let's have a look," Bob said sitting the bag down and leading Jenny out to the deck.
It was a beautiful sunny day and there was a light breeze coming off the Gulf. The house was fifty yards from the beach, with sand dunes and marsh-grass in between. Beyond that and for as far as the eye could see there was crystal clear water of the Gulf of Mexico. There were a few puffy white clouds drifting slowly across the otherwise clear sky. The world suddenly seemed to be moving like the clouds.
"It's incredibly beautiful," Jenny whispered as she leaned against Bob.
"Yes you are," Bob answered with a smile.
Jenny looked up at his smiling face. A second later his lips were on hers. Her head began to spin from the combination of the kiss, the gently sea breeze and the heady smell of fresh salt water. She trembled in his arms.
Bob pulled his lips from hers and said, "Why don't we get our swim suits on and go down to the beach."
"Wonderful," Jenny said as she stared into his pretty eyes.
Bob led Jenny upstairs to the master bedroom and showed her the bathroom. He changed in the bedroom and waited for Jenny to come out.
A few minutes later Jenny came out wearing the green bathing suit. She had tired the scarf around her waist, covering her near nakedness.
Bob whistled as he looked at Jenny in her low cut suit. "God, if the bottom of that suit shows as much as the top, I might rape you."
"Promises, promises," Jenny answered with a smile.
"There is a beach blanket downstairs and I think my house keeper has left a picnic lunch in the kitchen."
They gathered a blanket from the laundry room, a large picnic basket from the kitchen and walked out onto the deck and then down the long steps to the sandy beach.
Jenny wrapped her arm around Bob's waist as they navigated the sand dunes and marsh grass. They found a flat spot between two dunes, about twenty-five yards from the beach and laid their blanket down.
Bob put the basket in the center of the blanket and opened it to retrieve a bottle of wine.
Jenny stood between him and the beach, looking out at the crystal clear water and the gentle waves lapping at the shore. She looked up and down the beach and saw a few people walking and a few lying out to enjoy the sun. Otherwise, there weren't that many people around. "Where is everybody?" Jenny asked.
"Well, there aren't that many houses in this area and most of the land belongs to a few people."
Jenny could see several houses large houses in both directions. She couldn't imagine how much a house and land cost in this stretch of the Keys... probably more than she would make in a lifetime. When she turned around she saw that Bob staring at her.
"Sorry," he said and looked embarrassed.
"Why are you sorry?"
"Because I've been staring at you all day."
Jenny smiled. "No woman in her right mind would mind that." She felt a flutter in her heart. Bob had been such a gentleman. She appreciated the fact that he hadn't tried to maul her. A few gentle but passionate kisses were all that he had done. He was very different from most of the guys she knew. Maybe it was his maturity. Whatever it was, it was refreshing. It showed he was interested in more than sex with her.
Suddenly, Jenny realized she had zoned out and realized that Bob was still talking. She hadn't heard most of what he had said.
"And I know that women don't like to be ogled but I can't seem to help myself with you."
Jenny laughed out loud. "Ogle all you want."
Bob opened the wine bottle and poured them both glasses.
Jenny sat down next to him, facing the beach.
They sat quietly for a long while; drinking wine and watching the seagulls fight for bits of food on the beach. When Bob pulled Jenny back, she didn't resist and lay with him on the blanket. His lips came to hers for a gentle kiss. When she opened her mouth, his tongue found hers.
A moan escaped Jenny's lips as the kiss quickly grew passionate.
Soon, Bob's hand was searching for Jenny's breast. He moaned as his fingers probed under the top of the bathing suit until he could cup her bare breast in his palm.
Jenny pulled away and saw a surprised look on Bob's face. She gently pecked his lips before she stood up. Her heart was thumping in her chest as she began to untie the scarf around her waist. She watched Bob's face as she opened it.
"Oh my God," he gasped. The lower section of Jenny's bathing suit was practically non-existent. The walk down to the beach had caused the tiny bit of material in the crotch to pull between her lips, exposing both sides of her smooth shaven outer lips. Even a hint of the pink flesh of her swollen inner lips could be seen.
"Do you like it," Jenny whispered as she turned around. She heard Bob's intake of breath. She looked over her shoulder and saw him staring at her bare ass cheeks.
Bob swallowed and tried to speak, but nothing came out. His mouth opened and closed without uttering a word.
"I told Michael that I thought it was too revealing. What do you think?" Jenny added with a smile.
"It's... it's... incredible," Bob gasped as he came out of his shocked state. His hands came up and touched her bare ass cheeks gently, caressing her.
Jenny shivered as she allowed his hands to roam across her exposed ass cheeks. She closed her eyes in excitement, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands on her soft flesh. Suddenly she gasped and looked back. Bob was kissing her ass.
He rained kisses on one cheek before moving to the other until both were wet with his saliva. "Get on you hands and knees," Bob whispered.
Jenny looked up and down the beach. They had some privacy but not enough to go too far. "Bob," she whispered as she felt him pulling her down. With a whimper she relented and got on her knees. Then she felt Bob crawling behind her. A second later he was kissing her ass again.
"God, I love your ass," he whispered to himself. Soon his tongue was between her cheeks, traveling down the thin line of her thong bottom.
Jenny gasped when she felt him pulling the slip of material to the side. "Oh Jesussssss," she hissed when she felt his tongue touch her asshole. Her knees collapsed and she fell face forward onto the blanket with Bob's mouth following.
ob settled down on his stomach with his face buried between her fleshy cheeks. A moan escaped his lips when he felt her little star open to allow his tongue to enter.
Soon Jenny was gasping for breath. She couldn't believe what she was allowing to be done to her on a public beach. However, she forced that out of her mind as Bob's tongue began to move in and out of her tight hole. Just when she felt like she couldn't stand any more, he pulled his tongue out and moved to her dripping sex lips. The excitement of the day and the building sexual tension from the moment Bob had first kissed her this morning was too much for her. She began to climax. "Ohhhhhhh!!!" she gasped as her hips rose from the blanket, allowing Bob's tongue to find her clit. Waves of pleasure washed over her, matching the lapping of the waves on the beach. Little whimpers escaped her lips. It took a long time for the climax to begin to wane. However, before it was even done, she felt Bob turning her over until she was on her back.
Bob quickly lifted her legs and moved to his stomach again, his mouth over her swollen sex. He pulled the crotch to her suit aside and moved down.
"Bob, Bob, Bob," Jenny gasped as he began to eat her. Her hands found the blanket and squeezed it tightly in her fists as the waves of pleasure began anew. Soon she was in full climax again. The beach began to spin as she gasped for breath and her screams melded with the squawking seagulls above.
It took a long time for Jenny to come around. When she did, she realized that Bob was holding her in his arms.
"You're back," Bob laughed as he looked down at Jenny.
"Oh God... that was... that... amazing," Jenny gasped as she snuggled her face into Bob's strong chest. As his arms pulled her tight, she felt a strong feeling of comfort and security wash over her. She had been on her own for so many years and had come to rely on no one but herself. Suddenly, she felt warm and protected. She felt a tear trickle from her eye and drop onto Bob's chest and a little sob came from her.
"Are you okay," Bob asked with concern as he turned her face up to him.
"More than okay," she whispered and turned her face back down. She didn't want him to see her tears for some reason. She didn't cry easily and it brought a feeling of dependency to her that she wasn't used to. She pushed on Bob's chest until he was lying on his back, with her head still on his chest. When she looked down, a smile came to her face. His swim trunks were tented with his erection. Her hand snaked down his chest to his stomach. She tickled her fingers around the waist of his shorts before slipping them underneath. She heard Bob gasp when her fingers slid through the pre-cum juice that had saturated his stomach. She lifted his trunks and saw the tip of the swollen head staring back at her. There was a steady stream of juice running out.

Jenny sat up and reached down for Bob's trunks. "Lift up," she said. Quickly, before he could protest, she had slipped them down to his knees. A sudden giggle escaped her lips as his long penis swayed in the salty ocean breeze. She wrapped her hand around the shaft, holding it up and admiring the size and thickness. Then she squeezed the shaft, pulling down, taking the foreskin from the swollen head. The crown was almost purple and pulsing with excitement.
When Jenny began to kiss down Bob's chest, he grabbed her head. "Jenny," he whispered as he looked down the beach.
"So, it's okay for you to get me off on a public beach but I can't do you?" Jenny laughed. "Sorry mister but I'm a liberated woman." With that Jenny began to kiss his stomach, stroking his shaft in her hand as her lips drew closer to the pulsing shaft.
"Oh Jesus," Bob whispered when Jenny's tongue found the slit in the tip of his penis. His hips lifted from the blanket as she teased the head, circling her tongue around the crown. A groan escaped his lips when her teeth found the folded skin and gently nipped it.
Jenny couldn't believe how bold she was being. They were on a public beach with the chance of someone walking by at any movement. However, instead of scaring her, it was exciting her. As she lay on Bob's stomach tickling his penis head with her tongue, she heard a giggle. When she opened her eyes, she saw two girls walking down the beach looking directly at them. A thrill of pleasure rushed through her and she opened her mouth and took the head inside. Jenny actually winked at them. The two girls stared excitedly until they were blocked out by the sand dune.
Bob moaned and lifted his hips from the blanket in excitement. His head was back as he and his eyes closed reached for Jenny's head. He heard her groan deep in her throat when he pushed her head down.
Jenny gagged as the large head reached the breach of her throat. She tried to relax and take it deeper but it wouldn't go much further. Instead she pulled back and sucked the head as her fist began to move up and down the shaft. She could taste the sweet juice as it ran from the slit and down her throat. Incredibly she felt her pussy lips begin to swell again. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping her sensitive inner lips between the larger outer.
"Oh God Jenny... I'm going to cum," Bob warned.
Jenny's answer was a groan and she began to move her hand faster on the shaft. Soon she was pumping her hand up and down rapidly and moving her head at the same tempo.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Bob cried and lifted his hips high from the blanket.
A strong blast of hot cum hit the back of Jenny's throat. Although Jenny was expecting it, she was still surprised by the volume. She swallowed quickly, feeling his hot juice lining her throat. Her hand pumped for more. Each stroke brought another blast until it came so fast that Jenny couldn't swallow it all. She moaned in frustration as some dribbled from the corners of her mouth and down the shaft.
Bob thought the top of his head was going to explode as the climax went on and on. His body shook with pleasure. He held Jenny's head in his hands until his balls were empty.
Jenny sucked him until the shaft began to shrink in her mouth. She lovingly cupped his balls and murmured in contentment, holding the now much smaller penis in her mouth. When she finally pulled away, she could see the juice that had escaped her mouth on his balls and pubic hair. She moved her mouth down and used her tongue to lap it up.
Finally Bob pulled Jenny up to him. He smiled and lovingly kissed her still wet lips. When she opened her mouth his tongue slipped inside.
The two lovers relaxed on the beach and ate lunch. Afterward, Bob lovingly covered Jenny's exposed flesh with sunscreen. He had her turn over and he spread the cream on her exposed ass cheeks, spending far more time than was necessary. When he finally lay down beside her, he was half-hard again.
Jenny giggled when she saw the bulge of his penis running down the leg of his trunks. "That looks uncomfortable," she laughed and reached her hand down to stroke him.
"It wasn't until you started doing that," Bob returned as his penis sprang to full hardness.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to create pain for you," she said and pulled her hand away teasingly.
"I can take the pain," Bob said and grabbed her hand and placed it back on his shaft.
"Are you sure? I wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable," Jenny continued to tease as she began to stroke him gently.
"Don't worry about that," he laughed. Then added, "You're going to get a surprise if you keep that up." Then he pulled her lips to his and kissed her. When they pulled apart, they were both breathing heavily. "I'm hot. Let's take a dip in the water," Bob said as he grabbed her hand and stood up.
The two of them walked hand in hand to the water, Bob trying unsuccessfully to hide his erection.
"Mmmmm," Jenny hissed as she walked into the cool Gulf water. "It's so clear," she marveled. "I can even see my feet."
"It's the reefs. They keep the ocean sediments from washing up to the shore. It's what I love most about the Keys."
Bob led Jenny into the water until they were shoulder deep. Then he took her in his arms and kissed her.



Jenny moaned and reached down to caress his still hard penis through his swim trunks.
When Bob broke the kiss, he glanced at the beach then turned back to Jenny. Then he reached up with both hands and pushed the shoulder straps of her suit down her arms.
"Bob, what are you doing?" she gasped as he continued to move the straps down and off her arms. Suddenly Jenny's breasts were bare.
"I want to feel your bare breasts against my chest," Bob said with a smile and pulled her to him. He kissed her again.
Jenny moaned as her large breasts mashed against Bob's strong chest.
When Bob pulled away, there was obvious excitement in his eyes. "I want to fuck you," he whispered.
"Here?" Jenny said incredulously.
"Right here and now," Bob returned as he reached between her legs.
"Oh God," Jenny gasped as she felt him pulling the crotch of her suit to the side.
"Wrap your legs around my waist."
Jenny did as he asked, lifting her legs to his waist. Then she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck. She closed her eyes when she felt Bob pulling his penis from the leg of his shorts. When the head touched her rapidly swelling lips she almost screamed. She bent her head and bit into the soft skin of his shoulder as she felt the swollen head of his penis touch her hole. "Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped as it slipped into her.
Suddenly they were standing neck deep in the crystal clear water with Bob's penis deep inside Jenny. Neither of them moved as they enjoyed the incredible feeling of being connected. The water gently washed around their bodies making them sway as the seagulls cried from above and the bright sun sparkled on the blue water. The two lovers were oblivious to everything around them. The outside world vanished.
As the waves moved in and out, Bob moved to adjust his stance in order to remain standing. The movement forced his penis to move gently inside Jenny's vagina. It was enough to bring pulses of pleasure deep inside her. Those pulses in turn made Bob's penis throb.
Bob's hands found Jenny's ass cheeks and he began to lift her slowly up and down.
To anyone on the shore, they appeared to be a man and woman innocently enjoying the warm water. However, beneath the surface, the excitement was building.
"Oh God Bob," Jenny hissed when she felt her insides begin to contract around his slowly moving shaft. Incredibly, Jenny felt like she could climax again. However, it wasn't the normal feeling... it was a slow build up... a feeling deep inside... more like the movement of the gentle waves washing over them. Suddenly Jenny squeezed her legs tightly around Bob's waist and her arms around his neck. Again she placed her mouth on the soft skin of his shoulder... this time to cut off a scream of pleasure as she began to climax.
Bob felt the quivering deep inside her. Her insides were almost like a vibrator, moving up and down his penis. But he didn't want to cum so quickly and tried to hold Jenny's hips still. However, even when he stopped her outward movement, he could still feel her vagina caressing him. It was too much to take. Jenny's grunts of pleasure and the pulsing inside her took him over the top. He gasped, "I'm going to cum."
Jenny barely heard him. She was floating... floating on a sea of pleasure like she had never felt before.
Bob's penis lurched as his balls emptied into Jenny's willing hole.
That evening Bob took Jenny to a local pub. It was a ramshackle place on the outside but had great burgers and a Calypso band. Jenny and Bob danced and drank until the small hours of the morning. When they got home, they collapsed into the bed and fell asleep.
The following morning, they made gentle love in the bed before getting up. Then Bob took Jenny sailing for the day.
When the day was nearing its end and they had to leave, Jenny wanted to cry. It had been another fairytale weekend. And, more importantly, she thought that she was in love with Bob. However, she didn't say anything to him. She didn't know how he felt. Besides, it was pretty obvious that he liked to play the field and she couldn't imagine that he would want to settle for just one woman. Then she chastised herself for letting her old negative feelings arise again. Still, it wasn't easy to change the way she had felt for so many years.
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Chapter 1
Elaine Simon sat on her porch on a warm Sunday afternoon, watching her two children play in a large, homemade sandbox. Little Jimmy, with the red hair like his father, was four and his brother, Todd, who looked more like her, was almost two. Both boys were rambunctious, with Jimmy being the type "A" personality of the two and always wanting to get his own way. It seemed that she was constantly scolding him for taking things from his younger brother. It was a chore keeping up with the two of them, especially working ten-hour days at the law firm where she was a paralegal. It would have helped if the children's father were around some of the time. As it was, it seemed like she was a single parent.
John, Elaine's husband, traveled across the country for his engineering company, testing the structural integrity of old bridges and building new ones. He was away for weeks at a time; much of it spent in California where the company was re-building a bridge that was destroyed in a springtime flood. On his current trip, he had been away for several weeks, but was supposed to come home next week.
While he always complained about the travel and long hours, lately Elaine was beginning to think that he preferred to be away from home. His reluctance to be home seemed to have started after Todd was born. Nowadays, even when he was home, John often acted preoccupied and didn't seem to have time for her or the children anymore. And, while his job had always been important to him, it literally took all of his time now. Unfortunately, their personal relationship and sex life had suffered greatly.
It hadn't always been like that though. The two of them had met in high school and fell in love. They had continued to date through college. It took John five years to finish but Elaine had stayed with him and, much to her parent's disapproval, they married the following year.
Elaine's Mom thought that she could do better than John. It seemed that John and her had gotten off on the wrong foot from the very beginning and it had only gone downhill in the years since.
However, Elaine was happy to say that financially, John had proved her mother wrong. They had a nice house in an upper middle class neighborhood and belonged to a country club. They had delayed having children until they were more financially stable. However, now at 35 with two young children, Elaine wondered if waiting had been a good idea. They would be in their fifties when the children finally went off to college. Some of her friends were still in their forties and their children were already in college, leaving them young enough to enjoy being "empty-nesters".
Elaine sighed as she watched Jimmy steal a sand shovel from his brother. "Jimmy, give it back," she said, giving her son a perturbed look. When he didn't respond she got up and scolded him, giving the shovel back to his brother. She was still bending over the sandbox when she heard a whistle from behind. She stood up quickly and spun around. Her face turned bright red when she saw the attractive black man standing with his hands on his hips and a big smile on his face.
Derrick James had worked with Elaine for the past two years. He was a young, black and upcoming attorney for the law firm, Billings, Bradley and Murphy where they both worked. Elaine's job was to support him and two other attorneys by preparing legal briefs and keeping track of their court dates... which was no easy task. All of the attorney's she worked for could be very demanding. However, of the three, Derrick was by far the nicest. He was handsome, with bright white teeth that almost sparkled when he smiled. He was tall, at six foot three, and had the build of a football player at two hundred and twenty pounds. In fact, he had played football for his college before going on to law school. He graduated at the top of his class. He turned thirty several months ago.
"Wow, I've never seen you wear those shorts to work," Derrick said teasingly.
Elaine was still blushing when she said, "You're early." She had planned to change into something a little more appropriate before he got there. He had caught her wearing a tee shirt and pair of old and very tight short shorts. They hugged her buttocks like a second skin and rode high on her cheeks, especially when she bent over. "I'll go change."
"You don't need to do that for me," Derrick smiled as he appraised the pretty woman.
Elaine self-consciously brushed her short hair back and tried to control the little tremor of excitement that was suddenly coursing through her. At work, there had always been an underlying sexual tension between the two of them that neither of them had acknowledged. This was the first time they had met outside of the office and it felt strange.
Derrick stood with his hands on his hips and stared at Elaine.
Elaine was shocked when she felt her nipples harden. She saw Derrick's eyes drop to her chest. Suddenly she felt the urge to cross her arms over her chest. However, that would have made her discomfort obvious. She wished that she had changed earlier.
Normally Elaine was immaculately dressed. She took great pride in her appearance. She was five foot two, trim, and had a good shape, even after having two children. Her small size sometimes made it difficult for her to find clothes that fit and in fact, she often shopped in the junior's section of clothing stores. However, her bust did not match her small size. If a dress fit her around the hips, it was too tight at the top. Her breasts had always been rather large but after two children they had grown by several cup sizes. Still, they sagged very little and she could go without a bra when she wanted to. Her legs and rear were her best assets and she worked hard in her basement gym to keep them that way. That took quite an effort after gaining thirty-five pounds during both pregnancies. Beyond that, Elaine knew she had a pretty smile and that her large blue eyes contrasted well with her short black hair and almost milky white skin.
Derrick sensed that Elaine was embarrassed and said, "I'm sorry I embarrassed you. But you look great. I didn't exactly get dressed up myself," he said, pointing to the fact that he had on a sleeveless shirt and a pair of jogging shorts with running shoes. "I lost track of time on my afternoon jog and didn't have time to change."
Elaine found her eyes scanning down Derrick's body. His dark skin still glistened from his jog and his white shirt was wet with sweat. He had on a pair of jogging shorts that were very short on his thighs. The muscles in his strong legs were well-defined... attesting to his regular ten-mile jogs. In spite of her embarrassment, Elaine's eyes lingered on the crotch of his shorts. A tremor went through her when she saw a very noticeable bulge there. When she glanced up, she saw him staring at her. "Uh... I'll get the briefs," she stammered. "Can you watch the boys for a minute?"
"I'd love too."
Elaine turned and hurried into the house. She paused once inside to catch her breath. She couldn't believe the affect Derrick was having on her. Sure they often bantered with sexual overtones at work but the feelings that went through her today were different. She willed her beating heart to slow down as she hurried to her office to find the legal brief she had finished typing for Derrick.
When Elaine returned to the porch, she paused at the screen door. She saw Derrick sitting on the side of the sandbox playing with the two boys. They seemed to be having fun. She watched as the handsome man helped the two boys build a sandcastle. A smile came to her face. She knew that he loved kids and wanted lots of them. Then she remembered his situation and the smile changed to a frown. Derrick had lost his girlfriend three years ago in a car accident. She had been pregnant at the time. He still carried a picture of the pretty blond woman in his wallet. While Elaine hadn't known him when the accident occurred, she could see the pain in his eyes, even after three years, when he spoke of her.
The boys finished the castle and Derrick said, "Alright, who wants to smash it."
Both boys giggled with Jimmy jumping up and preparing to stomp the pile of sand.
"Whoa, let's let the little guy have a shot too," Derrick said, holding Jimmy back with one hand and leaning over to help Todd to his feet. The action forced Derrick's legs apart and his shorts pulled up.
Elaine's eyes opened wide. Suddenly she could see up the leg of his jogging shorts. Her hand flew to her mouth to suppress a gasp of surprise. She could see his penis and balls. It was dark but she could plainly see his long shaft and the two large and round spheres below. Her legs grew weak and she could feel her sex lips swelling as juice leaked into her shorts. It had been a long, long time since she had felt this kind of excitement. She stared until Derrick shifted his legs and she couldn't see anything anymore. Her face flushed with embarrassment at her voyeuristic indiscretion. Steadying herself she opened the door and stepped out onto the porch.
Derrick looked back and smiled, then turned back to the boys. "Alright, Todd gets to go first."
The younger boy squealed and stomped his foot down on the castle. A second later Jimmy was jumping in, both boys now screaming in glee as they destroyed their creation.
Elaine sat down on the porch swing and waited for Derrick, watching him smile with childish joy as the boys ran in circles in the sandbox.
Finally Derrick stood up and brushed the sand off his hands and then his shorts. "Alright, you guys can start again. I want to see how well you can do by yourselves." With that he turned and walked up the wooden steps to Elaine.
She handed him the stack of papers and he sat on the swing beside her.
He was silent for a few minutes as he flipped through pages. "Looks good," he finally said.
Elaine almost jumped when she felt Derrick's warm thigh touch hers. She looked down and was startled by the contrast of colors. His skin was dark, almost black, and hers was the exact opposite, creamy white. Another tremor of excitement went through her and goose bumps appeared on her legs.
"I'm sorry, would you like something to drink?" Elaine asked, standing up quickly.
"A Coke would be nice," Derrick answered.
Elaine hurried into the kitchen, relieved to get away from Derrick. Her reaction to him had been totally unexpected. Maybe it was the fact that she hadn't had sex in over a month. However, she seemed to be horny all the time now. A friend told her it was just postpartum hormonal changes. She wasn't sure about that. However, whatever the reason she new she needed to get control of herself. She got the Coke and steeled her self as she went back outside.
"Thanks," Derrick said as he took the glass from Elaine.
Elaine stood facing away from Derrick with her hands on the handrail. She could feel his eyes on her. Her heart was suddenly beating rapidly in her chest. She thought about reaching behind her and pulling her shorts down because they had ridden up, baring the lower globes of her ass. Instead she gripped the railing and leaned forward. "Jimmy, don't throw sand," she called out. The movement forced her shorts higher. She was certain that he could see the white cheeks beyond the tan lines from her tiny bathing suit.
Derrick got up and walked over to stand behind her. He placed one hand on the railing on her left side and one on the right.
Elaine tensed as she felt the tall man standing close behind her, his chest lightly touching her back. Her heart raced like it was going to leap from her chest.
"Did I tell you how much I liked those shorts?" he whispered, leaning closer.
"Derrick," Elaine said, but she didn't move as she felt him press his hips forward. A gasp escaped her lips... he was hard. She could feel it. He pressed harder into her as his lips bent to her neck. "Don't," she whispered when he started kissing the soft skin at the crook of her neck. In spite of her reluctance and fear, she bent her head to the side, giving him more room.
Derrick smiled and moved one hand to her stomach. Quickly, he slipped it underneath her T-shirt until it touched the warm skin of her stomach.
Elaine was frozen in panic and excitement as she felt Derrick's hand begin to move. It moved up her stomach and closer to her braless breasts. "God no," she gasped when his large hand covered her breast and began to squeeze it. She felt helpless. Her head was spinning and she had difficulty keeping her eyes open and on the kids now fighting in the sandbox.
Derrick moaned quietly as he continued to kiss her neck. His other hand reached under the top and covered the other breast. He squeezed both of them at the same time. Then his fingers found her already hard nipples and he began tosqueeze.
Elaine thought that her knees were going to give out. She felt the seam of her shorts, which had found its way between her sex lips, rubbing her now swollen clit.
"Hello," came from inside the house.
The two of them jumped apart like they had received an electric shock. Derrick quickly sat on the swing again. A second later an attractive older woman walked out the back door. "Hi sweetie," she said to Elaine with a big smile.
"Grandma," Jimmy screamed when he saw his grandmother on the porch. He jumped out of the sandbox and ran up the steps. Todd followed, falling out of the box before getting up and heading for the steps.
"Hi mother. I thought you weren't coming over until later?" Elaine choked as she watched her mother kneel and her two boys jump into their grandmother's arms.
"I got done early and wanted to see my boys," she answered with a laugh as Todd and Jimmy almost knocked her off her feet.
Elaine saw her mother look at Derrick as she picked the boys up in her arms. "Mom... Sandra, I want you to meet Derrick. We work together," Elaine said.
Elaine's Mom smiled at Derrick. "My, my, Elaine, where have you been hiding this young man," the pretty woman said as she reached over to shake his hand, juggling the giggling boys in her arms.
"Mother," Elaine said, faking her embarrassment as her mother boldly sized up Derrick.
Elaine and her mother had developed a great relationship over the past several years. Actually, it was right after her father died. Her mother had taken his death hard. He had been a good man and they had been married for thirty-two years until his death. Prior to his death and since Elaine had married John, Elaine and her mother's relationship had been strained, mainly because her mother didn't like John. Her father's death had brought the two of them together and now they were more like sisters. In fact, sometimes people thought that they were sisters. They were about the same height and build, with Elaine's Mom having a slightly larger chest. The older woman often dyed her hair and this month it was blond. However, she had the same sparkling eyes as her daughter and her smile was broad and pretty.
Sandra was only fifty-two years old and was still a vibrant and outgoing woman who spoke her mind. She never minced words and knew whether she liked someone almost immediately. It was obvious that she liked Derrick.
"Well, I've gotta run," Derrick said, finally standing up after his erection had diminished.
Sandra's eyes uncontrollably drifted down to his crotch. A slight smile curled at the corner of her lips. "Nice to meet you," she said as she reached out to shake Derrick's hand again.
"Likewise," Derrick answered as he felt the older woman's hand squeeze his warmly. He turned to Elaine and said, "See you at work tomorrow," and then he hurried out the door.
"Well, they're down for their afternoon nap," Sandra said as she came downstairs.
"Thanks Mom," Elaine answered as she sat exhausted in a large lounge chair with a glass of wine in her hand.
"You look tired," Sandra stated as he poured a glass of wine for herself and sat on the sofa across from her daughter.
Elaine took in a deep breath and let it out. "I am. It's been a busy couple of weeks at work."
"Well it would be easier if you had a husband to help you a little," Sandra said with venom in her voice.
"Let's not start that Mom."
"All right... let's talk about Derrick. He's handsome."
"Mommmm!!!" Elaine said with an exaggerated look of shock on her face.
"Is he married?"
"No. Well, he was engaged but his fianc‚e died in a car accident three years ago."
"Oh no. That's too bad," Sandra said sincerely. Then she narrowed her eyes and looked at her daughter and said, "So you two are good friends?"
Elaine saw her mother's look and said, "Not really. We just work together."
"Oh, so what I saw on the back porch was 'just working together'?"
Elaine's eyes opened wide in shock. "We... uh... he... was..." Elaine stuttered as she realized that her mother had seen Derrick kissing her neck. Maybe she had seen him fondling her too.
"It's okay Elaine. I understand... I really do. He's a very handsome man."
Elaine closed her eyes and was silent for a minute. Then she said, "Mom, I don't know what's gotten into me. I can't believe I let that happen. I guess it's that I'm tired and frustrated because John hasn't been home much."
"You're a woman still in her prime and feeling neglected. Don't blame yourself for that."
Tears started to flow from Elaine's eyes. "It's... it's just that... John is away so much now. I wonder sometimes if he even cares for me anymore."
"Well, you know how I feel about him Elaine so I'm not going to belabor that. But I understand how you feel. I really do."
"How can you? You and Dad always had a wonderful marriage."
Sandra paused and sat back on the sofa. She was quiet for a few moments before speaking. "Yes it was good but we had our problems like all marriages. However, unlike John, your father worked hard to make the marriage work."
"What kind of problems did you have? I can't ever remember the two of you arguing."
Sandra sighed. "Well, I probably shouldn't tell you this but you're a big girl now." She paused again.
"Tell me what?"
"It was early in our marriage. You know that I got pregnant with you when I was seventeen and your Dad and I had to get married. It was what people did in those days. However, by the time you were three or four, our marriage was really struggling. We had money problems, as well as meddling parents. One thing led to another and we split up."
"Oh my God," Elaine exclaimed. "I never knew. But... but you two stayed married. You obviously worked it out."
"We did, but not before I strayed."
"Strayed? You had an affair?" Elaine almost screamed.
"Yes. I was so angry about everything. I blamed him for making me pregnant so that I would marry him. It wasn't true but I was too young and emotional to sort it all out. Unfortunately, I fell into the arms of a friend. In fact, he looked a lot like Derrick."
"He was black?" Elaine gasped with her eyes as wide as saucers.
"Yes," Sandra said and a wistful smile came to her face. "And, he had the biggest cock that I've ever seen."
"Mommmmm!!!" Elaine screamed. Her mother could be very direct when she wanted to.
Sandra laughed. "Sorry, but that's the only way I could describe it. Besides that, he knew how to use it too."
"I can't believe it."
"Can't believe he had a big cock or that he knew how to use it," Sandra said facetiously and laughed loudly.
"That you had an affair!"
"Well, it only lasted for six months but it was pretty incredible."
"I would never have believed it," Elaine said in amazement.
"There's a few things that you don't know about your old Mom."
Elaine looked at her mother's pretty face and shook her head. A smile came to her face. "You're not old Mom and you know it."
"Too old for Derrick," she laughed. Then she added, "You think he has an older brother."



Elaine shook her head in exasperation and poured herself another glass of wine. She felt a little tremor of excitement go through her and said, "Tell me more about this affair."
Chapter 2
The morning rush hour traffic was still bumper-to-bumper as Elaine dropped her two boys at daycare and headed to work. However, her thoughts were not on the traffic. She still couldn't believe what her mother had told her about her affair with a black man. Even more amazing, she couldn't believe how descriptive her mother had been. She described her lover in explicit detail and talked about how incredible the sex had been. She said that she could still remember it as if it were yesterday. She described how she and her lover had slipped into the affair quite easily. It had started out of anger at her dad but quickly turned into a sexual marathon. The affair had ended when her lover, who was in the Army, was transferred to Korea. A couple of month's later she and Elaine's father reconciled.
While Elaine knew that her mother was very open-minded, she could not fathom her having an affair with a black man. Although they currently lived in the north, her mother's family was from the Deep South. In fact, her great, great grandfather was a plantation and slave owner. Elaine knew that her mother was proud of her heritage but that she was still somewhat embarrassed by the legacy of racism. She also knew that she wasn't a racist. Yet, she had never seen any indication that her mother had a "thing" for black men. Since her father died, several years ago, Sandra had rarely dated. She spent much of her time working for charities and watching the two boys... which she loved to do. In fact, she had suggested that she could provide daycare but Elaine had refused because she didn't want to burden her mother with a new family.
Elaine worried about her mother though. She seemed happy enough but there was an underlying loneliness. It wasn't apparent to everyone but Elaine could see it. She resolved to spend more time with her.
As Elaine walked down the hall to her office, she was feeling very uncomfortable about seeing Derrick. She was embarrassed by what she had allowed him to do... no matter how many times her mother told her that it was John's fault because of his neglect. She had no right to let the younger man touch her in the way he had. Yet, there was an excitement that she couldn't explain as she passed his office. She glanced inside and was relieved to see he wasn't there. Then a blush came to her face when she thought about his surprise when he'd see how she was dressed today. The tight cotton skirt she had on hugged her hips like a second skin, restricting her stride and exposing much of her firm thighs. On top she wore a pink V-neck angora sweater that showed the soft swells of her breasts. The creamy mounds bounced sensuously with each step. It was an outfit that she, until today, had never worn to work.
"Good morning," Jenny heard from behind her. When she turned around she saw Derrick with a cup of coffee in his hand and a smile on his face.
"Uh... hi," she responded.
"Nice outfit," he said with a bright smile.
Elaine blushed again.
"Cup of coffee," he said as he walked over to her and held his cup out.
"Uh... yes, thanks." She took the steaming Styrofoam cup from his hand, happy to have her morning coffee. "I was running late and didn't get a chance to stop."
"Sorry but it's black," he said and then added with a smile, "Like me."
"I like it black," Elaine said before she thought. She covered her embarrassment by sipping the hot coffee, her eyes almost twinkling as she looked over the cup at him.
Derrick's eyebrows rose. Then he said, "Listen, would you like to have lunch? I have some more questions on the briefs you typed for me."
Although Elaine knew that he didn't have any questions about the briefs, she found herself nodding her head.
"Noon?"
"Uh, sure. I have to get to work now," she stuttered and turned to hurry to her office.
Elaine was busy at her desk when Derrick stuck his head into her office.
"Ready?" he said.
She looked up as if she didn't understand. Then she glanced at her clock and saw that it was 12 O'clock. "Gee, I didn't know it was that late," she said. "Let me run to the ladies room and I'll meet you downstairs."
A few minutes later the two of them were sitting at a booth at a nearby restaurant. After they ordered lunch and the waitress left, Derrick looked like he had something to say.
"I didn't get you in trouble with your Mom, did I?"
"What do you mean?" Elaine said as if she didn't know what he was talking about.
"You know... when she came to the door."
"Uh... no. She didn't see anything," she lied.
"Good. I was worried," Derrick said with a relieved smile. He paused for a second and added, "Listen, I was out of line yesterday and I'm sorry."
"It's all right. It was my fault. I shouldn't have let it get that far."
"Don't blame yourself. You have to know that I've liked you since the day we met and when I'm around you... well I have a hard time controlling myself."
Elaine was suddenly too stunned to answer. In the two years that she had known Derrick, he had never come on to her like yesterday. Incredibly, instead of being put off by his admission, she felt flattered. Here she was a 35-year-old mother of two with this young and very handsome man saying he had a crush on her. She felt a sudden excitement in the pit of her stomach and her breathing increased.
Derrick reached over and placed his hand on Elaine's. "Having said that, I can't say that I wouldn't do it again."
Elaine looked down at the dark hand on her pale white one and was again amazed by the contrast. She felt the warmth of his hand on hers and a tremor went though her as she remembered how it felt on her bare breast. Suddenly she felt her nipples getting hard.
Derrick felt her tremble and glanced down at her breasts. "Are you cold," he said. Suddenly he wanted to take the words back. He meant that he had felt her tremble and wasn't referring to her hard nipples.
"Uh... no," Elaine said as her face turned red. She laid one arm on the table and leaned forward, pressing her breasts to her forearm to hide her obvious excitement. "Derrick... uh... you know I'm married," she said. It sounded like a weak excuse, even to her.
"Of course. However, at the risk of being forward, you don't seem very happy right now."
A ting of anger rushed through Elaine and she started to say that it was none of his business. However, she bit her tongue. She knew that Derrick wasn't being nosey. "Is it that obvious?"
"Yes it is. And it makes me sad."
Elaine looked into his eyes and saw that he was sincere. "It's just that John travels all the time and I feel like I'm a single parent," she said, her voice beginning to show her thinly veiled emotions. She dropped her head and a lone tear began to roll down her cheek.
Derrick reached over and lifted her head. He used his finger to wipe away the tear. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you cry."
She reached up and grabbed his hand and squeezed it. "It doesn't have anything to do with you."
"What do you say we talk about something else," Derrick said as he rubbed the back of his fingers against her cheek. "What's with your Mom? She is a very pretty woman... like her daughter."
Elaine wiped her eyes with a tissue and smiled, but then her expression changed. "Uh... thanks," Elaine said with a little embarrassment at his compliment. Then she paused before adding, "I worry about her sometimes. She says that she isn't lonely but I think she is."
"You're dad's been dead for a couple of years now right?"
"Yes, and it happened so suddenly."
"Does your Mom date?"
"Not much," Elaine said and then laughed as she remembered what her mother said last night.
"What's funny?"
"Well, she thinks you're handsome."
"That's funny huh," he said with a smile.
"No, but she wanted to know if you had an older brother."
Derrick laughed this time. "Yes I do, but they live all over the country. However, I do have a couple of friends that would love to meet her."
"I'll ask her," Elaine said only half facetiously.
"Are you going to the boss' picnic Saturday?" Derrick asked, changing the subject abruptly.
"I don't know. Mom offered to watch the kids."
"Please go. It'll make it worth while for me to go to the boring party."
"The parties are pretty boring aren't they?" Elaine stated, her face breaking into a smile again.
"You have a beautiful smile," Derrick said sincerely.
Suddenly Elaine felt Derrick's knee brush against hers. She started to pull away but instead held it there. It was as if an electric charge went through her. She squirmed on her seat and realized that her panties were getting wet.
"I love your outfit today," he said as he glanced down at her exposed mounds of flesh. "But I think I said that before."
"It is a little much for the office isn't it?"
"Not at all. I love it when you dress sexy. You certainly have the body for it."
"Uh... thanks," Elaine said as she unconsciously leaned a little further forward, providing an unobstructed view of her soft cleavage.
Just then the waitress returned with their lunch. They shared small talk as they ate. When lunch was done, Derrick insisted on paying. Then he gently grasped her arm and led her out of the restaurant. When they arrived back at work, they found the elevator lobby packed with people waiting to get back to work.
"Let's take the stairs," Derrick said, since their offices were only on the third floor. Then he pushed the steel fire door open and led Elaine into the stairwell.
As Elaine began to climb the stairs in front of Derrick, she could feel his eyes on her rear. The skirt was far too tight to be walking up steps gracefully. Incredibly she found herself swaying her hips much more than necessary. She didn't wear pantyhose in the summer and wondered if Derrick could see up her skirt to her panties. Another chill went through her and she felt her now swollen sex throb.
When they reached the third floor, Elaine reached for the door handle. However, before she could pull it open, Derrick reached over her and held it closed. Elaine trembled and froze, afraid to look back. Then, like yesterday, she felt Derrick close behind her. He was so much larger than she that his body towered over her small frame. "Derrick," she whispered as he again wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her back to him. She sucked in her breath when she realized that she could feel his erection again. As his lips bent to her neck, both of his large hands came up and covered her breasts.
Elaine suddenly spun around in his arms and pressed her hands to his chest, intent on pushing him away. However, when she looked up, she saw his dark brown eyes boring into her. Then, as if in slow motion, his lips moved toward hers. She pressed on his chest, but not enough to push him away. An unwanted moan escaped her mouth as his lips met hers. It was the first time she had kissed another man since she had met her husband... and the first time she had ever kissed a black man. Her heart was pounding so hard in her chest that she feared that it was going to explode. When she felt Derrick's tongue on her lips, her mouth opened. She heard Derrick moan as she sucked his tongue into her mouth. When Derrick pressed her to the door, she resisted, knowing that she had to stop this. However, she felt his hand on her wrist, pulling her arm down. A low wail escaped her mouth when she felt him pulling her hand to his throbbing erection. Even under his slacks, she could tell that it was huge.
Derrick moaned when he felt Elaine's hand wrap around him.
In spite of the danger Elaine hand began to move up and down the long shaft. It was almost as if she were trying to determine how long it was. When she felt it throb, her knees grew weak and she worried that she might collapse.
"Oh Jesus," Derrick moaned
Finally, from somewhere deep inside, Elaine found the strength to push Derrick away, pulling her lips from his. Her head dropped down and she gasped for breath. "I... we... have to... to get back to work," she hissed.
Derrick knew that he had pushed her far enough. He moved back, to give her room. Then he looked down and saw the tent in his pants. "You better go out and make sure the coast is clear."
Elaine saw his predicament, her eyes lingering on the bulge far too long. Then she smiled in spite of her nervousness and whispered, "Okay. She turned to open the door. However before she could, Derrick pulled her back to him and kissed her again. This time she didn't resist at all and melted into his arms. Her head began to spin as she was enveloped in his strong arms and her breasts pressed mashed against his hard chest. Unconsciously she began to push her hips toward his still throbbing penis. A moan escaped both of their lips.
After Elaine finally pushed him away again, she leaned back against the door and took several deep breaths. A wave of guilt washed over her and she looked up at Derrick and whispered, "We can't... I'm married... I have to get back to work." With that she looked out the door and saw that the hall was empty.
Derrick followed her out of the stairwell and hurried across the hall to the men's room.
Elaine wondered if he was going to jerk off. She giggled and got a strange look from a woman that had turned the corner a second after Derrick disappeared.
Chapter 3
"I really appreciate you watching the boys, Mom," Elaine said as she put her lipstick on in front of the dresser mirror.
"You know I love doing it," Sandra said as she leaned against the doorframe. "So is Derrick going to be at the picnic?"
Elaine turned to her mother and saw her raised eyebrows. "I suppose so," she answered non-committal and turned back to the mirror.
Sandra smiled at her daughter. "I bet he is. Otherwise you wouldn't be so particular with your dress and makeup."
"He's just a friend mother," Elaine said casually. Her words were not very convincing.
"I'm sure he is. So was my Jason," Sandra said in a teasing manner, referring to her black lover as if hadn't been over thirty years since they were together.
Elaine put her lipstick in her purse and turned to her mother. "What'd you think?" she said as she held her arms out and spun around. She had on a low cut tank top and a pair of tight short, shorts. On her feet she had on a pair of modestly high-heeled sandals. Her legs, which were freshly shaven and tanned from the summer sun, looked firm and sleek. She filled out the shorts quite well, with just a bit of the lower cheeks of her ass showing. Her seemingly perpetually hard nipples were poking out of her tank top, attesting to the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"You look great. But you had better not let Derrick get you alone," she laughed.
"Mother," Elaine said in mock frustration as she put her hands on her hips. Then she had to smile at the snide look on her mother's face. She turned and sat on the bed, her smile fading.
"What's wrong?" Sandra asked as she walked over and sat next to her daughter.
"You know what's wrong."
"Derrick?" she asked rhetorically.
"No, it's me. I know it's wrong but I get these butterflies whenever I think of him. I can't help it," she admitted with the frustration obvious in her voice.
Sandra put her arm around her daughter's shoulders. "I know how you feel," she said sincerely. "I felt the same way with Jason." She hugged her daughter for a moment and then asked, "Have you done anything with him yet?"
"Well, not exactly. He kissed me in the stairwell the other day."
"Is that all?" she asked curiously.
"Uh... no. He played with my breasts and... and... he put my hand on his thing," Elaine stated, unable to say the word.
"He put your hand on his cock?"
"Yes," Elaine answered, the nasty word echoing in her ears and causing a tremor of excitement to run between her legs.
"And you naturally pulled away."
"No, not right away."
Sandra laughed. "I'm not surprised. You're so much like me, it scares me sometimes."
"I don't know what to do. I don't want to be unfaithful to John but... but I can't seem to control these feelings."
"Let me tell you something about John. I've been around a little longer than you have and I think I know something about men. I can almost guarantee you that John isn't innocent."
"You don't know that," Elaine returned with unintended anger in her voice.
"Don't be naive Elaine. Do you really think John stays on the road for weeks at a time without something going on?"
"Yes."
"Elaine, I didn't raise a fool. You know better than that." She looked at her daughter and sighed in frustration. "Just answer me one question. Is he ready for sex when he gets home?"
Elaine opened her mouth to answer and then paused. "Well... now that you mention it, he isn't. But I thought that was just because he's tired."
Sandra laughed but quickly stopped when she saw her daughter's look. "Sweetie, it wouldn't surprise me if he had another family somewhere."
"Another family?" Elaine almost screamed.
"Don't act so shocked. It happens."
Elaine felt herself getting angry, first at her mother, then at her husband and finally at herself. She got up without saying anything and went in to check on the boys. They were down for a nap. She walked over quietly and kissed Jimmy and then Todd. A smile came to her lips as she thought that at least two good things came out of the marriage.
"Have fun," Sandra said as she waived goodbye at the door.
Elaine was a little late to the picnic and it was in full swing when she arrived. She parked the car and walked over to a large group of tables where several hundred people were gathered, eating.
The picnic was an annual event, held at a local park a few miles outside of town. Most of the employees and their spouses attended... it was almost a requirement.
Several of Elaine's co-workers greeted her and invited her to sit at their table. She agreed and looked around for Derrick. When she didn't see him, she figured he hadn't arrived yet. She drank several beers, chatted with her friends as she picked at a piece of fried chicken and a salad.
"Anyone seen Derrick or Dick?" Elaine asked, adding Dick's name so people wouldn't wonder why she was asking about Derrick.
"The boys are over playing softball," one of the women said.
Elaine looked over and saw two teams playing ball on a field a couple hundred yards away. They were too far away to see Derrick.
"Anyone want to go watch?" Elaine asked as she got up from the table.
"No thanks," one woman said, apparently speaking for all of them. "We get plenty of sports at home," she added with a laugh.
Elaine left the group and walked over to the field, carrying her third beer. When she got to the field, Derrick was at bat. She observed that he had on a sleeveless tank top, shorts and tennis shoes. A little chill ran through her when she saw his strong arms holding the bat in preparation for the pitch. When it arrived, he swung hard sending the ball flying far into the outfield. The left fielder turned and began to run as the ball sailed over his head. Then she watched Derrick's strong, athletic legs carry him effortlessly around the base pads. His team members screamed encouragement as he rounded third base and headed for home. The ball got to the plate a second after Derrick crossed. His teammates mobbed him as his home run had apparently won the game.
The game was over so the two teams gathered up the equipment. Derrick walked over to a cooler and got two beers and then came over to the bleachers where Elaine was sitting. "Hi," he said with a big smile and handed her a beer. "I was worried that you weren't going to make it."



"Sorry, it seems to take me forever to get ready to go out nowadays."
Derrick's eyes roamed up and down Elaine's body before he whispered, "It was worth the time."
"Thanks," Elaine said and blushed.
Derrick sat next to her on the bleachers as the other guys headed back to the picnic tables. "We beat the Accounting Department every year but they always come back for more," he laughed.
"Maybe you guys should let them win one," Elaine said.
"Yeah, right," Derrick returned.
The two of them sat for a while, enjoying the warm, late September afternoon. The leaves had begun to change and there was a smell of fall in the air.
"Another beer," Derrick asked when his was finished.
"This is my forth," Elaine said, not used to drinking much. "What the hell," she said. "Get me one."
Derrick brought her a bottle and said, "Want to take a walk?"
Elaine looked at the crowd at the picnic table and back at Derrick. "Uh... all right," she said hesitantly.
Derrick reached his hand out and helped her off of the bleachers. When she was on the ground, he held onto her hand for a moment too long.
Elaine pulled her hand from his and felt a tingling between her legs.
"Let's walk down to the lake," Derrick suggested.
The two of them followed a path through the woods, walking side-by-side without talking. Occasionally, one of their hands would touch the other. And, at least for Elaine, it would renew the tingling. They came out of the woods at a natural lake surrounded by a manmade white sand beach. Elaine stopped and took her shoes off and then they proceeded to walk down the beach. Soon they came to a large outcropping of rocks that was over thirty foot high and overlooked the lake.
"Let's sit up there," Derrick suggested, holding his hand out to Elaine.
She took his hand and let him lead her up a rock-strewn trail until they reached the top. "Wow, this is beautiful. I've never been up here before," Elaine said as they walked out onto the ledge overlooking the crystal blue lake. She looked down the beach and saw a few people but otherwise they were alone.
"Sit down," Derrick said.
"I've got white shorts on," Elaine answered.
"No problem," Derrick said and began to pull his tank top over his head.
Elaine watched with wide eyes as his strong stomach and then chest were revealed. His chest and stomach muscles rippled. A glistening of sweat made his dark skin shimmer. Elaine could feel her heart flutter and the ever present tingling between her legs intensified. The beer she had consumed was definitely affecting her and she would have been worried about her own desires had they not been in a fairly public place.
Derrick laid his shirt onto the rock and helped Elaine sit down. Then he joined her.
For a few minutes they enjoyed the soft breeze and the warm sun.
Elaine almost jumped when she felt Derrick's arm go around her back. She could smell his musk as he pulled her close. "Derrick," she whispered, refusing to look up at him.
Derrick placed his hand under her chin and turned her face up to him. Like the other day in the stairwell, their lips came together like magnets.
The kiss was as good as the one in the stairwell... maybe better.
Elaine felt her head spinning and worried that she might tumble off the rock. However, Derrick was holding her tightly to him.
Soon their tongues were dueling for possession of each other's mouths as Derrick's hand came up and entwined in her hair, keeping her mouth pressed to his. His other hand dropped to her thigh.
When Elaine felt it, she wrenched her mouth from his. "Derrick, we can't here," she whispered excitedly.
He didn't seem to hear her as he moved his hand across her smooth white thigh.
Elaine looked down and watched in fascination as his large, dark hand moved slowly up her thigh. Suddenly she wished she had worn panties because she could feel her sex juices soaking into the crotch of her shorts. Frozen with fear and excitement, she watched as his fingers moved closer and closer to the opening in the leg of her shorts. The shorts were so small that it was only an inch from the edge to her private parts. She groaned and trembled as one finger began to slip under the edge. Almost without thinking, she spread her legs, allowing him better access. "Oh Jesus," she moaned when his finger found her swollen sex slips. Normally Elaine had a lot of pubic hair. However, because she liked to wear short shorts, sometimes without panties like today, she kept it trimmed very short. What hair she had, formed a down of soft and dark hair, which barely covered her outer sex lips.
Derrick's lips found Elaine's again and his tongue slipped into her mouth as his finger slipped into her vagina. A moan escaped from deep in her throat as his middle finger moved into her already wet hole.
"Oh God, Derrick!" Elaine cried as she pulled her lips from his. His finger began to move in and out. Her hips began to lift upward, forcing the searching digit as deep as it could go. When his hand started to move faster, Elaine tried to close her thighs. She was rapidly losing control. "Ohhhhh," she moaned as waves of pleasure began to rush through her. She closed her eyes tightly and tried desperately to fight off her rapidly approaching climax. However, she was too far-gone. Her thighs squeezed tighter, trapping Derrick's hand as her hips lifted from the rock. Little whimpers escaped her lips as a strong climax rushed through her. "Ahhhhhh!!!" she gasped as her sex lips throbbed and her juice squirted across Derrick's finger and into her the crotch of her now soaked shorts. She collapsed into Derrick's strong arms.
Chapter 4
It took a while before Elaine opened her eyes. She found herself snuggled into Derrick's arm and he was smiling down at her.
"You're back," he said with a wide grin.
Elaine had a moment of remorse as she realized what she had allowed to happen. However, the memory of the best climax she had had in years overcame that feeling. She smiled back at him weakly and dropped her head in embarrassment. When she did, her eyes fell on his crotch. In spite of her recent climax she felt a rush of excitement. There was a very large bulge down the leg of his shorts. Without looking up at him, she reached down and gently ran a fingernail across the material covering his penis. It throbbed and pulsed under his shorts. Then she grew bolder and wrapped her hand around the swollen, cloth covered flesh.
"Ohhhhh," Derrick moaned.
Elaine looked around her toward the beach to make sure no one was in seeing distance. Then she turned back, her hand still holding the long penis under his shorts. She began to tremble as she slowly began to pull the leg of his shorts up his thigh. She had to see it. It didn't take long before she saw the swollen head of his penis peek from the bottom. With an amazed look she continued to pull the leg up until most of his penis was revealed. She didn't have a lot to compare it to but she knew that John's penis was about five inches long. This one was twice that length. "My God," she whispered as she took the long black shaft in her hand. Her fingers were not able to close around it.
"Ohhhhh!" Derrick gasped as Elaine began to move her hand up and down the shaft as if mesmerized. She watched in fascination as it grew even larger until it seemed that she had a black police baton in her hand. The head was swollen and almost purple in color. The shaft was thick and dark black with swollen veins running up and down the length. The slit was leaking a stream of clear pre-cum juice and it was running in a small river across the head and down to her fingers. Elaine opened her hand and let the juice run underneath. Then she closed her hand, using the lubricant to smooth the way for her hand as it began to move up and down again.
In a trance, Elaine began to pump her hand faster. She could hear the sound of his juice as it squished between her fingers. Then she heard Derrick moan. She had almost forgotten about him. When she looked up, his eyes were closed and there was a look of pure rapture on his face. She smiled and moved her hand faster.
"Elaine," Derrick hissed in warning. His hips began to lift from the rock in time with the movement of her hand.
Elaine looked from his face to his penis. The head had grown larger and almost looked like it was going to explode.
Then it did.
"Ahhhhheeeeee!!!" Derrick screamed.
Elaine jumped as she saw an incredible stream of white juice shoot from the pulsing head. It arched up into the air, higher than their heads, before landing with a splat on the back of her hand and arm. Another blast quickly followed. The shock caused Elaine to stop moving her hand. She quickly began to pump the shaft again, watching his sperm fly out like an erupting volcano. Pulse after pulse sent his hot and thick cream into the air.
Derrick's climax continued for a long time until the sperm shooting from the head slowed to a dribble.
"Jesus," he hissed as he leaned back on his hands with his head thrown back and looked up at the blue sky.
Elaine pulled her hand away from the shrinking penis and gasped. The entire back of her hand and half way up her arm was covered in the warm and sticky juice from Derrick's balls. "God, do you cum that much all the time?" Elaine asked in amazement before she realized what she was saying.
"More sometimes," Derrick said with a smile.
Elaine's face turned red and she whispered shyly, "You could populate the earth with all that sperm."
Suddenly they heard voices as a group of people walked down the beach toward the rock.
Elaine felt panicky as she looked at the mess on her hand and arm.
Derrick thought fast and said, "Let's get out of here. I think we can get back this way." He helped Elaine up and then quickly put his shirt back on. Then they climbed up higher to a ledge behind them. There was a trail leading through the woods and back down the hill. When they came out, they were on the other side of the rock from the people and were relatively safe. "You can wash off in the water," Derrick said sheepishly.
Elaine waded into the cold water and then washed off her hand and arm. When she came back to Derrick he looked embarrassed.
"Sorry," he said, referring to the fact that he had lost control.
"It's okay," Elaine said. "We need to get back. We've been gone too long already." Her voice sounded colder than she intended, but she was feeling guilty again.
They walked up the hill and back into the woods. Before they reached the picnic area, they separated, allowing Elaine to emerge from the woods alone. Derrick worked his way through the woods and came out on the far side of the grounds.
Fortunately, no one seemed to have missed them.
Chapter 5
Elaine was sitting in her office on Monday thinking about what had happened at the picnic on Saturday when Derrick came in.
"Hi," he said.
"Good morning," Elaine answered somewhat nervously. She had decided to tell Derrick that what they had done was wrong and that it couldn't happen again. However, when she saw his handsome face, her resolve began to weaken. She steeled herself and said, "Derrick... uh... what happened Saturday... well, things got out of hand. It... it can't happen again. I'm... I'm married." In spite of the fact that she had practiced what she was going to say to him, it came out as a very weak protest.
Surprisingly Derrick said, "I understand. I told you before that I have difficulty being around you. But I was out of line... again"
Elaine's was surprised that he was making it much easier than she thought it was going to be. He was being sweet and even sounded remorseful. They fell silent, looking at each other for a few moments.
Derrick broke the uncomfortable silence and said, "Listen, you mentioned that your mother might like to meet someone."
The abrupt change in subject threw Elaine off. She had to think for a minute about what he was referring to. "Oh... yes I remember."
"Well, I have a friend that works over in litigation. He's divorced, in his early forties and, like your mom, lonely."
"I know some of the guys over there. Who is it?"
"Do you know Jerome Tyler?"
Elaine said, "Oh yes." She pictured Jerome, who wasn't as tall as Derrick and had broad shoulders and a sexy smile. "He's the black guy with the mustache and goatee?"
"That's him. I was wondering if your mother would want to go on a double date with him and me."
Elaine felt somewhat indignant at his assumption that she would go out on a "date" with him, especially after what she had just said. She started to reply that she couldn't go out with him when he spoke again.
"Jerome is going to fix me up with his sister."
Suddenly the blood rushed from Elaine's face and she felt anger rising. She opened her mouth but stopped when she realized that she was jealous and anything she said would give it away. After a pause she said, "I'll ask her." The curtness of her response showed her anger. She quickly added, "I have to get back to work."
Derrick looked a little hurt. He got up, saying, "Let me know. We're going to go over to Jacksonville to a dance club. We'll leave about six- thirty Saturday night." With that Derrick hurriedly left Elaine's office.
Elaine sat there in stunned silence. She couldn't help her feelings; she was fuming. It was an emotional and illogical reaction but she couldn't deny that she was hurt. Her first thought was that she wouldn't ask her mother and just tell him that she had. However, by the end of the day she realized that she did want her mother to meet someone and that it would be very immature to sulk and spoil a chance for her.
On Wednesday nights, Elaine and her mother regularly had dinner together, alternating houses. This evening, it was Elaine's turn to cook. Her mother was playing with the boys when Elaine called them in for dinner. The two of them arranged the boys in high chairs and sat next to them as they ate.
"Mom, Derrick wanted me to ask you something."
"He wants to go out with me?" she asked with a facetious laugh.
"Well, not exactly... but close. He wanted me to ask you if you wanted to go out with a friend of his. He wants to double date."
"With you and me?"
"No, he is going to go out with the guy's sister."
"Then the answer is no."
Elaine was startled by her quick refusal. "Why?"
"Because you aren't going."
"Mom!" Elaine said in a loud voice. "That's ridiculous. I'm married. Besides, you've wanted to meet someone for a long time."
"I have but I don't even know this guy and I only met Derrick once for about thirty seconds. What if they want to get me somewhere private and do bad things to me?" She said it with a straight face but couldn't hold back a laugh. "Seriously though, I won't go if you don't go along to chaperone."
Elaine tried to act indignant but inside she was elated. "You're insufferable mother," she said. Then added, "All right. I'll ask him."
The following day Elaine went to Derrick's office to see him.
"Did you ask your Mom?"
"Yes, but she said no."
Derrick's face showed his disappointment.
Elaine continued quickly, "She said she would only go if I went along to chaperone. I told her that I couldn't do that. Besides, I know you want to go out with Jerome's sister."
Derrick smiled and said, "Actually, I'd much rather go with you."
Elaine hid her smile. "Won't Jerome's sister be mad?"
"Unfortunately, or maybe I should say fortunately, Jerome asked her and she said she couldn't make it this week. So, I'm willing if you are?"
Elaine acted like she was thinking about it. "I don't know," she said.
"Come on, it'll be fun... and I promise to behave myself." He smiled brightly.
"All right, but it's not a real date for you and I."
"I understand, but we can still have fun can't we?"
"You promise to behave?"
"Scouts honor," he said, holding his fingers up like a Boy Scout. Behind his back, he had his fingers crossed.
Elaine showed up at her mother's house at five-thirty. She had chosen to wear a simple dress that was cute but nothing special. After all, it wasn't a real date.
Sandra was in her bedroom getting dressed when she heard her daughter coming into the house.
"Hi Mom," Elaine called.
"In the bedroom," she answered. "Hi sweetie," she said when Elaine entered. She was sitting at her dresser putting on makeup.
"You all ready for your first date in... let's see, how long has it been... two years?"
"Well, if you consider Henry a real date."
They both laughed.
"I'm really nervous," Sandra said. Then she stood up and turned to her daughter. "How do I look?"
She had on a dark blue short skirt that was very tight on her hips and showed a lot of thigh. On her feet she had four-inch high heels. However, it was what she had on top that shocked Elaine.
"Mother!" Elaine exclaimed. Her eyes were as wide as saucers.
Sandra had on a sheer, white silk blouse. It was so thin that her braless breasts underneath were plainly visible. However, there were two pockets on either side, which covered her nipples.
Sandra said, "Is it too much?"
"Yes," Elaine answered.
"Good, then I'll wear it," she laughed.
"But mother, you're naked under the blouse," Elaine protested.
"Actually, I'm not wearing any underwear either."
"I can't believe you mother," Elaine said with a touch of disapproval.
"So what are you wearing under that dress? I can see you don't have a bra on. What about panties?"
Elaine face flushed.
"I thought so. I can't believe my daughter is going out on a date without panties."
"It's not a date for me," Elaine answered.
"Well, I hate to see what you would wear... or not wear... if it was a real date. I guess you'd go naked."
Finally, Elaine laughed, shaking her head and said, "I don't know what's gotten into us mother dear."
"Nothing," she said sarcastically. "That's why we're naked under our clothes."
Elaine shook her head, but then she had to smile again.
Just then the front doorbell rang.
"Are you ready?" Elaine asked.
"Ready as ever."
The two of them went to the door. Derrick and Jerome were waiting outside. Elaine did the introductions and they got into Derrick's car for the forty-fire minute drive to Jacksonville. Neither of the men missed that Sandra had on a see through blouse.
The four of them chatted as Derrick drove.
Elaine sat with her legs crossed, her skirt drawing high up her thighs. She could see Derrick glancing over. A chill of excitement went through her and in spite of her resolve she turned slightly toward Derrick, giving him an even better view of her bare legs. If she had been wearing panties they would have been wet.
By the time they arrived at the club, everyone had gotten to know each other as well as they could in the short time.
The club was a popular place for couples. Every weekend they had a live band and two for one drinks. Within an hour the four of them were laughing and joking like old friends.
When the two women went to the ladies room, Sandra told her daughter that she liked Jerome a lot.
As the evening wore on, it was becoming apparent that Jerome felt the same way about Sandra. They were laughing a lot and eventually began whispering to one another. On the dance floor, they held each other very close.
"Mom and Jerome seem to have hit it off," Elaine said as she danced with Derrick.
"I'll say," he answered and nodded toward the two of them in the corner of the dance floor.
Elaine looked and was shocked to see that they were kissing. She felt Derrick pull her closer. She didn't resist and placed her head on his shoulder. Her body temperature began to rise as she felt Derrick's strong body pressed to hers and his hands slip down to the top of her buttocks. She wondered if he could tell that she didn't have panties on. The thought excited her and she felt juice begin to drip from her sex lips. She began to worry that it was going to run down her legs so she asked if they could take a break.



When they arrived back at the booth, Derrick slid in next to Elaine, his thigh touching hers. The waitress arrived and they ordered another round of drinks. Derrick was only drinking soda because he was driving.
Jerome appeared at the table. "Could I borrow the car keys? Sandra wants to get some air."
"Sure," Derrick answered and handed his friend the keys.
When he left, Elaine said, "Why does he need the car keys for them to get air?"
Derrick looked at her incredulously. "I don't think its air they really want."
It suddenly dawned on Elaine. "Oh," she exclaimed. She couldn't believe her mother was going out to the car to neck like some teenager.
Derrick leaned close to Elaine, placing his hand on her bare thigh. Then he turned to her, moving toward her lips.
Elaine thought about resisting his kiss but the alcohol and his closeness clouded her judgment. She moaned softly as their lips touched. Her head was spinning as his tongue entered her mouth and his hand began to move up her thighs. Her thighs opened in an unconscious invitation and she felt his fingers getting very close to her wet and swollen lips. She gasped and closed her thighs when the tip of his finger touched her vagina. She squirmed and began to push him away when his finger slipped inside her wet hole. "Oh God, don't Derrick," she gasped.
Suddenly, the sound of the waitress clearing her throat interrupted the two.
Derrick casually pulled his hand from between her legs and turned to the waitress. He paid for the drinks and the smiling woman left. "Where were we," Derrick said.
Elaine had found her control again. "Behave," she said as gently as she could.
The two of them went back to the dance floor for several dances. When they came back to the table, Sandra and Jerome had returned.
"Uh... Jerome and I would like to leave," Sandra said somewhat breathlessly. Her hair was messed up and her makeup was smeared.
"Okay," Derrick said, figuring it was their date and not his. He was a little disappointed to be leaving so early. However, when he looked at his watch, he realized that it was almost eleven thirty.
Elaine looked at her mother's disheveled appearance and was pretty sure she knew what she and Jerome had been doing in the car. She caught her mother's glance and gave her a disapproving frown.
Chapter 6
The car was barely off the parking lot when Elaine heard a moan come from the back seat. She turned to look at Derrick, afraid to look back, and saw a smile on his face. His eyes were looking into the rear view mirror. As much as Elaine wanted to look into the back, she kept her eyes forward. However, when she saw Derrick reach up and turn the mirror toward her, she couldn't help herself. A gasp escaped her lips when she saw that Jerome was kissing her mother and his hand appeared to be between her legs. Immediately her eyes turned from the mirror and she stared straight ahead, her face turning bright red. Unfortunately, she couldn't close her ears to the smacking of lips and the quiet groans of pleasure. Her heart was suddenly pounding in her chest and she felt her already swollen lips pulsing.
Derrick took the opportunity to reach over and place his hand on her thigh. She jumped but didn't immediately remove his hand. He was encouraged by that and began to slide his hand up her thigh.
Elaine was paralyzed with excitement and fear. The continual moans coming from the back seat were making her crazy with desire. She watched Derrick's hand disappear under her dress. When the fingers reached the top of her thighs, just inches from her sex, she reached down and grabbed his hand. "Derrick," she whispered.
Derrick smiled but didn't remove his hand. He held it still until he felt her grip relaxing. When it did, he moved the inch he needed.
"Uhhhh!!!" Elaine gasped and tightened her grip on his hand again. However, it was too late; his fingers had found her wet lips. She felt him slowly prying them open until he could slip one, then two fingers inside her. Fearing that she was going to climax right there, she forced his hand from under her dress.
Derrick was not discouraged. He reached for her hand and pulled it to his lap, placing it on the bulge in his slacks.
Elaine's eyes grew wide when she felt Derrick's erection under her hand. As shocked as she was, she didn't pull her hand away. Then, as if she didn't have control of her hand, she squeezed him, feeling his penis throb in her grip. The sound of Derrick's voice startled her.
"Take it out," he said in an excited whisper.
She turned her head and looked at him. There was a wide grin on his face, but he appeared to be concentrating on driving.
When Elaine didn't move, Derrick reached for his zipper and quickly pulled it down.
The rasp of the zipper in the quiet car startled Elaine. Yet, she still didn't pull her hand away. Instead, she let Derrick push her hand into the opening of his slacks. Another gasp escaped her lips when she realized that he wasn't wearing underwear. Suddenly she found her hand wrapped around the hot shaft of his very hard penis. Her breathing increased and her heart continued to pound in her chest. She could feel her face growing hotter. The itch between her legs turned to throbs of excitement.
Derrick grabbed Elaine's wrist and encouraged her to pull his penis from his pants. A moan escaped his lips when it slipped out into the open.
Elaine looked down. A rush of excitement went through her when she saw the long black shaft jutting from the opening of Derrick's slacks. A loud groan from the back seat forced her eyes to the mirror again. This time her mouth opened in shock when she saw her mother's legs wrapped around Jerome's shoulders and his head was buried between her legs. Her mother's head was thrown back in pleasure as her hands pressed the back of Jerome's head.
"Damn," Derrick suddenly hissed.
Elaine turned forward and saw that they had arrived at her mother's house.
There was a rustling noise from the back seat as Sandra and Jerome hurried to straighten their clothes. As soon as the car stopped in the driveway, Sandra pulled Jerome out of the car. She held his hand as she leaned toward the side window to talk to her daughter.
Elaine saw that her mother's hair was a mess and her clothes were askew. Her blouse was hastily buttoned but in the wrong holes. Her skirt was twisted. "Mother!" Elaine gasped.
Sandra smiled at her daughter as she looked into the car. "My goodness, you weren't lying were you?" she gasped when she saw Derrick's long shaft in her daughter's hand.
In the confusion and excitement, Elaine had forgotten that she was holding Derrick's penis. Her face turned bright red and her mouth opened but nothing came out. She would have pulled her hand away but Derrick was still holding her wrist.
"You two have fun," Sandra said. "I know we will." With that she pulled Jerome along behind her as she rushed into the house.
Elaine sat in stunned silence, still holding Derrick's pulsing penis.
As soon as Sandra and Jerome were gone, Derrick pulled Elaine's lips to his. His tongue slipped into her mouth bringing a moan from them both.
After a long kiss, Elaine wrenched her mouth from his. "Derrick, please," she gasped. She could see that his face was a mask of lust.
Derrick reached a hand up to Elaine's head and began to gently pull it down.
At first, Elaine resisted, wondering what he wanted. As the pressure continued, she realized that he was pushing her mouth toward his penis. She heard him whisper, "Suck me." Elaine was suddenly breathing very hard as she watched Derrick's long penis come closer and closer to her mouth. She had never sucked a penis before. While she had tried with John, he never seemed to be interested and in fact, said it was dirty. She didn't know if she agreed with him but she never pressed the subject. However, now Derrick wanted her to take him into her mouth.
Derrick increased the pressure until Elaine's mouth was but an inch from his swollen head. Then, he paused. He didn't want to force her because wanted her to do it on her own.
Elaine was trembling now. She had never been this close to a penis. In fact, she was close enough to smell the musk. It wasn't an unpleasant smell and she found that it made her vagina throb. She moved her head down until her lips touched the soft skin of the head, where she paused, her lips tightly closed. Then she felt a renewed pressure on the back of her head. She slowly opened her mouth and felt the large head spreading her lips. Suddenly her head began moving downward on its own now. There was a ringing in her ears that almost blocked out the sound of Derrick's moan as her lips stretched to circle the large crown of his penis. First she tasted the sweet, clear juice that was streaming from the slit. Then she tasted the saltiness of his penis. The two combined to send waves of pleasure through her like she had never experienced.
Inside the house, Sandra and Jerome were in a passionate embrace. When Sandra pulled away, her hands went to Jerome's shirt. Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned each button before pushing the shirt from his shoulders. Then she slipped to her knees in front of the tall man. Without a word she opened his belt and pulled down his zipper, letting his pants fall to the floor. Now she was staring at the large bulge in his white briefs. There was a wet stain on the front where his penis had leaked his pre-cum juice. Sandra moaned and leaned forward to lick the swollen head under the wet cotton. She smiled when she heard Jerome groan in excitement. She continued to lick until the material was soaked with her saliva and his juice. When she had teased both of them enough she pulled his shorts down.
"Oh God," Jerome moaned when he glanced down and saw the pretty woman kneeling at his feet. Her eyes were open wide and staring at his hard, black penis.
Unlike her daughter, Sandra had sucked her husband off many times. In fact, when she had her affair with Jason, it was her favorite thing to do. She would literally suck him for an hour or more, until he was mad with desire. Then she would pull away and lick him again. She was pretty sure that Jerome wouldn't last that long though. But that was okay because she wanted... needed his cum. It had been several years since she had tasted the sweet juice from a man's balls.
"Suck me," Jerome hissed.
Sandra smiled as she grabbed his shaft and brought it down to her lips. She tickled the tip with her tongue before running it around the head and under the crown. With little butterfly flicks, she circled the head, touching every inch of the tender skin below the ridge.
Jerome was too excited to be teased now. He grabbed Sandra's head and pushed his hips forward, forcing his shaft into her mouth.
Sandra gagged in surprise but quickly recovered. She pushed Jerome's hips back and wrapped her hand around the shaft. She sucked the head as her hand began to pump the shaft. Within seconds she could feel Jerome begin to tense. She knew what was coming and she was almost insane with need for it.
"Ohhhhhh Gooooodddddd!!!" Jerome screamed as the head of his penis exploded inside her mouth. It felt like his balls were going to explode as well as they sent a torrent of cum flying up the shaft and into Sandra's sucking mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Sandra moaned when she felt her mouth filling with his sweet juice. She let several volleys' of cum fill her mouth before she swallowed. A convulsion shook her body and she was transported back to another time and place. Although the man was different, the taste and the feel were the same. The hot, thick juice coated her mouth before sliding down her throat. As the next shot filled her mouth, she began to climax. As pulse after pulse sent his pent up sperm into her willing mouth, pleasure exploded inside her head. Her knees trembled and she almost fell to the floor as her body was racked with waves of pleasure. Somehow she managed to hang on until Jerome's balls were empty and his penis began to shrink.
"That's it," Derrick hissed as Elaine began to move her head up and down on his shaft. He could tell that she was not experienced in oral sex but he would not have believed that she had never sucked a man before.
Elaine was lost in a world that she had never experienced. The smell, taste, and warmth of Derrick penis assaulted her senses. She forgot that she was in her mother's driveway, sucking off a man. Every sense she had was focused on the pleasure of sucking him. Nothing else mattered.
"Yes, yes, yes," Derrick gasped as his hips began to lift from the seat. As he neared his climax, he wondered if he should warn her. A low hiss came from his lips. "I'm going to cum."
Elaine didn't hear him. Yet, she sensed that he was about to cum. She could feel his penis throbbing in her hand and the head had grown larger in her mouth. Her first thought was to pull her mouth away. However, before she could, Derrick's penis blasted his cum deep into her mouth. When she suddenly tried to pull away, she felt Derrick's hands on the back of her head, encouraging her to remain where she was. With a groan of surrender she stopped struggling and allowed her mouth to fill with his seed.
As Elaine sucked Derrick's cream into her mouth, her mother was doing the same thing inside the house not fifty feet away.
Elaine held Derrick's sperm in her mouth until her cheeks bulged. For a second she though of letting it run out. But then she swallowed. She squeezed her legs together as a climax shook her very core. She swallowed once, then twice, and then a third time. Each time, her mouth filled again. It seemed to be a never ending well that was pumping juice into her mouth.
Derrick caressed Elaine's head lovingly as he felt his penis begin to shrink inside her mouth. He knew that she had swallowed everything. He couldn't remember a woman ever being able to do that.
As the excitement of the moment began to fade, the reality of what she had done began to set in for Elaine. She had lost control and sucked off a man in a car, in her mother's driveway... where the neighbors could have seen her. Neighbors that she knew. Not to mention the fact that she was a married woman.
She quickly pulled away from Derrick, wiping the back of her hand nervously across her still wet mouth. Her face showed anger as she sat up in the seat. "I have to get home. The babysitter expects me to be home by one," she said, her voice trembling with emotion.
"Elaine... uh... listen I... uh," Derrick stuttered. He had no idea what he was going to say. He wasn't drunk so he had no excuse
"I have to get home," Elaine said again with anger in her voice. She wasn't mad at Derrick... she was mad at herself because she had lost control again.
Derrick tried to kiss her but she turned away. He got out to open her door and then walked her to her car. Without a word she backed out of the driveway and was gone.
Chapter 7
Back inside the house, Sandra was in heaven. She was sitting on Jerome's naked lap on the sofa with her arms wrapped around his neck. She still had her clothes on. "So do you like my blouse?" she asked.
"Are you kidding? You tits were driving me crazy all night," Jerome answered. He reached up and began to unbutton the blouse. "Now I want to see them in the flesh," he laughed. When he had the blouse opened, he pushed it aside and bared her large tits. "Gorgeous," he gasped as he lifted one large orb to his lips.
"Mmmmm," Sandra moaned as she held his head to her now heaving chest. She let him suck one nipple before pulling it away and letting him have the other. At the same time she felt his hand slipping between her legs. She spread them as far as her skirt would allow.
Jerome's fingers found her swollen sex and one slipped inside.
"Oh God baby, let's go to my bedroom." With that Sandra got up and grabbed Jerome's hand to lead him down the hall. As soon as they were in her bedroom, she pushed him onto the bed until he was lying on his back. His penis had grown again and was standing tall. Sandra quickly stripped off her blouse and skirt. She stood at the side of the bed for a moment, enjoying the site of her soon to be lover as he laid naked on her bed... a bed she had only once shared with anyone else... and it was another black man. Her eyes roamed down his strong chest to his trim waist and the bulging stomach muscles. When they reached his penis a chill went through her. It wasn't incredibly long but it was thick, with veins that were bulging and pulsing from the hot blood pumping through them. His clear pre-cum juice trickled down the dark shaft in a steady stream, making the chocolate skin sparkle. His large balls squirmed in their sacks as if the sperm was ready to boil.
Sandra was trembling as she climbed onto the bed and straddled his waist. "God, I can't wait to get this cock in me," she gasped.
"Put it in," Jerome whispered excitedly.
Sandra reached between her legs and found his wide shaft. She centered the head on her more than ready hole. Then she slowly moved her hips in a circle, teasing the tip of his penis. She pushed down a little, letting the head barely have access to her warm insides. Then she pulled back, smiling at Jerome's moan of frustration.
"You're driving me crazy," Jerome hissed as he reached for Sandra's hips and tried to pull her down.
Sandra resisted, lifting up until she was on her feet and squatting over his shaft. When she was positioned over his penis, she allowed the head to enter her slightly before she quickly pulled away again. She kept that up until she too couldn't take anymore. This time when she let the head enter, she moved down, taking a couple of inches of the shaft into her. Her juice began to run down the shaft and across Jerome's balls. She took a deep breath and held it. Then she forced all of her weight down, taking the entire shaft into her body. "Ahhhhheeeeee!!!" she screamed as the fat shaft spread the walls of her warm hole until the head banged into her cervix. She gasped and trembled and tried to catch her breath. Every inch of his penis was inside her, stretching her hole like she hadn't felt in years.
Jerome was crazed with desire now. He was not to be denied and lifted her hips with his hands before bringing her down again. This time they both groaned in pleasure as her tight vagina caressed his shaft like a warm glove.
"Oh God, fuckkkk meeeee!!!" Sandra screamed. She lifted up and dropped down again, her ass cheeks slapping loudly on Jerome's strong thighs. Up and down and up and down she moved until the room was filled with the sloppy sounds of their overheated sex organs.
The room now echoed with the moans and cries of the two lovers as they worked each other into a sweat.
Sandra began to climax almost immediately. It had been building since she had first taken the swollen head into her vagina. It started deep inside her and rushed up her body to explode like skyrockets. Her hips moved up and down in a blur as her body convulsed in pleasure. Her mouth was open as if to scream but only grunts of pleasure came out.
Jerome smiled as he watched Sandra use him. His large hands held onto her ass cheeks, helping her move up and down. He knew that he could go on for a long time since he had climaxed so recently. When he felt Sandra begin to climax for a second time, he doubled his efforts, pushing his hips upward with each of her down thrusts. Then, when he felt her trembling begin to slow, he flipped her over. Suddenly he was on top of her and his hips were pile-driving into her, his muscular ass moving up and down rapidly.
Sandra was delirious. She wrapped her legs around Jerome and held on for dear life. Her body was like a rag doll as Jerome's superior strength consumed her. The bedsprings groaned under the frantic movement and threatened to give out. The headboard slammed into the wall with each thrust of Jerome's hips. When Sandra thought she could climax no more, another one began. She dug her fingernails into Jerome's ass cheeks, urging him to fuck her harder. "Ahhhhhhheeeee," she screamed, the sound of her voice barely audible over the slapping sounds of her lovers balls, the squeaking of the bed springs, and his thighs hitting her ass



"Oh God, I'm going to cummmmmmm!!!" Jerome gasped. He pushed as deeply as he could go and froze as his balls pulled tight to his body. A second later he was filling her with his thick juice. It poured into her like a garden hose, filling the already stretched hole to the maximum. When there was no room left, it began to squirt from the sides, running down Sandra's ass to the sheets below.
When Sandra felt the first blast, her reaction was to wrap her arms and legs even tighter around him, holding him to her body as her convulsions intensified.
Finally, when Jerome had emptied everything he had inside Sandra and she had stopped trembling, he rolled off of her and fell exhausted to the bed in a sweat-soaked heap.
Sandra laid spread eagle on the bed, her arms and legs spread wide as her lungs gasped for breath.
They were both too exhausted to hold one another.
Chapter 8
The following morning, Sunday, Elaine had just finished feeding the boys' breakfast when she heard her mother come into the house.
"Hi Elaine," Sandra said as she hurried over to the boys. "How are my boys?" she gushed.
Elaine didn't answer her mother's greeting and walked over to place dishes in the sink. She began to clean them when the telephone rang.
"Hello," she answered.
It was John.
After listening for a minute, Elaine's face turned solemn. "Really? It can't be that important. You're been gone for almost three weeks already!"
Sandra turned from the boys and looked at her daughter. She knew that John was telling her that he wasn't coming home this week as planned.
Elaine slammed the phone down making the boys look up.
Sandra didn't say anything as she looked at her daughter with sympathy.
"He's going to be away for at least another week, maybe two," Elaine said with venom in her voice.
Sandra sighed and said, "I'm sorry sweetie."
Elaine turned away and looked out the window as tears began to fall.
Sandra gave the boys a box of animal crackers she had brought with her and walked over to her daughter. She stepped behind her and wrapped her arms around her waist for a hug.
Elaine began to sob.
"Why don't we skip church today and go to the park with the boys?" Sandra whispered.
Elaine turned around, wiping her eyes. She looked at her two boys, now stuffing animal crackers in their mouths, and smiled. Then she looked at her mother's concerned face and said, "You're always here when I need you Mom." She hugged her mother.
"That's what moms are for," she whispered. Adding, "Let's not let the boys see that you're upset."
It was a glorious Sunday and there were a lot of people in the park enjoying an unusually warm October day. Elaine and her mother took the boys to the play area and put them in the swings. As they stood beside each other, pushing the swings, Elaine looked at her mother and said, "So how was last night with Jerome?"
Immediately Sandra got a dreamy look on her face and said, "Unbelievable. I didn't know one man could have that much cum in him."
"Motherrrr!" Elaine said in mock exasperation. Then she added, "So he's a good F-U-C-K," spelling the word so the kids wouldn't understand.
"Better than good. Besides, he has a great personality and he makes me laugh. That's a bonus."
Elaine smiled at her mother and felt jealous. She pulled Jimmy and Todd out of the swings and directed them to a large sandbox. The two squealing toddlers ran toward the sandbox and jumped in. Elaine and her mother sat on a bench nearby.
"So you two just made love all night?"
"I don't know if you would call it making love," she laughed. "It was more like two animals mating."
Elaine shook her head at her mother.
"We did it again this morning. Haven't you noticed me walking funny," she added with another laugh.
Elaine hadn't seen her mother this happy in years. Her jealousy dissolved into happiness for her. "I'm so happy for you Mom."
Sandra said, "Well, let's not jump the gun here. One F-U-C-K does not make a relationship."
"Well, it's a start."
"God, he had me so worked up in the car that I practically raped him as soon as we got into the house. I doubt you were out of the driveway before I was sucking him."
Elaine got a strange look on her face that her mother noticed right away. "What's wrong?"
"Uh... nothing," she answered and blushed.
Calling on her motherly instinct Sandra said, "So what did the two of you do after we went inside?"
Elaine was silent for a minute. Then she said in a whisper, "The same thing you two were doing."
Sandra got a surprised look on her face. She was pretty sure that they hadn't had intercourse so she guessed that it was something else. "You sucked him off in the car in my driveway?" Sandra said.
"Yes," Elaine answered quietly.
Sandra burst out laughing. "I guess we are more alike then I thought."
Elaine had to smile in spite of her embarrassment. Then she blurted, "You saw, his... his... C-O-C-K, she said, again spelling the word. "It is so big that I could barely get it into my mouth."
Sandra opened her eyes at her daughter's words and looked shocked again. But then she smiled and said, "I did see it. In fact, he's bigger than Jason or Jerome. Jason was larger than average but no where near as big as Derrick."
"I wonder if black men do have larger penises then white men?" Elaine asked.
"I don't know. I read that the average man, black and white, is a little less than six inches. Jason and Jerome were both larger than that," Sandra said. Then she added, "But your father had a big one too."
"Motherrrrr, T.M.I."
Sandra laughed. "What's T.M.I?"
"Too much information," Elaine returned with a laugh.
"Well, you're the one that asked the question."
"But not about DAD."
At that moment, two other mothers showed up with their children.
Elaine fell silent as she stared off in the distance. After a few moments she sighed and turned back to her mother. She lowered her voice and said, "I guess I don't feel as guilty as I should about what I did with Derrick... especially after John's call this morning."
"I can understand why."
"Until recently I never thought that I would ever even think of having sex with another man. But now, I don't know."
"Sucking him off wasn't sex?" Sandra whispered.
"You know what I mean."
"I'm only kidding. I do know what you mean and it would serve John right if you did. He deserves anything he gets," she said, letting her dislike for John show through. "My guess is that John has never been much of a lover."
"You're right. I guess I never knew what I was missing. But I think I do now," Elaine said and held her hands open to show how long Derrick was.
Sandra smiled at her daughter. "He wasn't that big."
"Almost."
"God, all this talk is getting me worked up again. I'm not sure that I can wait for our Saturday night dinner."
"Jerome is coming over to dinner Saturday?" Elaine said with interest.
"Yes. Any interest in inviting Derrick over too?"
Elaine felt a tremor of excitement rush through her. "I don't think that's a good idea."
"Why not? We can chaperone you two this time."
"Yeah, right, just like I chaperoned you two."
"Come on, it'll be fun. Remember, you don't have to do anything that you don't want to."
"The problem is that I want to."
Sandra smiled at her daughter and grabbed her hand and squeezed it.
Chapter 9
"I don't look too casual do I?" Elaine said to her mother as she helped her set the table. She felt underdressed compared to her mother. She was wearing a short denim skirt, denim jacket, and a white blouse underneath. On her feet she had on a pair of high-heeled sandals. Her shapely legs were smooth and still tanned... thanks to an occasional visit to the tanning salon.
"Absolutely not! You look cute," Sandra said. She was wearing a sexy black dress that hugged her hips and came down to the middle of her thighs. It was low cut and revealed the swells of her large breasts. She had on a pair of black pumps.
"Well, I wasn't going for cute," she said and opened the jacket.
Sandra's eyes grew wide when she realized that she could see through her daughter's blouse. The blouse was like the one she had worn on their previous date, only this one didn't have pockets to cover her nipples. She could see the outline of her round breasts and her pink nipples, which were already hard. "You may want to keep that closed during dinner," Sandra laughed. "Otherwise, you might get raped on the table."
"I forgot to put on panties again," Elaine added with a naughty smile.
"So did I," her mother said. "God, I can't believe how much alike we are. So, are you going all the way tonight?" Sandra asked in a casual tone as she began to put silverware on the table.
Elaine looked at her mother and shook her head. "I don't think I'm ready."
"Why not? Are you afraid that he's too big?" she asked.
"Well, that's not the problem, but it does concern me," she answered seriously. "He's twice as long as John and at least twice as big around," Elaine answered.
"Elaine, you've had two kids who each weighted 7 or 8 pounds. He's not 'that' big," Sandra laughed.
"It's not the same and you know it mother."
"You're right," she admitted, touching her daughter's hand and smiling in understanding. "Well, if you change your mind, the spare bedroom has fresh sheets on the bed."
"Mother!" Elaine said and put her hands on her hips. "I think you're trying to corrupt your daughter."
They both laughed.
The doorbell interrupted their conversation.
Elaine went to the door to find Derrick and Jerome waiting. She smiled and invited them inside, her heart suddenly beating more rapidly. Derrick was wearing a white turtleneck shirt with a sports coat. Jerome had on a blue oxford shirt and a sports coat.
Derrick stopped as he went by to give Elaine a quick kiss on the lips. She didn't resist. She led the two men into the living room and told them she would get them a glass of wine. In the kitchen she poured four glasses of wine and gave her mother two. The two women smiled conspiratorially at one another before heading for the living room.
"Hi Jerome... Derrick," Sandra said as she handed a glass of wine to Jerome and sat next to him.
Elaine gave Derrick his glass and sat on a chair across from him, crossing her legs. When she looked at him, she saw his eyes move down to her legs. Her short denim skirt had pulled far up her leg, exposing much of her smooth thigh. If she had panties on, he might have been able to see just a hint. A chill of excitement went through her as she uncrossed her legs casually and then re-crossed them. She saw that Derrick's eyes never left her legs and she squirmed in her chair.
On the sofa, Jerome and her mother were talking quietly. At one point she saw her mother lean forward and place her hand on his thigh, laughing at something he had said. She left it there when she sat back.
Suddenly, Sandra stood up. "I almost forgot the roast. Dinner will be ready in five minutes," she said as she hurried into the kitchen.
True to her word, Sandra called everyone into the dinning room a few minutes later. The table was set with her finest china and silverware. In the center was a large roast with potatoes and carrots. There was also corn, fresh green beans, and home baked rolls.
"Wow," Jerome said. "You cook like this all the time?"
"Oh yes," Sandra said with a smile.
"Yeah, right," Elaine said and they all laughed.
The boys were obviously hungry. It took sometime before their appetites were satisfied. When they were, most of the food was gone from the table. Jerome and Derrick helped clean the table and carried the dirty dishes into the kitchen. Then Sandra shooed them out, telling them to go down to the clubroom where there was a pool table. She told them that there was cold beer in the refrigerator downstairs and to help themselves. Then she said that she and Elaine would finish the dishes and join them.
Both men kissed the ladies and left the kitchen.
"Are you as excited as I am?" Sandra asked Elaine when they were alone in the kitchen.
"I think so. If I was wearing panties, they would be soaked," Elaine said with a smile.
When all the dishes were in the washer and the kitchen cleaned, the two women headed downstairs. They found Derrick and Jerome playing pool with a college football game on the large screen TV.
"It doesn't get any better than this," Jerome said. "Football, beer and two gorgeous ladies."
"In that order," Sandra pouted.
Jerome looked embarrassed. "Uh... reverse that order," he said. He opened his arms to her and she turned her face up for his kiss. A moan escaped his lips when she opened her mouth to his searching tongue.
Elaine and Derrick stood watching the two kiss. It was a very uncomfortable moment.
Finally, Sandra pushed Jerome away when she began to get excited. She was breathing harder and her face was flushed. "So, it's Jerome and I against Derrick and Elaine in a winner takes all pool game."
"What's the prize?" Jerome asked.
"You'll have to wait and see," Sandra answered with a lustful smile.
When they began to play, Sandra acted as if she didn't really know how to shoot pool. Actually she was very good. However, she liked the way Jerome put his arms around her and leaned over her back to show her how to make a shot.
As the game progressed, and they waited their next shot, Sandra pushed Jerome onto a chair and sat on his lap. She kissed him passionately again and squirmed on his lap. It only took a second for her to feel his excitement.
The wine and beer eventually began to relax everyone. Soon, Elaine was leaning against Derrick with her arm around his waist as they watched Sandra lean over the table with her breasts almost falling out of her top.
"It's getting warm in here," Elaine said. Her heart was beating rapidly as she pulled off her denim jacket. Suddenly the two boys grew very quiet. Elaine could feel their eyes on her breasts. Her nipples were already hard.
Derrick smiled and pulled Elaine close to him again. He leaned to her ear and whispered, "You're driving me crazy."
She turned to him and went up on her toes to whisper into his ear. "When they're gone, I'm going to suck your cock." With that she pulled away and leaned over the table to take her shot.
Derrick stood with his mouth open, wondering if he had heard her correctly. He could feel his pants tighten as his penis began to harden. It didn't help that Elaine was leaning over the table so far that her skirt almost pulled up to her ass cheeks. He could see something glistening on the inside of her thighs. When she returned to him, he pulled her into his arms and brought his lips to her. He was excited to find that she didn't resist. Within a second, she had opened her mouth to his insistent tongue.
Elaine felt her sex lips throb and more juice begin to dribble down her legs. Suddenly she could feel the bulge from Derrick's large penis against her stomach. When she pulled away, she turned to see her mother on Jerome's lap again and they were kissing passionately. Her eyes opened wide when she saw that his hand was under her skirt and moving back and forth. Her mother moaned and spread her legs wider.
Finally when Sandra realized that she was making a spectacle of herself, she pulled away from Jerome and stood up. She took his hand and pulled him toward the stairs, turning to her daughter to say, "I hate to be rude but Jerome and I have some business to discuss upstairs."
Jerome smiled at Derrick and winked as he let Sandra lead him up the stairs.
The clubroom suddenly got very quiet as Elaine and Derrick stood nervously, looking at each other. Elaine picked up her pool cue and took a shot. She missed.
Derrick took several shots before he missed. However, neither his nor Elaine's mind was on pool.
When Derrick won the game he sat down. Elaine pulled the rack from under the table and began to organize the balls. As she leaned over the table, she felt her short skirt pull up. As she pushed the balls to the dot in the center, she leaned further over. She heard a gasp from behind her.
Derrick eyes were opened wide as he stared at Elaine's exposed pussy. It was swollen and very wet. When he couldn't take any more, he stood up and moved over to her. Then he leaned over her, his hands around her waist and whispered, "You are driving me nuts. Did I hear you correctly a few minutes ago?" With that, his hands came up to cup her thinly covered breasts.
Elaine sucked in her breath and closed her eyes. She knew what he was referring too but now regretted saying it. She swallowed and stood up, with Derrick's hands still on her breasts. She reached up and pulled his hands away. "Uh... uh... just a minute, I have to use the ladies room." She wasn't lying; juice was running down her thighs. However, she needed time to think too.
"Hurry back," Derrick said.
Elaine quickly ascended the stairs and walked down the hall. The bathroom was at the end of the hall, past her mother's bedroom. As she drew close to the bedroom, she could already hear the groans of pleasure. Her intention was to slip quickly past the room and clean up. However, as she passed the bedroom door, she paused. The door was opened, just a crack. In spite of her mind telling her to move on, she looked inside. Suddenly, her hand went over her mouth to cover a gasp. From her position, she could see the dresser mirror. From there, she had a perfect reflection of the bed. What she saw almost made her knees buckle. Her mother was sitting on Jerome with his wide black shaft deep inside her. Her sex lips were stretched incredibly wide. Each time she lifted up, his shiny shaft, wet with her mother's juices, slipped almost all the way out. With a moan she would push down, taking it deep again. Elaine could see that he was very, very thick. However, it didn't appear that her mother had any problem taking it inside her.
"Oh God, oh God!" Sandra gasped as she bounced up and down rapidly. Her head was thrown back in pleasure.
In fear of being caught, Elaine found enough strength to carry herself into the bathroom. She closed the door and sat on the toilet, her body trembling. She didn't think she had ever been this excited and knew that she had to get control of herself or she would do something very bad. After several minutes she stood up. She used a towel to wipe up the juice that had run down her thighs and suddenly wished that she had worn panties. With a deep breath, she left the bathroom and hurried past the bedroom again. Her mother and Jerome were still going at it.
"I thought you'd left me," Derrick said with a smile as Elaine came back downstairs.
"Sorry," Elaine whispered. She picked up her pool cue.
Derrick walked over to her and took it from her hand. "Let's not play anymore," he said. With that he placed his hands around her waist and lifted like she was the weight of a feather and sat her on the pool table. He stood close, his hips between her legs.
Elaine's heart was racing and she refused to look up at him.
With his hand under her chin, Derrick lifted her face. He pressed his lips to hers. They both moaned.
As their tongues dueled, Derrick began to unbutton Elaine's blouse. When it was opened, he pulled back and looked down. "God, your breasts are gorgeous," he whispered as he took them into his hands.
Elaine looked down like it wasn't her body. The site of his large black hands on her soft white flesh amazed her. She watched his thumbs rub her hard nipples and a rush of excitement went through her body. "Derrick," she protested weakly as he pushed her onto the table until she was on her back.
Quickly, before she could protest, his mouth found one nipple.
"Oh God," Elaine moaned. In spite of her reluctance, her hand found the back of his head and she directed him from one heaving breast to the other. When both breasts were wet with his saliva, she felt him begin to kiss down her stomach. When he got to her skirt, he lifted her thighs and pushed her skirt upward.



"Derrick," she gasped.
"Lift up," he ordered.
Consumed with excitement, Elaine lifted her hips and allowed him to push her skirt to her waist. When he bent his head to kiss her stomach she stopped him. "What are you doing?" she hissed.
"I'm going to eat you."
"Oh God no," she groaned. She had never been eaten before. John wouldn't let her suck him so he wasn't about to lick her between the legs.
Derrick looked down at her throbbing vagina. A little moan escaped his lips when he saw juice dripping from her swollen sex. There was a soft down of hair at the top and covering her outer lips. With an animal like groan Derrick dropped his head and brought his lips to her sex.
"Ahhhhhhheeeeee!!!" Elaine screamed, loud enough for the entire house to hear. Her legs flew up and locked around Derrick's neck. Her hands reached for his broad shoulders and her fingernails dug into his skin.
Derrick was smothered in her wet flesh. He would have smiled but his lips and nose were covered. He held her legs back and pressed his tongue deep into her bubbling hole.
"Ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhh!!!" Elaine groaned and threw her head from side to side. It was like nothing she had ever experienced. His tongue was like a snake wiggling and squirming inside her. Then it would slide in and out. She couldn't keep her hips still as she squeezed her legs tightly around his neck.
Derrick worked on her with his tongue, searching for every nook he could reach inside her sweet hole. He loved to eat pussy and Elaine's was the sweetest he had ever had. She was producing a fountain of juice and it poured out of her and across his chin, dripping to the table below.
Elaine was delirious. Her head was spinning so much that she feared that she would pass out. Just when she felt like she couldn't take anymore, Derrick's tongue found her swollen clit. "Oh Goddddddd!!!" she screamed as an incredible climax consumed her. Her body was seized by a convulsion and every muscle reacted. Waves of pleasure rocketed through her until she could take no more.
When Derrick felt her body go limp, he pulled his dripping mouth from between her legs. He saw that her eyes were closed but her chest was still heaving up and down. He bent his head and gently kissed her still pulsing sex.
It took a few minutes for Elaine to come around. When her eyes opened, she saw the light above the pool table and felt the hard slate under her back. She was disoriented for a second. Then it all came back to her in a warm wave of contentment. She had never had a climax like that. It had consumed every fiber of her body as well as her mind. When a satisfied sigh escaped her lips, she saw Derrick look up at her.
With a gentle push, she moved him back until she could sit up and then pulled his wet mouth to hers for a tender kiss. When she pulled away she whispered, "God, that was incredible. I never knew that I could climax like that."
Derrick smiled at her but didn't say anything.
Elaine got off the table and stood in front of the tall black man. Now that she had climaxed, she had regained some control. She looked down and saw the throbbing tent in his pants. Her hand went to his trousers to grasp his penis and she heard him moan. "I owe you a blow job, I think." She took his hand and led him over to the sofa. Before she allowed him to sit down, she unbuckled his pants and pulled them down to his ankles. His shorts were bulging with his erection and there was a large wet spot from his juices. With trembling hands, she reached up and pulled the elastic of his shorts out and slipped them down his legs. Suddenly she was staring at his giant penis. In the artificial light of the clubroom, his penis looked larger than it had in the park when she had masturbated him or in the car last week. The head was swollen to an incredible size and the shaft was pulsing. The two large balls below were squirming in their sacks. With a little moan, Elaine wrapped her hand around the shaft. Her fingers could not touch. Slowly she pulled the dripping head down until it was close to her mouth. When she looked up she saw Derrick staring down at her. Her eyes locked on his as her mouth opened to take the large head inside. Her lips stretched until the corners of her mouth hurt. She began to suck.
Derrick held Elaine's head as he gently sat down, keeping her mouth on him. When he was seated, he continued to hold Elaine's head, caressing her hair.
Although Elaine was not experienced in oral sex, she had a pretty good idea what a man liked. She knew that the head of the penis was most sensitive and Derrick confirmed that with his moans of pleasure when she touched it with her rasping tongue. She held the shaft with one hand and used her tongue to tease the head, circling around the tip until she found the slit. She tickled the opening, smearing the steady stream of juice across the hot surface. Then she began to suck. She placed her other hand on the shaft and began to move both up and down.
"Oh God," Derrick moaned. He wanted it to last, but all the teasing was bringing him to his peak quickly. He began to move Elaine's head up and down in time with her sucking mouth and stroking hands. Soon his hips were lifting from the sofa.
Elaine knew that he was close. But this time, she knew what to expect and she was ready. She began to pump the shaft furiously, moaning deep in her throat. She wanted it... she wanted to taste his cum again.
"Oh baby, I'm going to cummmmmmm!!!" Derrick gasped as he pulled her head down, almost choking her.
Suddenly a blast of hot juice hit the back of Elaine's throat. Although she had been prepared for it, the force still surprised her. The thick cream filled her mouth quickly. She swallowed just in time for the second blast and then a third. It came so fast that she worried that she would not be able to swallow fast enough. Fortunately after the first several shots, the stream of cum slowed. Now she allowed several blasts into her mouth before she swallowed. When his balls were almost empty and the flow dwindled to a trickle, she began to squeeze the shaft, trying to get more. She kept at it until his penis was totally soft in her mouth and there was no cum left. When she felt Derrick pushing on her head, she pulled back and looked up with a dazed expression. She had lost herself in his climax. It took her a second to realize that she was on her knees between his legs with his penis still in her hand. Her face turned red.
Derrick pulled her up until she was beside him. "That was the best I've ever had," he whispered before kissing her passionately.
Elaine felt her passion returning and pushed away. "I guess I had better get home... the baby sitter," she said with reluctance.
They went upstairs, holding hands. As they walked to the door, they could still hear the cries of pleasure coming form Sandra's room.
"They'll be doing that all night I guess," Elaine said with a smile.
"I'm envious," Derrick responded.
Elaine sighed and moved close to Derrick. She looked up at him and whispered, "Next time."
A broad smile came to his face and he kissed her.
Chapter 10
It was a rainy and chilly Sunday morning as Sandra rushed from her car to Elaine's porch. She closed the wet umbrella and sat it aside before opening the door. The boys and Elaine was already dressed and ready for church when she walked in.
"A little late I see," Elaine said to her mother as she stood in the foyer with water dripping from her raincoat.
"I got a late start," she answered. She went down on one knee as the boys ran to her.
Elaine laughed. "I bet I know why." She thought she actually saw her mother blush. "Let's get going or we're going to be late for church."
They placed the boys in the car seats of the mini-van and drove off for church. The rain was coming down in buckets and the wind had picked up. It was a miserable day. However, the weather had no effect on the smiling faces of the two women.
"So, did you have a good time last night?" Sandra asked her daughter.
"Wonderful," Elaine said. "The food was great."
"Come on Elaine... did you or didn't you?" her mother asked anxiously.
"That's very personal mother," Elaine teased.
"Alright, don't tell me," she pouted.
She could tell that her mother wasn't in the mood for games and said, "The answer is no."
"Really?" Sandra said in surprise. "You have that glow of a woman who has been well satisfied. I should know... I saw it in the mirror this morning," she laughed.
"I am satisfied. But we didn't go all the way."
Sandra shook her head. "I have to admire your fortitude."
"Well, it wasn't easy. But the truth is that I didn't want our first time to be on the pool table."
Sandra laughed loudly. "I can understand that. However, I told you there were fresh sheets on the bed upstairs."
"I know. It was very tempting but I want the first time to be special... and, in my own bed."
Sandra looked at her with understanding. "A little revenge huh?"
"Something like that," Elaine answered. "Uh... mother, what does your schedule look like next Saturday?"
"Busy I'm sure, why?"
"Well, I was wondering if you would watch the boys?"
Sandra smiled. "Well, I have Jerome coming over, but I'm sure he won't mind... especially if it's a favor for his friend Derrick."
"Thanks Mom." She reached over and squeezed her mother's hand. "Can you go shopping with me sometime this week? I want to pick up something sexy."
"Absolutely! In fact, I need a few things myself."
The workweek seemed like it would never end for Elaine. The only consolation was that she had a lot of contact with Derrick, but it was all she could do to keep her hands off of him. Several times she debated going into his office and locking the door. However, her logic won. She settled for passionate kisses and a few exciting touches in the stairwell after returning from lunch.
Derrick obviously wanted to do more. Elaine convinced him to wait until Saturday night. She promised that he wouldn't be disappointed.
Elaine's hands were trembling as she smoothed out her thigh high nylons. She didn't think she had ever been so nervous... not even on her wedding night. She had consumed a half bottle of wine, but she could still feel butterflies in her stomach. Her mother had picked up the boys at 4 O'clock, giving her time to take a long bubble bath to relax. Derrick was due over at six.
She had prepared a light meal for them and had the dinning room table set, including lit candles. The only thing left to do was put on her dress and high-heels. Her mother had helped her pick out a skintight Victoria Secrets dress. It was made of a pink, lacy stretch material that hugged her body so tight that every curve or dimple could be seen. The material was almost transparent. Underneath, she was naked but for the nylons and a pair of silk thong panties. She wouldn't have worn panties but she didn't want to have to worry about her juice running down her thighs. She was already wet.
While Elaine now had no doubts about what she was about to do, she realized that it was going to be a turning point in her life. She had never considered having an affair, and she probably wouldn't have if she had married a loving man. She longed for a relationship like her mother had had with her father but she had finally concluded that it was never going to happen for her in her current situation. Her mother had been right all along. John was not the right man for her.
As she slid the dress over her head and looked into the mirror, she wondered if she was doing this partially for revenge to pay John back for ignoring her. However, the excitement that she felt at that moment told her that it was much more than that. She had come to care for Derrick very much. And she thought he felt the same way. She could see a look in his eyes that was more than lust. She saw that same look in her own eyes right now.
Elaine wiggled her hips, pushing the tight dress down until it stopped high on her thighs. She almost gasped. The light from behind her highlighted her body under the thin dress. Her breasts were outlined in the soft lace and her nipples were poking through. The dress clung so tightly to her body that she could see her navel and the soft swell of her stomach. She turned and looked at the rear view. She could see her round cheeks and the dark divide between. In fact, the dress was so tight that she could even see the little dimple that she had on one cheek. A chill of excitement rushed through her. She was glad she had panties on.
The doorbell startled Elaine. She brushed her hair back and took one last look at her makeup before she hurried to the front door. When she opened it, she saw Derrick standing there with a bouquet of roses. Her heart fluttered as she stared at the handsome man. He was wearing slacks, a polo shirt and sports jacket.
Derrick was staring as well. His mouth was open and his eyes were wide as he stood frozen on the porch.
"For me," Elaine said as she reached for the roses.
"Uh... uh... yes," he stuttered. "God, you look incredible."
"Thank you," Elaine said and leaned forward to kiss him. Then she realized that the neighbors might see them so she pulled him inside. She kissed him again, this time more passionately. When she finally pulled away, they were both breathing hard. "Come on in. I have some wine chilling." Then Elaine turned and led Derrick into the house. She could feel his eyes on her rear and knew that he could almost see her bare cheeks under the thin material. The high heels forced her to sway her hips provocatively.
Derrick followed her to the dinning room.
As Elaine placed the roses on the table and poured him a glass of wine, he stepped close to her and wrapped his arms around her waist from behind. Then he bent his head and kissed the soft skin of her neck.
Elaine felt chills run up and down her spine. When she felt his groin press to her ass, she moaned and pushed back. There would be no teasing tonight. She wanted him more than anything she had ever wanted. When she turned in his arms, his lips found hers.
Finally, Derrick pulled away and looked at her with lust in his eyes. Then he looked at the food on the table and whispered, "I can't eat now."
"Neither can I," she responded.
Derrick took the wineglass from her hand and sat it on the table. Then he lifted her in his arms. "Where's the bedroom?"
"Oh God... upstairs on the right," she gasped.
Derrick lifted her into his arms like she was a feather and carried her upstairs to the bedroom. He used his foot to push the door open and then carried her inside, like a bride over the threshold. The bedroom was dark but for fragrant candles. The bed wasfreshly made and turned down. He sat Elaine down on her feet and kissed her again, his hands finding her nearly naked cheeks.
Elaine moaned and pressed her chest to him, opening her mouth for his insistent tongue. She sucked his tongue and began to grind her hips against his. She could feel his large penis pushing back. Another moan escaped her when she felt him bunching up the back of her dress until his bare hands could feel her soft ass cheeks.
Derrick inched the dress upward, uncovering her hips and then her breasts. He tossed the dress on the floor. Then he pushed her back onto the bed and stepped back. He quickly pulled off his jacket and then pulled his shirt over his head. He paused as he stared down at her. His eyes caressed her body from top to bottom.
Elaine's eyes were doing the same thing. She could see his chest muscles move up and down with his rapid breathing. His stomach was hard and the muscles well defined. As she watched, he unbuckled his pants and let them drop. His shorts and shoes quickly followed until he was standing naked in front of her. He looked like a Greek God. His large penis pointed toward the sky and throbbed in anticipation. A bubble of clear juice appeared on the head before forming a long string that hung from the tip. Elaine quickly sat up and grabbed his shaft. Her mouth covered the head as she caught the sweet cream before it could drip to the floor. A moan escaped her lips.
Derrick was too excited to let her suck him for very long. He pushed her back and lifted her legs, pulling her tiny panties off. Before he tossed them aside, he brought them to his nose. A look of pleasure crossed his face as he smelled her sweetness. Then he hung them on his penis with a wry smile. Slowly he knelt and lifted her legs.
A gasp escaped Elaine's lips when his lips touched her warm thigh.
He kissed down to her sex but didn't touch her. Instead he moved to the other thigh, kissing all the way to her knee before moving back down. He did this several times, driving her mad with desire. Finally, when he felt Elaine grab his head, he let her pull it to her center.
With a cry of pleasure, Elaine lifted her hips to his sucking mouth. She felt him sucking her lips into his mouth and then gently chewing on them. Her legs locked around his neck as she gasped for breath as she raced toward a climax. However, before that could happen, he pulled away.
Derrick had Elaine sit up. Then he pushed her to the middle of the bed where he leaned over her and kissed her hard, his tongue going deep into her willing mouth. Slowly he kissed down her neck until he reached her heaving breasts. He began sucking on one nipple as his fingers tweaked the other. His hand slid down her body and found her legs open. There he gently played with her lips, rubbing the tips of his finger across the swollen and wet surface.
Finally, when Elaine couldn't take anymore she gasped, "Please."
"Please what?" Derrick asked.
"Please... please FUCK ME!" she almost screamed.
With a smile Derrick crawled between her legs and knelt.
A though suddenly occurred to Elaine. "Wait," she gasped. "I'm... I'm not on anything. Do you have a condom?"
Derrick was surprised by her request. He hadn't thought about it and didn't carry condoms. He shook his head no.
Thinking quickly, Elaine leaned over and opened the nightstand drawer. She searched around and found a condom pack and pulled it out with a sigh of relief.
An almost imperceptible smile crossed Derrick's lips as he watched Elaine nervously open the condom package. She took the rubber out and placed it on the head of his throbbing penis, trying to roll down his shaft. He watched in amusement as she pushed it down until it could go no further.
Elaine realized that it only covered about half of his shaft and it was stretched so tight that it would probably break with any activity. She looked up at Derrick and he shrugged. When she looked back at his penis, it suddenly became funny. Her hand flew to her mouth to cover her burst of laughter.
Derrick laughed loudly too. "I've never found one that would fit me."
Suddenly, the reality of the situation hit Elaine. She did a quick calculation in her head and figured that her ovulation cycle wasn't due until next weekend. It was a risk but she really didn't have much choice. She reached up and pulled the useless condom form his penis and tossed it aside. Then she looked up at Derrick with lust filled eyes and said again, "Fuck me."
Derrick's face broke into a broad grin as he moved into position between her legs again. He lifted Elaine's legs and pulled her toward him until her thighs were across his. Then he pushed his large penis down until it was pointing at her hole.
Elaine's breath caught in her throat. This was it. There was no turning back now, even if she wanted too. She grasped Derrick's thighs with her fingers as she watched him place the giant head of his penis at her hole. Her body grew tense.
"Relax," Derrick whispered as he slowly moved forward.
Elaine tried to relax but it was impossible. She felt the swollen head spread her lips and she held her breath.



Slowly Derrick increased the pressure until the crown of his penis slipped inside.
Elaine closed her eyes and sighed in relief. Her vagina reacted to the intrusion by throbbing and clamping down on the sensitive skin below the crown of Derrick's penis.
Derrick had to pause and concentrate on something else in fear that the tight muscle surrounding his penis would cause him to climax. At the same time, he fought the desire to plunge in. Instead, he waited until he felt the sphincter muscle at the entrance of her vagina relax. Then he moved deeper, slowly forcing his shaft into her an inch at a time. When he was about halfway in, he pulled back and was relived to see that Elaine's juices were coating his shaft. He moved in and out several times quickly and heard Elaine gasp.
Elaine was becoming delirious with excitement. She thought she had taken his entire shaft and that it hadn't been that bad. However, when she looked down she was shocked to see that there was still half of it left.
"Relax," Derrick said again as he began to push forward.
"Mmmmmm," Elaine groaned with a combination of pleasure and fear. However, she was surprised to find that it didn't hurt... at least not yet.
Inch by inch, Derrick's long shaft disappeared inside Elaine's pulsing hole. He could feel that the walls were stretched to capacity, yet there seemed to be room to go deeper. With a little groan of his own, Derrick felt his ball touch her ass cheeks. He looked down and saw that he had gotten the entire length inside her. "Look," he whispered. "No one has ever taken it all."
Elaine had been so busy trying to relax that she didn't realize that Derrick had stopped pushing. When she looked down, she gasped. She couldn't believe that his entire shaft was inside her. "Oh God," she moaned and closed her eyes. Her head was spinning.
Derrick wanted desperately to move, but he waited... waited for her to tell him it was okay.
There were tears in Elaine's eyes when she opened them again.
"Am I hurting you?" Derrick asked with concern.
Elaine shook her head no. Then she opened her arms for him.
Gently he leaned over her and was careful not to place all of his weight on her body. She wrapped her legs around his waist as their lips met.
When they broke the kiss, she whispered, "Fuck me."
He didn't have to be told twice. He pulled out slowly and pushed back in. Then did it again. Soon he felt Elaine's heels pulling his hips down as her arms tightened around his neck. "Oh God," he groaned as his hips began to work up and down.
Gradually the quiet of the room was broken by the slapping sounds of Derrick's balls on Elaine's ass. The moans of the two lovers quickly replaced that sound.
"Yes, yes, yes," Elaine screamed as his huge shaft worked in and out of her with ease now.
Derrick's answer was a grunt of pleasure and even more rapid thrusts.
Elaine began to climax within seconds. Her body froze and lifted up to his pounding hips. Her arms and legs held him as tightly a she could. "Ohhhhhhhhh!!!" she screamed as waves of pleasure rushed through her. It seemed like each thrust brought on a new convulsion. One climax led to another and then another. Elaine had never climaxed this many times in one love making session with John. She lost count at five.
Derrick pounded into Elaine as hard as he could. The bed springs strained under his assault. He was amazed that this tiny woman had taken all he had and was bucking her hips upward, wanting more. Sweat dripped from his body as her climaxes went on and on. He was in good shape but she was trying his stamina.
As her climaxes began to wane, Elaine came slowly back to earth. When she did, she realized that Derrick hadn't climaxed. She reached up, took his face in her hand, and looked into his eyes. "Cum in me," she whispered.
"Are you sure?" Derrick gasped and stopped the movement of his hips. He could feel his balls churning and knew that if he didn't pull out now, it would be too late.
"I've never been more sure of anything in my life."
"Oh God baby," he gasped as her words sent chills of passion through his body. Suddenly his hips began to move again. "Yes, yes, yes," he hissed. "I'm cummmmmmiiiiiinnnnggggg!!!" he screamed. The head of his penis grew even larger, stretching her tight vagina to the maximum. A huge volley of cum shot out and splattered on the convulsing walls of her womb.
Elaine actually felt it. She felt his cum slamming against her tender walls and filling her hole. Then she felt it seeping between the lips of her vagina and his shaft and then running between her cheeks. Incredibly, another small climax rushed through her.
Derrick's body froze in pleasure as his balls sent blast after blast of his potent seed deep into her. It seemed like it was never going to end. When it finally did, Derrick tried to hold his body above her but had to collapse. Then he rolled to the side, pulling her into his arms. They fell asleep that way.
Late that night, they made love again and then a third time as the morning sun peeked through the curtains.
Chapter 11
Elaine was sitting on the front porch swing, still basking in the glow of a satisfied woman when her mother arrived with the children late Sunday afternoon. She smiled at her mother as she ushered the children up the walk to the front door. "Looks like you're none the worse for wear," she said to her mother, referring to her having the kids overnight.
"I should say the same thing about you," Sandra answered with a knowing smile. "How was it?"
Elaine sighed and said, "It was wonderful... incredible... unbelievable."
"That good huh?"
"Maybe better."
"Let's get some cookies and milk guys," Sandra said as she followed the boys into the house. Then she turned to Elaine and said, "I'll be back. I want to hear all the details."
Elaine was still sitting on the swing when her mother brought the boys back out with sippy cups of milk and cookies.
"Alright guys, sit down on the porch and eat your cookies. Then you can ride your tricycles on the driveway," Sandra said.
Elaine looked at her mother and though of how lucky she was to have her. She was truly a good friend. When she continued to fuss with the children, Elaine said, "Sit down mother and relax for a minute."
Sandra finally joined her daughter on the swing, sitting down with a sigh. "They are a handful."
"Tell me about it," Elaine laughed.
"So Derrick was everything you hoped he would be?" Sandra said, anxious to hear the details.
"He was wonderful and an incredible lover."
"Did you have a problem... you know with his...?" Sandra said and held her hands open like Elaine had done when describing Derrick's penis.
"Nope. I couldn't believe it but I took it all. Every inch."
"That's my girl," Sandra laughed and patted her daughter's thigh.
"There was just one problem," Elaine added and then laughed.
"What?"
"Derrick didn't have any protection so I found one of John's condoms. It wouldn't fit. It only covered half of his cock," she said and then looked quickly at the boys, afraid they had heard. However, they were fighting over a cookie.
It was Sandra's turn to laugh. "What'd you do?" she asked.
Elaine paused and looked out at the boys now chasing each other in the front yard. She bit her lip pensively. "Well, I figured it was okay this once."
Sandra looked at her with concern. "I don't have to tell you how dangerous that is."
"No you don't, but what was I going to do? I can't take the pill," she lamented. "I'm going to have to go to the doctor and find something."
"You had better or John's going to be suspicious when you get pregnant and he wasn't home that month." Then she added with a wry smile, "Or worse yet, when you give birth to a black baby." She looked at her daughter seriously and then smiled. "On second thought, I might pay to see his face."
"Mother!" Elaine said in mock shock.
"So have you thought about what Derrick and your relationship is going to be after John gets home?"
"I've thought of nothing else. But I don't have any answers. It's not like me to be sneaking around behind his back. You know that I'm not very good at being deceitful. However, the one thing that I do know is that I can't give Derrick up."
"You know that this could get very messy."
"Yes, but I'm happier right now that I've been in years... maybe ever."
"I can see that."
"It's so great to have someone that really cares for me. I know that John did in the beginning, but it's been so long that I can't remember how it felt anymore."
Sandra opened her mouth and was about to say, "I told you so." But then she thought better and said, "It'll all work out for the best." She patted her daughter's hand warmly.
If Elaine thought last week was difficult to get through, this week was far worse. Derrick had to go out of town until Friday. She talked to him every day but wanted to be with him. The problem was that John was coming home on Friday so the weekend was out.
Later in the week she called her mother with her dilemma.
"Hi Mom," she said in a somewhat morose tone when her mother answered.
"What's wrong, you sound depressed."
"I am a little. You know that I haven't seen Derrick all week and John is coming home tomorrow. I really want to see Derrick but I can't figure out what to do."
"Hmmm," Sandra said and was quiet for a minute. "Doesn't John have a regular Saturday night poker game with the 'boys' this week?"
"Yes, but I don't know if he will still go since he has been away so long."
"Well, Jerome and I are getting together Friday night, so that's out. However, if John does go out, I can pick up the boys after he leaves on Saturday to give you a little quality time?" Then she added, "It could be dangerous though."
"Right now I'd do almost anything," Elaine said. She thought about going to Derrick's place but then the thought of having Derrick in her own bed while John was home sent a tremor of excitement through her. It was a very vindictive and vengeful thought. She had never been like that, but suddenly it had great appeal to her. Her mood brightened considerably. "You sure it won't be an imposition?"
"Absolutely not. You know I'd do anything for you. Besides I'm happy to participate in a conspiracy against John."
"Mother, how did you get so devious?" Elaine asked with a laugh.
Sandra turned serious. "I don't know. I was never like that when I was married to your father. I guess it has to do with the situation. If you have a good and honest relationship with a man, there is no need to be devious."
"God Mom, I was just thinking the same thing. If we get anymore alike, Derrick and Jerome won't be able to tell us apart.
"Hmmm, that might not be so bad," she answered with a snide smile.
"Down mother, you have your own guy."
"Yeah, but the grass is always greener... or longer."
They laughed.
Elaine's other telephone line rang and she saw that it was Derrick. "That's Derrick. I'll see if he's available Saturday. Thanks Mom, I love you."
"Love you too sweetie."
When John finally got home on Friday night, he was even more distant than he had been when he left. He mumbled something about structural problems with the bridge and that he needed to go back to California soon. He said he was tired and went right to bed without even playing with the boys.
Elaine didn't really care that he was going away again or that he ignored her. But it did bother her that he ignored his sons. However, she bit her tongue and tried to be as pleasant as possible.
The following day Elaine was very nervous as she waited for John to give some indication that he was going out. Finally, she saw him getting out of the old sweat suit that he wore around the house and putting on a shirt and slacks. "Are you going out tonight?" she asked as casually as possible.
"You know I have a poker game the third Saturday of the month," he said.
"Oh that's right. Then you'll be late coming home?"
"Yes, like always. In fact, it's at Jim Ludwig's place and he lives over in Bolton Hill. I hate that long ride."
Elaine wanted to scream in excitement. Instead she said, "That's too bad. Be careful with that drive. I hear it's supposed to rain."
As soon as John was out the door, Elaine called her mother and then Derrick. Sandra said she would be right over. Derrick, on the other hand, was a little harder to convince. He was concerned about having sex at her house with her husband home. He suggested that she could come to his place. However, Elaine wanted to be in her own bed. After a lot of sweet talk Derrick reluctantly agreed.
Chapter 12
Elaine was waiting in the living room when Derrick arrived. She was wearing an old housedress that covered her from neck to ankles. She saw the surprise in Derrick eyes as he looked at her with raised eyebrows. "Wait until we get upstairs," she said and stepped into his arms for a long kiss. Then she took his hand and led him upstairs.
"Uh... did you get to the doctor?" Derrick asked as he followed her.
"I have an appointment next week."
"Oh," he said.
She turned and looked at him. "Sorry. It was the earliest appointment I could get. Can you pull out of me before you cum this time," she said shyly, her face turning red.
"If that's what you want," he answered, unable to disguise his disappointment.
"I'll make it up to you, I promise," she said and went up on her toes to kiss him.
A smile came to his face. "I'll hold you to it."
Elaine smiled back and then turned to lead him to her bedroom. This time the lights were on in the room instead of candles; Elaine wanted to see Derrick and for him to see her.
She walked him over to the bed and had him sit down. Then she proceeded to take his clothes off until he was totally naked. With a naughty smile, she stepped back and slowly unbuttoned her housedress. When all the buttons were undone, she held it together for a moment to tease him. With a smile she opened the dress and let it fall to the floor.
"Wow," was all that Derrick could say.
Elaine was wearing a white lace corset that cinched in her waist and lifted her breasts. Her breasts were bare and sitting up proudly, the nipples already hard. Below, she had on a matching garter belt holding up white nylons and white four-inch high heels. Her panties were also lace and were so tight that the indentation of her sex lips could be seen.
"Do you like?" she asked as she turned around to let him see the back view.
Derrick sucked in his breath and his penis hardened.
The back view was as sexy as the front. He had always loved her ass. It was firm but soft without a blemish anywhere. The tiny panties rode high on her cheeks, exposing the lower globes and the sweet divide between them. He could plainly see the cute little dimple that she had on her left cheek.
With a naughty look back at Derrick, Elaine bent over, placing her hands on her knees and thrust her ass back at him. A tremor of excitement went through her when she saw him begin to stroke his penis. She reached between her legs and ran a finger sensuously from back to front and across the groove created by the tight material of her panties. The gusset grew wet under her finger. She bent lower, touching the floor with her hands and stretching her thigh muscles until they were taut. Then she reached back and grabbed her cheeks, squeezing them sensuously. When she stood back up, she turned around and posed again for him. This time she wet her fingers and then rubbed them on her nipples, making them sparkle.
Derrick moaned in excitement as he continued to stroke himself.
Elaine walked over to him, bending over with her exposed breast inches from his face. She ran her fingernails down his strong chest until she reached his stomach, but stopped short of touching his now throbbing penis. Looking up at him, she touched the dripping tip of his penis with a nipple. She circled her nipple across the slit, smearing his slick juice on the hard tip. Without using her hands, she moved the other breast to his penis, rubbing the soft skin up and down the hot shaft. She bent further over until her lips were close to his penis and pursed her lips before blowing warm air on the stretched head.
Another moan escaped Derrick's lips. He grabbed her head as if to force it down on his penis. However, Elaine resisted, pulling her head back with a naughty smile.
"Please," he whined.
Taking pity on him she bent again and opened her lips, taking the swollen head into her warm mouth.
"Oh Jesus," Derrick gasped when he felt her sweet mouth on him.
Elaine could feel her panties getting soaked as she slowly sucked the swollen head. Her mouth began to fill with his juice until both her saliva and his juice ran down the shaft. With her fist wrapped around the shaft, she stroked him, pumping more pre-cum juice into her mouth.
When Derrick couldn't take anymore, he reached for her, pulling her to him and falling back on the bed.
Elaine giggled as she landed on his chest. When she looked into his eyes she saw incredible lust. However, there was something more. She felt herself falling into the soft brown pools of his eyes. With a moan, she brought her lips to his.
Their tongues fought for possession of the other's mouth. When Derrick's won, he thrust it deep and moaned when he felt her sucking it. Wrenching his mouth from her, he hissed, "Oh God, I've got to have you." Then he turned her over on the bed until she was on her back and he was hovering above her. He kissed her again before moving his lips down her neck and across the now heaving swells of her breast. With a moan he took one nipple into his mouth and sucked it hard.
Elaine grabbed his head and pulled it tightly to her breast.
Derrick pulled away with a loud suck and found the other orb. He worked on both until Elaine was squirming under him. Then he moved down until his mouth was over her panty-covered crotch. With quick flicks of his tongue, he worked down the grove of her slit, pushing the material deeper. A moan escaped his lips when he tasted the juice that had seeped through the material.
"Oh God Derrick," Elaine moaned.
Derrick pulled back and reached for her panties, pulling them down her legs and dropping them to the floor. When he looked down, he gasped. Then a smile came to his face. Elaine had shaved her pubic hair until the lips were smooth. The only hair left was a small heart shaped patch just above the top of her slit.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
"God yes."
"I was going to make a 'D' but it was too hard."
Derrick laughed. "Your husband might have wondered why it wasn't a 'J'.
"He wouldn't have noticed," she said with a tinge of anger.
Derrick quickly ended that conversation by dropping his head and kissing the tuft of hair. Then he kissed lower.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Elaine moaned as she felt his tongue separating the swollen lips of her vagina. Then she gasped again as he lifted her legs and pushed his tongue deep into her wet hole. Her hands found his head and held him tight as her hips began to lift from the bed. "Yes, yes, yes, eat me," she gasped.
Derrick sucked and licked the pulsing lips until his own need could not be denied. He pulled away, wiping his wet mouth with the back of his hand. Then he centered Elaine on the bed, placing a pillow under her hips before crawling between her wide-open legs. His raging erection hovered over her stomach.
Elaine stared at his long shaft in amazement. She wondered how she had ever taken it all into her. It appeared that the length of it went from her vagina all the way to her belly button. She reached out for the long rod, taking it into her hand. Her white hand and fingers looked tiny compared to the long and fat black shaft.
"Put it in," Derrick whispered excitedly.



Elaine's hand was trembling as she brought his penis down until the head was at the entrance of her vagina. She pulled on it and Derrick moved closer, allowing the swollen head to touch her opening. She moved the shaft in a circle, mixing his juice with hers. When the head was shinny, she placed it on her hole and pulled the shaft toward her.
Derrick inched forward with his knees, forcing the head to slip into her stretched hole.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Elaine gasped as the large crown broke through the outer lips and slipped inside. She began to shake all over and her hips started to move in jerking motions as her eyes closed from a wave of pleasure.
Derrick slowly increased the pressure of his hips, forcing his shaft slowly into her. He watched as his wide, black shaft stretched the smooth white lips of her vagina as far as they would go. The inner lips disappeared and the skin of the outer lips stretched impossibly wide.
Elaine's squeezed her eyes tighter as she concentrated. She held her breath as she felt the large head slip deeper and deeper. Although it was still a slow process, the long shaft moved easier this time. Within a few seconds, she felt the swollen head hit bottom. She knew that she had it all when Derrick's balls touched her ass cheeks. She opened her eyes and looked down. A gasp escaped her lips when she saw nothing but her sex lips and his pubic hair. When she looked up she saw Derrick smiling down at her and she opened her arms in invitation.
With a groan of pleasure Derrick moved forward and onto her, his chest flattening her large breasts under him. His lips found hers.
They lay like that for a while; kissing passionately and allowing time for Elaine's pulsing hole to get used to the invasion. Soon, however, they had to move.
Derrick pulled his hips back, freeing several inches of his shaft. Then he pushed back in, bringing a moan from both of them. Slowly, he pulled out a little further before pushing back inside again. His hips began to move a little faster when he felt Elaine's hips lift up to him.
Elaine wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. "Fuck me," she gasped.
Derrick almost swooned as he felt her slick hole caressing the length of his shaft. His in and out movement sent a chill of pleasure up and down his spine. He kissed her lips as his hips began a steady rhythm. "Oh God Elaine," he gasped.
Soon the room was filled with the sounds of their lovemaking. Grunts of pleasure were accentuated by the slapping sounds of their overheated sex organs. Derrick's strong hips became a blur as he pounded into her with abandon. She took all he had and screamed for more.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she screamed as she spiraled rapidly toward a climax. Suddenly, her hips lifted from the bed and she froze with Derrick's penis buried all the way inside her throbbing hole. "Ahhhhhhhhheeeeeee!!!" she screamed as waves of pleasure ripped through her.
Derrick was fast approaching his climax as well. He had promised to pull out but he realized that it was going to be very difficult. He gritted his teeth and waited for her climax to slow, fighting to hold his climax off.
When Elaine could think again, she opened her eyes and saw Derrick looking down at her. It was a strange look.
"I love you," he whispered.
It took a moment for her to realize what he had said. When she did, all of her pent up emotions overflowed. Tears began to stream from her eyes. "Oh God, I love you too," she gasped and pulled his lips to hers.
Derrick felt his penis throb and threaten to overflow. He pulled his lips from hers, gasped for breath, and said, "I've got to pull out."
Without hesitation, Elaine tightened the grip of her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist.
"Sweetheart, I'm getting close. I've got to pull out or I'm going to cum in you," he warned.
"Cum in me," Elaine whispered as she stared into his loving eyes.
"Oh God, are you sure?"
"Please cum in me; I want it... I want your sweet juice in me," she answered as she felt her own excitement building rapidly again. She lifted her hips and worked them up and down to encourage him, her warm cavern squeezing him tightly.
The pulsing of her vagina quickly sent Derrick over the top. He pushed into her as deeply as he could. His balls pulled tight to his body, squeezing the juice out of them and thrusting it down the long canal of his shaft. With a bellow from his lips, the head of his penis pulsed and a torrent of juice exploded from the slit, sending his potent seed splattering against the walls of her welcoming womb.
When Elaine felt his seed filling her, she went into convulsions again. Every nerve of her body was tingling... every ounce of her being was focused on the incredible pleasure of having her lover pour his seed into her. She was almost doubled over with Derrick pushing down as hard as he could, the spitting head of his penis filling her with sperm until it squeezed from the tight lips around his shaft.
Elaine and Derrick made love again and he came in her again before he left around midnight. She was still awake, lying quietly in bed with the lights off when John came home. He took a shower and crawled into bed beside her and immediately turned over and went to sleep.
As Elaine lay on her back, staring into the warm darkness surrounding her, she could think of nothing but Derrick. His words, "I love you," and her response echoed in her head. She couldn't believe the effect that that one moment was having on her. It had been so long since John had told her that he loved her. However, even then, it was different from the love that she felt right now. It touched her in a different place; a place that nothing or no one else had touched.
When her mind continued to race and sleep wouldn't come, she debated getting up. However, she was reluctant to move from where she was. It was the spot that they had made love and where Derrick had said he loved her. She could still feel his warmth and strength, not to mention his sperm swimming insider her. As those feelings surrounded her, she slipped her hand down her stomach to touch her still swollen and very wet vagina. She suppressed a little gasp and pushed a finger between the lips and into her saturated hole. She moved it around; stirring the juice as a new wave of excitement rushed through her. Slowly she pulled her now wet finger out and brought it to her clit. "Oh God," she whispered and spread her legs. Her hips began to twitch as she teased herself. Slowly the excitement built until she was near another climax. Derrick's words, "I love you," rushed through her head, immediately bringing her to her peak. Suddenly a tiny twinge of pain shot through her stomach. She recognized it. It came every month at this time when she ovulated. With a gasp she pushed two fingers into her sopping hole, forcing Derrick's sperm deep into her. A strong climax shook her and the waves of pleasure went on for a long, long time. By the time the last rush went through her she was exhausted. Finally sleep overtook her and she slipped into a sweet, dream filled sleep.
John stayed home for a week before saying he had to get back to California. Elaine tried to act angry but deep inside she was elated. She wished him good luck and proceeded to call Derrick.
For the next several weeks, Derrick was a constant visitor to Elaine's house. In fact, he was there so often that the kids began to call him Uncle Derrick. She no longer cared that the children might say something when John came home. She had come to the conclusion that their marriage was over, so it didn't matter. However, she still wasn't sure how to handle the situation; a divorce could be very messy and if John knew about Derrick, he could try to get custody of the kids. She couldn't let that happen.
In the mean time, she and Derrick went on a sexual marathon. There was no hesitancy on her part now. In fact, on several occasions, she went into his office, locked the door and they had sex. She rarely wore panties and would simply lift her skirt and sit on his lap. They also went to the rock in the park where they first explored their sexual relationship. It was chilly but Derrick had brought a couple of blankets. They laid them on the rock and made love under the covers, with the blue sky above them.
On one occasion, she and Derrick were in the back seat of Jerome's car as they came back from Jacksonville where they had danced the night away. She had slipped onto his lap and took his penis into her very wet hole while her mother and Jerome sat in the front seat a few feet away. From their moans, she knew that her mother and Jerome knew very well what was going on.
Elaine was also happy to see that Jerome and her mother's relationship had grown. They were constantly together and he had in fact moved in with her. Sandra shared that she and Jerome were in love. Elaine confessed that she and Derrick had also admitted that they were in love. Mother and daughter were like two schoolgirls who were in love for the first time.
It was a wonderful but a somewhat sad time for Elaine. Her new love made her very happy but the end of her relationship with John was sad. After all, he was the father of her children and had been her first love. Her mother told her that life was full of changes and one could learn to accept or resist them. Resistance brought pain but acceptance brought peace.
Epilog
Elaine was sitting on her sofa on a lazy Saturday afternoon with a glass of wine, waiting for her mother to come over. She had told Elaine that she had some exciting news. Elaine had some news as well, but it wasn't necessarily happy news. On the coffee table in front of her was an EPT pregnancy test with a tiny red + symbol in the window. When she missed her period earlier in the week she decided to take the test. It confirmed what she already knew; she was pregnant with Derrick's baby. At first she was elated, but the reality of the situation and the resulting remorse quickly set in. She knew that she had been taking a big risk when she had let Derrick cum in her the first couple of times that they made love. However, as soon as she could, she had gone to the doctor and he gave her the new birth control patch, which she currently wore on her hip. Unfortunately, it was too late.
The door to her house flew open and slammed shut as her mother hurried in.
"Shhhhh, the boys are asleep upstairs," Elaine said.
Sandra looked guilty but still had a broad smile on her face. "Guess what?" she gushed. Then she held up her hand.
Elaine quickly saw a sparkling diamond on her finger.
"Jerome asked me to marry him last night. And, I said yes," she said with the excitement of a teenager.
Elaine jumped up and hugged her mother. "God, I'm so happy for you Mom," she said sincerely. She continued to hug her as tears began to fall.
Sandra heard her daughter sobbing and pushed her back. "There's no reason to cry. It's good news," she said looking at her daughter with concern.
"It's wonderful news. That's not the problem," Elaine said and picked up the EPT device.
Sandra saw the EPT letters on the device and then the red + symbol. "Oh my," she said. "It's Derrick's I suppose."
"Of course," Elaine said and sobbed.
"I told you this could get messy," Sandra said before she thought.
Her words only made Elaine cry harder. She sat down on the sofa with her head in her hands. Sandra sat beside her and put her arm around her daughter.
She let her cry for a few minutes before she said, "You're going to keep it aren't you?"
"Yes," Elaine said and looked at her mother with shock. "I could never have an abortion."
"I understand. If you had said anything else, I would have tried to talk you out of it. I don't want you to make the same mistake that I made."
Elaine looked at her mother without understanding. "What mistake?"
"I told you there were things that you didn't know about your mom. When your father and I separated and I moved in with Jason, I got pregnant."
"Mother!" Elaine said in shock.
"However, unlike you, I was alone with no parents and few friends. I was also very young. Jason had already left for Korea and I didn't know what to do. I had a low paying job and couldn't even afford the apartment. Unfortunately, I didn't think I had a choice."
"Oh my God!" Elaine exclaimed.
"As a 'liberated' woman, I supported a woman's right to an abortion and still do today. However, there are alternatives and I think every woman should know what they are. At that time in my life, it was the only choice I could make." Tears began to fall from Sandra's eyes.
Elaine hugged her mother and they sobbed together.
When they pulled apart, both of them had to dry their eyes. "I have regretted my decision all my life. I don't know what your father would have said or done but I never gave him a chance. Looking back now, I think he would have accepted the baby and raised it as his own. I know that he was very sad when I told him that I couldn't have any more children; a result of complications of the abortion that he never knew about. He wanted five or six. We even considered adopting." Sandra paused before adding, "But that's history and now we have your problem to deal with."
Elaine dried her eyes again and said, "What am I going to do mother? When John finds out he will surely want a divorce and probably try to take the children." Elaine started to cry again.
"Alright, let's look at this logically. First of all, John doesn't want the kids. If he did, he wouldn't have ignored them for most of their lives. However, if he does, we have a lot of legal power at our disposal. Remember that Jerome and Derrick are attorney's and they have access to all the legal advice you could possibly need."
Elaine blew her nose and said, "That's true."
"Additionally, what we may want to do is beat him to the punch."
"What do you mean?"
"First of all, we can hire a detective to check up on him. I'm pretty sure we will find something incriminating about him. If he has a girlfriend out on the coast, and we can get pictures, the game is over and you win."
Elaine's face brightened considerably.
"You are incredible mother. You should have been a divorce attorney," Elaine laughed.
"I probably would have been pretty good," she said in agreement. "What about Derrick, how do you think he is going to react?"
"He will be ecstatic. He absolutely loves Jimmy and Todd. Sometimes I have to scold him for spending too much time with them. He came from a family of twelve and wants a large family."
"Good, that's one problem we don't have to deal with."
The ringing of the doorbell interrupted their discussion. Elaine answered it to find a Fedex man standing at the door. He had two packages. One was an eight and a half by eleven sealed envelope. The other was a single envelope. Elaine signed for both and came back into the house.
"What's that?" her mother asked.
"I don't know," Elaine answered as she tore of the sealing strip from the larger package. She pulled out a thick stack of documents and began to read. A second later, she gasped. "John has filed for divorce!"
"No," Sandra said and snatched the papers from her hand. She read quickly down the first page and looked back at her daughter with shock.
"How could he know? I just found out that I'm pregnant," Elaine cried.
"Let's not jump to conclusions," her mother said calmly. "What's in the other envelope?"
Elaine's hands were trembling as she opened the second envelope. It was a folded letter. She opened it and began to read. Her eyes grew wider and wider as she read. "Oh my God!" she gasped and dropped the letter to the floor.
"What?" her mother said and quickly picked it up. She read the letter out loud.
"Dear Elaine,
It is with a heavy heart that I write this letter. By now you have seen the divorce papers. I truly hate to break this news to you through a letter, but I guess I'm a coward. I know that you and I have not had a loving relationship for a long time. I take total responsibility for that. You have been nothing but kind and loving to me. Over the past several years, I have been, to say the least, a poor husband and I apologize to you for that. The truth is that I have been living a double life."
"I knew it!" Sandra exclaimed and then continued to read.
"Several years ago, I met a woman out here in California. I was lonely and so was she. Well, one thing led to another and before you know it, we were in love. However, like you, I did her a great disservice. I never told her about you. We are not married but we have two children. I have decided that I want to marry her."
"That son-of-a-bitch!" Sandra snarled.
"I'm sure that sooner or later you were going to ask me for a divorce, so I thought that I would get it over with. I am asking for a divorce, but I don't want anything from you. You can keep the house and car and I will pay you a fair alimony. Have your attorney look over the legal papers and they can contact my attorney.
I'm sure this has come as a great shock to you and believe me I regret that. I am truly sorry.
Sincerely, John"
The room grew deathly quiet as mother and daughters stared at each other. Suddenly, Elaine let out a scream of joy and jumped into her mother's arms almost knocking her to the floor.
"Things have a way of working out for the best," Sandra said as they both cried.
The End
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Chapter 20
When Jenny arrived at work on Monday she was feeling elated about her weekend with Bob. However, her feelings for him created a major dilemma: now that she had admitted to herself that she was in love with him, she didn't want to date anyone else. Being in love was a first for her. There were times that she thought she was in love but for one reason or another, it turned out to be just fascination. This time she was sure it was love. That complicated everything and now, she wasn't sure how to handle the relationships that she had recently developed. Being the sensitive person that she was, she didn't want to disappoint any of her lovers. It was just her nature and, in truth, she had feeling for all of them. The person that she worried the most about was Tim because she knew that he would be the most disappointed. She decided to call Michael... she would know how to handle it.
It was close to lunchtime by the time that Jenny got a minute free to call Michael. She asked her how the rest of the evening with Tim went.
"Unbelievable," she answered excitedly. "He is truly a gem."
"So he survived?" Jenny laughed.
"Just barely," Michael returned. "So how did your weekend go with Bob?"
Jenny took a deep breath and sighed contentedly.
"That good huh?" Michael laughed.
"Better. But that's what I wanted to talk to you about."
"In love?" she asked.
"How did you know?" Jenny answered in astonishment.
"It wasn't hard to tell. I could hear it in your voice," Michael responded. "Is he in love with you?"
"I don't know. He hasn't said and I haven't told him. That's my problem. Even if he doesn't love me, I don't want to date anyone else."
There was silence on the phone for a moment.
"Does that include me?" Michael asked with a tinge of disappointment in her voice.
Jenny paused at the unexpected question. "I hadn't thought about that," she said. Then she thought of Erica. The issue suddenly became more complicated. "I don't know the answer to that question," she said honestly. "I guess it would be self-serving if I said that my relationship with you was different."
"It is different. You're not going to fall in love with me."
Jenny started to answer but then she stopped. She was suddenly even more confused. She realized that she did love Michael, not in the same way as Bob... but it was still love. However, right now she had to focus on the more immediate problem. "We can talk about that later. Right now, I don't know what to do about Tim, Tom, Sean, or Jack. I need your help."
Michael suddenly laughed. "Half the women in the world wish they had your problem."
"Michael... I'm serious."
"I'm sorry," she apologized. However, you have to see the irony. A couple months ago, you weren't in any kind of relationship. Now you have five... well if you count me, it's six."
"I know. I guess I should be very happy. But it's all so new to me."
"I understand," Michael said. "Let's take them one at a time and walk through the issues. I think you'll find that it isn't as bad as you think. First of all, Tim is certainly fascinated with you, but he is a kid and I believe he can be distracted fairly easily." Michael paused before saying, "I think I could take your place with him if you wanted me too. He was very accommodating on Friday night and seemed to have a lot of fun. Possibly because I'm as kinky as he is... maybe more." Michael laughed.
It only took Jenny a second to think about that. "That's perfect," she said.
"Good, I'm happy to help," Michael said humorously. "Then there is Sean. From what you've told me, he is quite the ladies' man. I don't think his disappointment will last long. As far as Jack goes, it sounds like he and Erica are developing a relationship."
Jenny found herself nodding her head. She felt better already. "I think I can handle Tom," she said.
"Well then, your problems are solved... except for me. But, I won't be a burden to you. I'll be your friend, with or without a sexual relationship."
Jenny felt her heart swell. She wiped a tear from her eye. Suddenly she knew that she couldn't give up her relationship with Michael. "Thanks Michael, it'll all work out somehow."
"Yes it will," Michael returned.
"There's something else I wanted to run by you."
"Well, Michael's counseling service is open for business," she laughed.
"I'm sorry to lay all this on you," Jenny said, feeling like she was laying all her problems on Michael.
"Nonsense! That's what friends are for."
"Thanks. When Bob and I were together the first time he mentioned that he loved anal sex."
"That's not surprising," Michael laughed. "He's a man and you have a great ass... and I speak from experience."
Jenny felt herself blush and an unwanted rush of excitement went through her. "Anyway, since I can't give Bob my virginity... I was thinking that maybe I could let him... you know... fuck my ass."
"Sounds great. But what's the problem?"
"I've never done it and it scares me."
"I see. So you think I've done it," Michael laughed.
"Well... I... uh... thought," Jenny stammered.
"I'm just kidding. Of course, I've been fucked in the ass, many, many times. It's wonderful if the guy knows what he's doing and you're prepared."
"I'm pretty sure Bob knows what he is doing. However, how do I prepare."
"Well, I can't tell you over the phone but if you want to get together sometime, I can show you."
Jenny paused. She had the feeling that she knew what "show," meant. "All... all right. Bob and I are getting together this weekend so I was thinking it would be a good time to do it. No sense in delaying and worrying about it for weeks."
"What about coming over to my place tomorrow night? My husband is away again until Thursday. I can tell you more about what happened with Tim and I and then I'll give you instructions."
"What kind of instructions?" Jenny asked, her voice suddenly betraying her excitement.
"You'll have to wait and see," Michael answered in a low and sexy voice.
Jenny said she would meet Michael at her house and thanked her again. When she hung up she sighed and sat back in her chair, thinking about how hard maintaining her relationships had become.
Chapter 21
Jenny arrived at Michael's house around eight P.M. She wore a simple white blouse and pleated blue skirt. She didn't wear panty hose or underwear.
When Michael met her at the door, she was wearing a simple summer dress.
"Got dressed up for me," Jenny laughed as they hugged and then kissed.
"Well, I didn't think there was any reason to be formal," Michael responded as she took Jenny's hand and led her through the house and then downstairs.
"Very nice," Jenny said as she entered a large video room. It had several leather sofas and chairs facing a giant video screen. "Are we watching a movie?" "Yes," Michael answered.
"What is it, an instructional video on anal sex?"
"Something like that. Would you like a glass of wine?"
"Please," Jenny answered as she sat on the large sofa.
Michael brought over two glasses of wine and sat next to Jenny. The room grew silent as the two women looked at each other and sipped their wine.
"Michael," Jenny said as she reached over and took her friends hand, "I've been thinking a lot about you and I."
Michael didn't respond but waited for Jenny to continue.
"You have been such a good friend and more," Jenny said and felt herself blush. She looked idly down at Michael's hand in hers. She fell silent for a moment before saying, "I don't want to give up our relationship... you know... sexually speaking."
Michael's face broke into a broad smile. She reached over with her hand under Jenny's chin and raised her face. "You don't know how happy that makes me," she said. There were tears in her eyes.
Jenny felt her eyes welling up.
Like a magnet, the two women's lips went together.
Jenny trembled at the feeling of her friend's soft lips on hers. She opened her mouth and moaned as the older woman's tongue entered her mouth. As the kiss grew passionate, Jenny boldly reached out and cupped her breasts.
Michael moaned and her hand found Jenny's larger breast. She pressed Jenny back onto the sofa as she reached up to open her blouse. A second later, the front of Jenny's blouse was hanging open and Michael's mouth was searching for her nipple.
Jenny felt her sex lips swelling as her excitement grew rapidly.
Suddenly Michael pulled back. She took a deep breath and said, "Let's watch the video before we get too carried away.
Jenny was a little shocked but nodded her head as she sat up. She started to button her blouse.
"Leave it open. It'll save time later," Michael said lustfully.
Jenny smiled and sat back with her glass of wine as Michael found the remote and pressed play on the DVD.
The screen lit up and a camera showed an empty room. A second later, the door opened. Jenny gasped when she saw Michael walk into the room, followed by the young man she recognized from the restaurant, Tony. The boy was fully dressed but Michael had on a bathrobe. The two of them stood at the bed only several feet from an obviously hidden camera and embraced. Then they kissed.
"As I said, he has a lot of brawn but not much in the way of brains," Michael whispered as she leaned close to Jenny.
Jenny couldn't answer as she watched Michael begin to unbutton the young man's shirt. She stripped it off his shoulders, revealing a tanned and well-muscled chest. Michael bent her head and began to kiss across his chest, stopping to lick and suck his nipples. Then she slowly went to her knees and reached for his belt. A second later, she was pushing his slacks down his legs. A gasp escaped Jenny's lips when she saw the large bulge in his underwear.
"Wait until you see his cock," Michael hissed excitedly. Her hand snaked over to Jenny and she grasped her breast.
Jenny moaned as the older woman's hand began to play with her large breast. Her eyes stared at the screen, waiting for Michael to pull his shorts down. "Oh Jesus," she gasped when she saw his throbbing erection spring from his shorts. It must have been eight inches long with a large and dark purple head. It was obvious that Michael had been with him before since she didn't seem surprised by the size of his equipment.
"Great cock, huh?" Michael said as her fingers played with Jenny's now very hard nipples. "I can almost feel my asshole twitching now."
"Michael, you didn't... didn't take that up your... your ass did you?" Jenny asked excitedly.
"Just watch me," she laughed. "I told you that you could take very large cocks up your ass if you were prepared. The first time we fucked it took quite some time to get it inside me... but after that it was pretty easy."
On the screen, Michael began to suck the large penis, holding it with both fists wrapped around the shaft. Her cheeks bulged and her lips stretched to take the large crown into her mouth.
"He cums like a horse too," Michael said as her excitement began to grow. She bent her head to suck one of Jenny's nipples.
Jenny moaned in pleasure and held Michael's head, forcing her own eyes to stay open. She watched as the older woman stripped off her bathrobe to stand naked in front of the smiling young man. Then she went to her knees in front of him, pulling his shoes, socks, pants, and underwear off. A second later, she had captured his penis with her mouth again.
"God, I can never get enough of his cock. Watch... he is a multiple climaxer," Michael hissed.
Jenny didn't know what Michael was talking about but she watched as the older woman began to pump his shaft rapidly and suck the large head. She saw the boy tremble and his legs tense. A loud grown came from his mouth and he grabbed her head. A second later, she saw Michael's cheeks bulge out and knew that he was cumming in her mouth. She watched in amazement as Michael swallowed in a big gulp before her mouth filled again... and then again. Soon, the sticky white cream was leaking from the corners of her mouth and running down her chin to drip on her breasts. "God, he does cum a lot," Jenny whispered excitedly.
"Buckets," Michael answered as she began to kiss down Jenny's stomach.
As Jenny stared at the screen, she felt Michael slipping to her knees between her legs. Without being told, she spread her legs and slipped lower on the sofa.
"Ummm, you came prepared," Michael said when she lifted her skirt and saw that Jenny didn't have panties on.
Jenny trembled when Michael's head slipped under her skirt and between her legs. "Oh yes," she gasped as the older woman began to kiss her hot thighs. Her hands found her head and began to pull it toward her swollen sex lips.
Michael resisted and whispered, "Not yet."
Jenny moaned in frustration as the older woman began to kiss down her leg to her calf. She held her leg out and admired the form of her well-shaped leg, all the way to her high-heeled shoe.
On the screen, Michael allowed the boy's penis to slip from her mouth. She glanced at the hidden camera, her cheeks still bulging with his juice. Then she swallowed a final time.
"Jesus Michael, what if your husband saw this?" Jenny suddenly said.
Michael stopped kissing Jenny's leg and looked at the screen. Then she turned back to her and said, "Who said he hadn't?"
Jenny eyes opened wide. "You mean... you mean..." she gasped.
"Yep. It was the first time the old guy got an erection in a year," Michael answered. "He's the one that set up the hidden camera," she said, returning to her task of raining kisses on every square inch of Jenny's leg.
Jenny stared down at the pretty woman with shock on her face. She thought that she knew Michael but almost every time they were together, she learned something new. When she looked back at the screen, Michael was lying in Tony's arms on the bed and they were kissing passionately. Her hand slipped down to his flaccid penis and began to stroke him. Two minutes later, his penis was as hard as a rock again.
On the screen, Michael got up, went over to the dresser, and came back with a tube of lubrication. She squirted some onto his penis and spread it up and down the shaft until it was glistening.
"Watch," Michael said to Jenny as she stopped kissing her leg and turned to the screen.
Michael climbed onto her feet, squatting over the boy's throbbing erection with her ass facing the screen.
Jenny found herself holding her breath as she watched the older woman reached between her legs and grasp the large penis. She held it up and placed her ass over the swollen head. With agonizing slowness, she moved lower until the head began to stretch her tiny rear hole. A long and low moan escaped her lips as the head breached the opening and slipped inside. She paused, her asshole stretched almost grotesquely around the crown of Tony's penis.
"I love this part," Michael whispered as both women watched her began a slow descent. Inch by inch, the large shaft disappeared. When half of it was in her ass, she paused again. Then, with a cry of pleasure, she pushed all the way down until every inch was gone and she was sitting on his balls.
"Oh my God!!!" Jenny cried. She had never seen anything like it. She couldn't imagine how Michael's ass had stretched wide enough to take the fat penis.
"God," Michael whispered in excitement, "I can almost feel it in my ass right now."
Jenny didn't answer. Her body had begun to tremble and she felt, if her pussy were touched, she would climax. She watched in amazement as Michael began to lift up until the long and slick shaft was almost out of her body. Then she forced herself back down with a cry of pleasure, taking him all the way inside again. A second later, she was bounding up and down on the shaft.
Michael began to kiss down Jenny's leg again, toward her throbbing vagina. When she got to her pussy, she paused. However, she didn't touch it and began to move up the other leg. She didn't want Jenny to climax because she needed her on the edge for what she had in mind.
Jenny began to squirm as she watched the scene before her. The two fucked for a long time as the cries of the lovers on the screen filled the room. After what seemed like a good half-hour, she saw Tony tense, his legs straining as he forced his shaft into Michael to the hilt. A loud groan came from his lips. That was matched by a scream from Michael as she climaxed. Jenny could see the boy's balls pull tight to his body and she knew that he was filling her ass with his sperm.
As Jenny watched the screen, Michael reached under the sofa and brought out a soft rubber penis. It wasn't as large as Tony's but it would accomplish what she had in mind.
Jenny's head was spinning as she watched the scene on the bed. She saw Tony's formidable cock begin to shrink until it slipped out of her stretched asshole. Another gasp escaped her lips when she saw Michael's hole remain open and gobs of cum begin to run out. When she took her eyes off the screen, she saw Michael staring up at her with a big smile.
"Now do you believe an asshole can stretch to accommodate the largest cocks?"
Jenny started to answer but paused; at that moment, she saw the fake cock in Michael's hand. "Michael... I uh... I don't think I can..." she stuttered.
"Nonsense," Michael said as she produced a tube of lubricant and began to smear it on the rubber penis. "Lift your legs," she ordered.
Jenny hesitated.
"Jenny, if you are going to give your ass to Bob, you had better work with me. This penis is not as big as his cock I'm sure. However, it will open the way for him. Now, you don't want to disappoint him, do you?"
Jenny shook her head, her eyes a big as saucers as she stared at the flesh colored penis. Slowly she lifted her legs, pulling her thighs back to her breasts. This forced her ass lower, exposing her pussy and ass obscenely to her smiling friend.
"Now, I'm going to take my time. Just relax and push down on your sphincter muscles." With that, Michael placed the lubricated head of the fake penis on Jenny's tight asshole. Gradually she began to push.
Jenny squeezed her eyes shut in concentration. She felt Michael gradually increasing the pressure on her little hole. "Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped when the head popped into her opening. Her sphincter snapped shut on the shaft. Suddenly Jenny was gasping for breath.
"Just relax," Michael encouraged. She stopped the forward movement to allow her to get used to the large head. "The head is the toughest part," she said as she used her finger to gently rub Jenny's swollen clit.
The touch of the woman's finger sent a shock wave through Jenny. In her effort to concentrate on relaxing, she almost forgot her excitement. Suddenly the large object stretching her anal passage made her sphincter throb. The entire area began to tingle.
"That's it... that's it," Michael whispered as Jenny's hips began to move in little twitches and a whimper came from her lips. She pressed harder on her clit, circling her finger around the sensitive tissue. Gradually, almost imperceptibly, Michael began to push the fake penis into her again.
At first, Jenny didn't notice. Then she felt the round head rubbing against her anal walls as it snaked slowly into her bowels. She held her breath, pressing down on her muscles. "Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped as it went deeper and deeper.
"That's it," Michael said. "You have it all."
Jenny's eyes flew open and she looked down. She could see only Michael's fingers holding the end of the penis... everything else was inside her ass. She gasped, unable to believe her eyes. It had hurt at first but now there was only a feeling of fullness.
Michael waited for a moment before pulling it out slightly and then pushing it back in. She watched Jenny's face for any sign of pain. When she saw none, she moved it out further and then back inside. Soon, she was pulling it almost all the way out and slowly pushing it back inside.



Suddenly Jenny felt her excitement rising. She couldn't believe how good it felt... better than she could have imagined. Every thrust seemed to touch erogenous zones that she didn't know she had. Each time the long shaft was almost all the way out she felt empty and her hips reacted by pushing down in an attempt to take it back inside.
A broad smile came to Michael's face. She began to pull the penis out and thrust it back inside more rapidly. Then without warning, she dropped her head and began to lick Jenny's now very swollen clit.
"Oh Jesus," Jenny gasped and lifted her hips to Michael's sucking mouth. "Fuck me. Fuck my ass," she screamed.
Michael sucked her clit as she forced the penis in and out of Jenny's ass with abandon. Gone were the slow and gentle movements, now replaced by rapid thrusts.
"Yes, yes, yes," Jenny screamed as her orgasm exploded throughout her body. She grabbed Michael's head and thrust her hips at the moving penis as waves of pleasure overcame her senses. The throbbing inside her ass sent waves of pleasure up and down her body. It was different from the kind of climax she normally had; it came from deeper inside her and shook her very core.
When Jenny left Michael's house she felt like a new world had been opened for her. Michael had fucked her ass a second time with the fake penis and the climax had been just as intense. Jenny had to wonder how much better it would feel with a real penis. Then the two of them had made gentle love on the silk sheets of Michael's bed.
In order to get her ready, Michael had given Jenny a penis shaped butt plug. She told her to wear it several hours a day and it would help stretch her in preparation for Bob's larger penis.
Bob was going to be in for quite a surprise on Saturday.
Chapter 22
Jenny was sitting at her desk the following morning with a dreamy look on her face when the phone rang.
"Hello," she said.
"Hi sweetie," Bob said.
Jenny felt a rush of excitement at the sound of his voice. They had only talked briefly since Sunday. "Hi," she responded and squirmed on her chair. She suppressed a gasp as the plug in her ass moved.
"I just wanted to know if you had time to catch lunch with me today."
"I have something but I'll cancel."
"Great, I'm between meetings now but I want to talk with you."
"Okay," Jenny said, wondering what he wanted to talk about.
"I'll meet you at noon at the club... if that's okay."
"I'll be there.
As Jenny walked down the street, she could feel the plug moving in her ass. She almost regretted leaving it inside her. It wasn't that uncomfortable but it sent waves of pleasure through her and she was leaking juice into her panties.
Bob was waiting outside the Athletic Club when Jenny got off the elevator. He had a big smile on his face and hurried over to greet her with a kiss. "Glad you could make it," he said as they went to the table.
As soon as the waiter took their drink order and left, Bob reached over and took Jenny's hand.
Jenny could see that he had something on his mind.
"Jenny, I've been thinking about you every minute since this weekend."
Jenny smiled.
"I'm not sure where our relationship will go but I really don't want to date anyone but you," Bob said, his voice showing that he was surprisingly nervous.
Jenny started to respond but Bob pressed his fingers to her lips to silence her.
"You are young and I know you have a lot of 'friends', so it's okay if you don't do the same thing."
Jenny grabbed his hand and said, "I feel the same way." She paused to prevent her voice from showing her emotions. However, tears came to her eyes.
It was Bob's turn to smile.
Jenny could feel her heart beating rapidly as she squeezed Bob's hand. They both fell silent. No words were necessary.
"I have an apartment a few blocks from here. Do you think you can spare a few minutes?" Bob said with excitement in his voice.
Jenny felt her pussy throb and juice soaking through her panties. "Do we need to eat?"
Bob smiled and called the waiter over. He cancelled the drink order and grabbed Jenny's hand.
A few minutes later, he was unlocking the door to the apartment. As soon as they were inside, he took Jenny in his arms and kissed her passionately.
Jenny reached for his tie and quickly pulled it off before beginning to unbutton his shirt.
Bob began to unbutton Jenny's blouse as he moved her toward the bedroom.
They left clothes on the floor, leaving a trail to the bedroom.
When Jenny was down to her panties and bra, she remembered that she still had the plug in her ass. She stopped Bob at the bedroom door. He looked perplexed. "I'll be there in a second," she said, pushing him into the bedroom. "Where's the bathroom?"
Bob smiled and pointed down the hall. As Jenny walked away, he quickly took off his underwear and hurried into the bedroom.
A minute later Jenny walked into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around her. She smiled when she saw Bob on the bed naked. His penis was in his hand. As she looked at his long shaft she felt her rear hole throbbing. She paused as she walked over to the bed. Why not do it now? She thought. A tremor of excitement rushed through her. With that, she crawled onto the bed and between Bob's legs and grasped his penis.
Bob moaned as he watched Jenny take his penis into her mouth. He gently held her head as she sucked him.
When Jenny felt Bob's hips begin to lift from the bed she pulled away and heard his moan of frustration. She crawled up and lay on his chest, her lips going to his for a passionate kiss.
"I've got to fuck you," Bob said.
Jenny leaned close to his ear and whispered, "Would you like to fuck me in the ass?"
"What?" he gasped.
"I want you to fuck my ass!" she stated as confidently as her nervousness would allow.
"Oh my God," he responded. "Are you sure?"
"As sure as I have ever been about anything in my life," she gushed.
Bob gently turned Jenny over and lay on top of her. He looked into her eyes. Then his lips went slowly to hers. The kiss lasted a long, long time, their tongues fighting for possession of each other's mouths. Eventually Bob pulled away. He was almost breathless.
"Fuck me," Jenny whispered. "Take my ass. I want you to. I need it."
"God," Bob gasped as he moved back until he was on his knees. Then he lifted her legs and placed them on his shoulders, scooting forward. Then he paused. "Let me get some lubricant."
"No," Jenny returned. "I took care of that." She didn't tell him that her ass was lubricated from the plug she had had inside her all morning.
Bob looked at her and smiled. "Am I being seduced?" he asked.
"Maybe," Jenny said.
With that, Bob reached down for his throbbing erection and pushed it down. He almost gasped when he saw Jenny's normally tight hole pulsing inches away from his swollen penis head. The tiny hole was slick and shiny with the lubricant. Bob's hand was trembling as he brought the head of his penis to her hole.
"Relax, relax," Jenny whispered to herself. She almost gasped when she felt the head touch her. Then she took a deep breath and waited.
Bob closed his eyes and moved his hips forward, holding his penis in position. He began to gently press forward.
Jenny's sphincter resisted. She pushed down. "Oh Godddddd!!!" she hissed when she felt her ass opening.
Bob's penis head slowly moved into the tight confines of Jenny's ass. He could feel her resisting muscles squeezing him in a velvet vise. A moan escaped his lips when he felt her muscles snap shut just below the crown. He paused to catch his breath.
Jenny was gasping for breath too. She was amazed at how much different it felt to have a real penis in her ass. It felt hard but somehow soft... unlike the rubber device Michael had used. Maybe, it was the emotion tied to it, and the fact that she loved the man who was attached to the penis. Suddenly Jenny wanted it all. "Fuck me, fuck my ass," she gasped reaching for Bob's hips and pulling him toward her.
Bob almost lost his balance as his hips moved forward, forcing his penis to slide into Jenny's rectum. He groaned and pressed Jenny's legs to her breasts, his penis almost all the way inside her.
Jenny could hardly catch her breath now. She could feel the swollen head of his penis deep inside her and the shaft stretching her little hole to the maximum. Yet, there was no pain.
Bob held still, his breathing ragged as he waited for Jenny to get used to him. Then he slowly forced the last inch into her before he lifted up on his hands and looked down at her face. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open, sucking in gulps of air.
When Jenny finally opened her eyes, she saw Bob staring at her.
He leaned his head down to her ear and whispered, "I love you!"
It took Jenny a second to realize what Bob had said. When she did, she suppressed a scream. She thought that her heart was going to explode. "I love you too," she choked, holding back the tears. She felt Bob's penis throb deep inside her. Then suddenly and unexpectedly, she started to climax. Her body lifted from the bed, forcing Bob's penis even deeper into her ass. She whimpered and trembled in his arms as waves of pleasure washed over her. Each rush started deep inside her and cascaded over her like a warm blanket. His embrace and the echo of his words made this the strongest climax she had ever experienced.
Bob didn't realize what was happening at first. When he did, he pulled her even tighter and pressed his penis into her, waiting patiently for her to come back to him.
When Jenny's muscles finally relaxed, she opened her eyes and saw Bob still staring at her. There was a big smile on his face.
"Was that good?" he asked.
"God... it was unbelievable," Jenny said, just a little sheepishly.
"Just wait," he said and began to slowly pull out of her.
"Mmmmm," Jenny moaned as his long penis slipped from deep inside her.
Then he held her legs to her breasts and slowly pushed back inside. With a gentle rocking motion, he began to move in and out.
Jenny could feel her insides opening and then closing as he pulled out as her stretched sphincter gently caressed the shaft.
"Jesus," Bob moaned.
"Fuck me hard," Jenny hissed as she began to move her hips with his thrusts.
Bob's movements grew more rapid as he began to thrust in and out.
"Yes, yes, yes," Jenny moaned.
It didn't take long for Bob to feel his balls beginning to churn. "Jenny... I'm... I'm getting close," he moaned.
"Cum in me. Cum in my asssssss!!!," she screamed as she rapidly approached another climax.
"Ahhhhhhheeeeee!!!" Bob cried as his balls unleashed his pent up sperm. It blasted from the tip of his penis like a fire hose, deep inside her bowels, spattering against the walls and filling her with his hot juice.
Jenny could feel it. She could feel his warm cream soothing her ravaged hole. It magnified her own climax.
As the two lovers lay exhausted on the bed, they snuggled close to each other. Bob was pressed behind Jenny in a spoon fashion. His penis was wilted and lying dribbling onto her ass cheek. Jenny's once tight hole was stretched but still pulsing.
"That was incredible," Bob whispered as he lay with his arm over her, idly playing with her breast.
"For me too. It's all been amazing. I can't believe how much my world had changed in a few short weeks."
"For the better I hope," Bob said factiously.
"Absolutely!"
Jenny turned to him and suddenly said, "Tell me about your wife."
Her statement surprised him. Then he got a sad look on his face but said, "Are you sure you want to know that?"
"I want to know everything about you. I know that you loved her and that it's been hard for you to talk about it. But, now that we love each other, I think we should share things... good and bad."
Bob was silent for a minute before he started to talk.
Jenny could see the pain on his face as he told her about how they met and were married. However, as he continued the story, his facial expression changed. He seemed to be letting go of the demons that had haunted him.
When he was done, he let out a big breath and said, "So that's my story."
"It was a wonderful story," Jenny said with tears in her eyes. "I can only hope our love will be as strong."
"It will," he said and kissed her. When he pulled away he said, "Do you want to know about my recent loves?"
"Uh, no, I think I'll pass on that." Jenny had never been the jealous type but she didn't think there was any value in her hearing about the beautiful women he had fucked in the last few years.
"Then tell me about your loves."
Like Bob, Jenny got a concerned look on her face. "Are you sure you want to know that?" she said, repeating his question.
He smiled and said, "I want to know everything about you."
While Jenny didn't feel comfortable telling him about her relationships, she knew that they had to be honest with each other. "All right, if you really want to know," she said, giving him one last chance to back out. When he just smiled and waited she said, "Well, you know that I didn't have a lot of sexual experience until recently. My first love was after high school and it didn't last long. I had another 'friend' for a few months and then a real boyfriend for about a year. That was it until recently. Then things changed. A few weeks before we met, I went out with Tim Redmond."
"The Tim Redmond from the mail room?" Bob asked in surprise.
She thought his surprise was because he was just a kid. "Yes. He's young but very mature for his age," she said somewhat defensively. "He's the one... the one that I said wanted me to sit... to sit on his face." Jenny blushed.
"Oh my God," Bob laughed. "Do you know who he is?"
"No, why?"
"Have you ever heard of Justine Gellier-Redmond?"
"The wealthy socialite?"
"Yes, that one."
Jenny's eyes opened wide. "You mean he's her son?"
"Yes," Bob said, still laughing. "I gave him the job for the summer as a favor to her. She wanted him to learn how the rest of the world lives. He starts Harvard in the fall."
Jenny put her hand over her mouth in surprise. Then she started to laugh with Bob. "I thought he was a poor kid from the wrong side of the tracks," she giggled. "Well, I guess I taught him a few things that he might not learn at Harvard."
"Okay, who else?" Bob asked, sitting up in bed and smiling like they were playing "Truth or Dare."
"I went out dancing one night with Jack and Sean from accounting."
"I don't know them. Did you pair up with either of them?"
Jenny paused. This was getting difficult. "Uh... well, I had a little too much to drink and... well, I went back to their place with both of them."
Bob's eyes opened wide. "Holy Cow," he gasped. "Both of them?"
Jenny only nodded her head and her face turned red. She watched Bob shake his head in disbelief but the smile didn't leave his face. Then she continued quickly. "Then there was Tom Crawford."
"Tom... your boss?"
"Yes, but we never went out. We just did things in the office."
"That dirty rat," Bob said. "I'm going to have to fire him."
"Oh no, please," Jenny cried.
Bob laughed. "I'm just kidding. Tom is a great guy and my best manager. He didn't force you to do anything did he?"
"No," Jenny answered quickly. "He made passes at me and you know... one thing led to another."
"You have been one busy young lady. And, fucking in the office too. "I'll have to report you to the big boss."
"You're not mad at me are you?" Jenny asked seriously.
"Not at all," Bob answered and looked down between his legs.
Jenny followed his eyes and was shocked to see that his penis was hard again. With a relieved smile, she reached over and wrapped her hand around his shaft. As she stroked him slowly, she considered if she should tell him about Michael. Then she figured that as long as she was confessing she should go all the way. "There is one more person," she said elusively (she decided not to tell him about Erica right now).
"Who?" Bob asked excitedly.
"I shouldn't tell you this."
"Come on, come on, come on," Bob begged. "We need to be honest with each other." It was almost a whine.
"Michael Duran."
"Michael! The Michael from the clothing store down the street?"
"Uh huh," Jenny answered and felt Bob's penis throb. A large drop of clear juice dripped from the tip of his penis and over her fingers.
Suddenly Bob started laughing uproariously again.
"What's so funny?" Jenny asked.
Bob took a deep breath and tried to control his laughter. "Well, Michael and Justine both dated the guy that Michael married. It was a very competitive situation and their feud was written up in all the society rags." Bob laughed heartily again. "This is better than any soap opera. I love it."
Jenny smiled. "It gets better. Now I am only dating you, I told her that she could go out with... well, go out is not the right word. I told her she could fuck Tim. And, she has." She neglected to tell him that she was there at the time.
Bob was laughing so hard that he fell over onto the bed.
His merriment was contagious and Jenny joined him. When they caught their breath, they found themselves face to face with Jenny on top of Bob.
The room suddenly grew quiet.
Bob brought his lips to Jenny's for a long and passionate kiss.
Jenny pulled away and said, "I think my stories turned you on." She pressed her groin to his hard penis for emphasis.
"How could you tell," he laughed.
"Inspired guess."
Bob's face turned serious for a moment and he said, "You don't have to give up your relationship with Michael if you don't want to." He said it more like it was a plea than permission.
Jenny felt a tremor of excitement at his words. She suddenly wanted to squeal but controlled herself. Instead, she calmly said, "Are you sure?"
"Yes," he answered. "Especially if you let me watch sometime." His teeth sparkled with his smile.
Jenny suppressed her excitement and she tried to put an indignant look on her face and said, "Men are such dogs."
"And that's why women love us," Bob answered and kissed her again.
Jenny finally pulled away and said, "I have to get back to work."
"No you don't. Call your boss and tell him you need the afternoon off," Bob said.
Jenny didn't make it back to work that afternoon. She called Tom and told him that something had come up. It wasn't entirely a lie. She almost giggled as sat on the bed holding Bob's hard penis in her hand. She was pretty certain that she wouldn't get fired.
Chapter 23
The months flew by as Jenny and Bob's love grew. Summer turned to fall and then to winter. They had not shared their relationship with anyone at work but some people were starting to get suspicious. They were seen several times by employees while out to dinner and rumors were starting. When Jenny shared her concern with Bob, he said that they would have to take care of that soon. She didn't know what he meant until one afternoon when he told her that he wanted to take her on a surprise trip for her birthday. He had a limo waiting to take them to his private jet.
It was a long flight but Jenny didn't mind. She got to sit with Bob as he took over the controls of the jet. He was a certified pilot but rarely flew himself. She was amazed as she watched him work the complicated controls. As they neared their destination, the pilot took over again and Jenny and Bob took seats in the back.
As Jenny looked out the window, daylight had turned to night. She didn't know where they were going but they had been heading east and had been over water for a long time. She assumed that they were heading for Europe.
"Look," Bob said as the jet banked to the left.
When Jenny looked out the window, she saw the sparkling lights of a city. Then she saw a large tower in the center. "Is that the..." she said and stopped.



"Eiffel Tower?" Bob finished the sentence for her.
"Oh my God, it's Paris," Jenny screamed.
Bob smiled.
"We're going to Paris?" Jenny asked the obvious question.
"For a whole week."
Jenny squealed and practically jumped into Bob's arms. Just then, the seat belt light came on.
When the plane landed, another limo was waiting to take them to dinner. The restaurant was a lavish one on top of a swanky hotel, overlooking the city of Paris. They sat at a window table. The restaurant was crowded with the who's who from all over the world. Jenny saw several movie stars and quite a few politicians.
For the hundredth time since she had met Bob, Jenny felt like Cinderella. She had to pinch herself to see if it was real. She had a perpetual smile on her face.
"Champagne?" Bob asked as a waiter brought a bottle to the table.
"Champagne always makes me horny," she giggled.
Bob smiled and said, "That's my plan." Bob lifted his glass and said, "To our love."
Jenny tapped her glass with his and drank the champagne, feeling the bubbles tickle her nose. Then she saw Bob reach into his pocket. Her eyes opened wide when he brought out a little black box. She noticed that his hands were shaking. "Oh my God," she gasped before he could say a word.
"Jenny Thompson, will you marry me?"
Jenny sat frozen with her mouth open in shock. Suddenly tears began to stream down her cheeks. "Oh my God," she said again. She looked around and everyone in the restaurant was looking at them. When she looked back, Bob had opened the box and a large sparkling diamond was in his hand. Jenny took a deep breath and almost screamed, "Yes!"
The room broke into loud applause with a few whistles and hoots. It was surreal for the normally sedate and sophisticated restaurant.
Bob put the ring on Jenny's trembling finger and leaned over to kiss her. He whispered, "I love you more than you can ever know."
"God, I love you too."
When the restaurant settled back down, Jenny found that she couldn't eat. Her stomach was still doing flip-flops. Her head was spinning but not from the champagne. Suddenly she desperately wanted to be alone with him. "Can we go to the hotel now?" she whispered.
Bob smiled and called the waiter over. A minute later, they were leaving the restaurant, holding hands and receiving another round of applause.
Jenny's face turned red. Everyone knew where they were going.
Jenny made Bob stay in the living room of the large suite as she got ready. She hadn't expected this to be such an occasion but she always brought along sexy lingerie. She put on a white corset that cinched in her waist and lifted her large breasts. It had a matching pair of white nylons and garter belt. She added a pair of silky white panties and four-inch white high heels. Over it all, she wore a sheer robe.
Bob stopped in his tracks when he walked into the room.
Jenny was lying back on a lounge chair with a glass of champagne in her hand. She stood and walked over to Bob, sharing her glass with him. Then she kissed him. It was the most sensual kiss she had ever shared. Their lips pressed together and their mouths opened. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and then his into hers. Their bodies pressed together and their arms wrapped around each other. Jenny felt her legs growing weak.
Bob moved Jenny over to the bed and sat her down. Then he stood in front of her and stripped. His penis throbbed in front of him and the head was dripping with his juice.
Jenny reached out and pulled his penis to her mouth. With a smile, she pushed the skin from the head and licked around the sensitive crown bringing a moan from his lips. Then she sucked the swollen head into her mouth as she pumped the shaft.
"Wait," Bob, gasped when he felt himself getting too excited. He pulled away and slipped to his knees. As he looked up at her, he spread her legs, revealing her already wet silk panties. His mouth slipped between her legs as he began to lick the slippery material covering her swollen sex.
"Ohhhh!!!" Jenny moaned as his tongue pushed the material between her lips. Her hands came up to grasp his head and guide his mouth. She felt an incredible wave of love wash over her when she saw the sparkling diamond on her finger.
Bob slipped her panties off and pushed Jenny backward onto the bed. His mouth found her bare and swollen lips. For a long time he worked on her dripping vagina, kissing and licking every inch of her warm and wet skin.
Jenny gasped when he lifted her legs and forced his tongue deep into her throbbing hole. Her legs wrapped around his head, almost smothering him with her warm thighs. Slowly her excitement built until she was almost mad with desire. Then when his lips found her very swollen clit and took it into his mouth, she climaxed. Her hips lifted from the bed and her thighs squeezed his head like a vise. She could feel her pussy gushing juice into his sucking mouth. It went on for a long, long time until she had to push his head away from her now sensitive vagina.
Bob looked dazed when his face came from between her thighs. His face was wet from his forehead to his chin with her juices.
Jenny pulled him up to her and kissed his wet lips. When she pulled away, she looked into his eyes and whispered, "I want you to fuck my mouth."
"Huh?" he said.
Jenny had done some reading, and she was convinced she could take Bob's penis all the way. The book had pointed out that the best way to do it was to be on her back with her head over the side of the bed.
"Stand up," she said. Then she turned over until her head was leaning back. "Put it in my mouth."
Bob wasn't sure what she meant but he moved forward and placed the head of his penis in her mouth, his balls touching her nose.
Jenny reached up and pulled on his hips until his penis began to slip into her mouth. She continued pulling as the large head reached the breach of her throat. With great effort, she suppressed her gag reflexes and felt the head sliding into her throat.
Bob moaned as he watched his penis move into Jenny's throat. He could actually see her throat rippling as it went deeper and deeper.
Jenny's head was spinning with excitement as she felt his pubic hair on her lips. She had the entire penis in her throat. She pushed on Bob's thighs to force the shaft out of her mouth. Then she pulled him back.
Bob moaned again, when he realized what she wanted. He began to move his hips back and forth, sliding his penis in and out slowly. As his excitement grew, he began to move faster. Soon his hips were a blur as he literally fucked her face. Soon he felt his balls begin to tighten. "Jenny," he gasped in warning and started to pull out.
Jenny moaned deep in her throat and pulled his hips back, taking his penis as deeply as it would go.
Bob bellowed as his balls forced his sperm up the shaft at rocket speed and began to pump his cum into her throat. He felt Jenny's throat muscles reacting... squeezing him... almost milking the juice from his balls.
Jenny could feel the cum pouring through the shaft. However, because his penis was in her throat she didn't get to taste him. It was only a minor disappointment.
When Bob's balls were empty, the shaft began to wilt and slipped from her throat. He went to his knees with and held her head in his hands. "God I love you," he whispered and brought his lips to hers.
Jenny climaxed again.
Later that night, they made sweet and gentle love with Bob on top of her, his penis deep in her throbbing vagina. The only hole left was her ass..., which she gave to him before the sun came up.
Epilog
Jenny gazed wistfully out the window of the jet. She could see the waves of the Atlantic Ocean below them and puffy white clouds making shadows on the blue water. It was still difficult for her to believe that she was engaged to be married. It had not been in her plans, at least for a few years. She told Bob that she still wanted to have her career and he had been incredibly supportive. The only thing that bothered her was a nagging concern that Bob would feel that she was marrying him for his money.
Jenny turned to Bob, who was reading in the seat next to her and said, "Bob, what would you say if I told you that I wanted a pre-nuptial agreement."
"A pre-nuptial agreement, why?" he asked with a shocked look on his face.
Jenny sighed and looked out the window again. She turned back to him and said, "Because I don't want you to think that I'm marrying you for your money."
"Jenny, that's crazy," he said, taking her hand. "I know that's not the reason."
"Still it bothers me."
"It's normally the guy that wants one of those."
"I know. Nevertheless, I really want you to do it. I insist."
Bob didn't want to do it and he didn't really want to talk about it. "We'll talk about it later okay."
"I'm not going to change my mind."
Bob sighed and shook his head. He knew that she could be very stubborn when she wanted to be.
A week later Bob called Jenny to his office. When she entered, she saw that he had his attorney with him.
"Hi Jenny, you know Roger our corporate attorney," Bob said.
"Yes," Jenny said as she sat down. She was sure she knew what the meeting was about.
The well-dressed attorney stood up and picked up a folder from the desk. "Jenny, Bob has instructed me to draw up a pre-nuptial agreement for you and him. I want you to read this and sign it," he said, handing Jenny a form with places for signatures at the bottom. She saw that Bob had already signed it.
The form contained all the legal words that were necessary for pre-nuptial. As Jenny read it, she realized that she didn't understand a lot of it. However, when she got to the bottom, she paused and read it again.
"And if for any reason at any time after one year Jenny Thompson decides that she wants to end the marriage to Robert Davenport, she is to get the sum of 10 million dollars adjusted for inflation. It will be paid in cash at the time of the signing of the final divorce papers."
"What is this?" Jenny asked.
"It's the pre-nuptial."
"But it says I get 10 million dollars if I divorce you," Jenny said incredulously.
Bob got up and came over to Jenny, sitting in a chair next to her. He took her hand and said, "I have the same problem you do Jenny, just from another perspective. You don't want to marry me for my money and I don't want you to stay married to me for my money. It's the only way I can be sure. I insist."
"But... but its ten million dollars."
"Jenny, I am worth billions of dollars. It means nothing to me. You are more important to me than all of it. However, it will ensure that you live a good life no matter what happens." Bob paused and looked at Jenny for a response.
She didn't know what to say.
"Now sign it and let's get this behind us," Bob said as he handed her a pen. "We have an appointment in fifteen minutes."
With a trembling hand, Jenny took the pen and signed the paper. "What appointment?" she asked.
"It's a surprise," Bob said and took her hand.
They walked out of the building and down the street.
Jenny saw a crowd of people sitting on chairs placed in the street and on the sidewalk. As she drew closer, she saw people from work and various friends milling around. There was a platform set up in front of Michael's clothing store. Above the platform was a long cloth covering a sign. Jenny thought it must be some type of dedication ceremony. She knew that Bob was very active in charities so she figured he was donating space.
Bob led a reluctant Jenny up the steps to the platform.
She tried to pull her hand from him but he squeezed it tighter. "Bob," she whispered, "Everybody can see."
Bob ignored her and held her hand as he walked over to a podium and microphone. "Ladies and Gentlemen, I want to thank you for taking time to be here today. Some of you already know or have guessed but I want to make it official: Jenny Thompson and I are engaged to be married."
Jenny's face turned red.
The crowd broke into applause. Some of the people looked shocked but others obviously knew.
When the applause died down Bob addressed the crowd again. "The real purpose for all of you being here today is to hear my announcement about a new business venture." With that, Bob turned around and pulled a cord, letting the cover over the sign fall to the ground.
The sign read "Jenny Thompson's B&B Fashion and Modeling Agency."
The crowd began to applaud loudly again.
Jenny looked at it for a second without understanding. Then her eyes opened wide. "What... what?" she stuttered.
Bob took Jenny's hand again. "It's what you wanted isn't it?"
"Yes but... but..."
"Don't worry, it's only a shell. I rented the second floor of Michael's store for you. You have to hire most of the staff and get the business off the ground. It's going to be hard work and I expect a return on my investment."
"Oh my God," Jenny cried as she tears began to pour from her eyes.
"I took the liberty of hiring a couple of people for you," Bob continued as he put his arm around Jenny. "Michael," he said into the microphone.
Michael came out of the crowd and walked up on stage.
"Michael Duran will be your fashion director."
Jenny sobbed as she hugged her friend.
"Erica Evans," Bob called out.
Erica appeared from the crowd and walked up on stage.
"Oh my God," Jenny cried.
"Erica has been retained to be your sales director."
Jenny hugged Erica as she kept her arm around Michael sobbing almost uncontrollably.
"Finally, and to my regret at losing him, Tom Crawford will be your office and facility manager."
Tom stepped onto the stage and shook Jenny's hand. There was a big smile on his face.
The crowd stood on their feet and applauded wildly.
The End
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Chapter 1
It was six fifteen and Allison Hudson was late... again. The Friday afternoon traffic had been a bear and there was an accident on the freeway that tied up all three lanes for over a half-hour. It seemed that the traffic was getting worse by the day. Just a few years ago, suburbia was open land, rolling hills and lush greenery... now there didn't seem to be a square acre on which to put another house or strip mall. Allison was glad that she lived further out where neighbors were not at the end of the driveway, however the daily commute was getting harder to take, if not already unbearable.
Allison thumped the steering wheel with her fingers impatiently and looked at the other commuters who were just as anxious to get home as she was. Well, maybe not quite that anxious. Bradley, her husband was out of town and her 18-year-old son, Christopher, was staying with a friend tonight. It wasn't often that she got the house to herself. Well, not exactly to herself... Jason was due over at 7:30. The thought of Jason created a stirring between her legs. Yet, there was also fear. It would be the first time since they had started the affair over a year ago that he was coming to her house. They would be fucking in her bed... the bed she had shared with her husband for almost nineteen years. It was dangerous and crazy but excitement had overcome her fears.
At thirty-eight years old, Allison thought that her sex drive was greater now than it had ever been. She had read somewhere that women do not hit their sexual peak until their mid-thirties. That had certainly been true in her case; it seemed that all she thought of these days was sex. In fact, sometimes she thought that she was a nymphomaniac, although she had heard that nymphomaniac's didn't receive fulfillment. That certainly wasn't true in her case... sometimes she climaxed so many times that she thought she would lose consciousness. Still, maybe it was Jason and his kinky ways that made the sex so incredible. He was unlike anyone she had ever met. He was handsome, strong, and very dominant. He made her do things... and feel things... things that a married thirty-something businesswoman with a PHD in biotechnology shouldn't be doing or feeling. It was so wrong, but felt so good. She couldn't deny him.
Incredibly she still loved her husband, Bradley. He had always been good to her... maybe that was the problem... he was too good to her. Or maybe the problem was that he was eighteen years her senior and had developed health problems two years ago... a triple bypass. Their sexual relationship had never been spectacular, but it dropped to nothing, nada, zilch, after the surgery. The doctor said the blood pressure medicine and blood thinners could have a negative effect on his libido. However they hadn't said it would kill it all together.
Allison and Bradley had met in college. He was a professor at the time and she an advanced graduate student. She had graduated from high school at sixteen and was recruited by almost every major university with a biotech program. Everyone said it was her destiny to do great things. Unfortunately, most of her young life had been filled with books and studying... no time for boyfriends and sex. In fact, she had been a virgin until Bradley.
From Allison's appearance, no one would know of the simmering desires below the surface. For most of her life, she had done what she could to hide her good looks and shapely figure. At work she wore unattractive horn-rimed glasses and rather dowdy clothes, covered by the always-present white lab coat. She was tall at five foot eight, preferring to wear low heels most of the time... since Bradley was only five nine. She weighed 135 lbs, with mid-length dirty blonde hair that she kept in a bun most of the time. She had a trim waist with a mature flare to her hips, created by the birth of her only son, Christopher, and she still had a very shapely backside as a result of hours on the Stairmaster. Her eyes were gray/green with a sparkle that belied her prudish exterior. She felt that her nose was a little to sharp, but it fit her somewhat sharp and model-like features well. Her cheeks were naturally rosy and her pouting lips always seemed to show a hint of a smile. Her breasts were the size of small grapefruits, still firm for her age, with large dark brown nipples that grew to almost a half inch when she was excited. On the rare occasion when she allowed herself the remove her lab jacket at work, she got plenty of unwanted stares. That was distressing to her because she worked hard to keep the appearance of the perfect professional woman. She was a strong and firm manager. Although some of her jealous male subordinates would say that she was "a ball buster." Some even called her a "dyke" behind her back. She had heard the whispers. But she didn't really care.
Now in her late thirties however the glasses were gone, thanks to Lasik surgery, and she had upgraded her wardrobe to a more modern and somewhat fashionable style. While still not incredibly sexy, the skirts were a little shorter and the sweaters a little tighter. It seemed to help with her career as she had gotten two promotions since she changed her style of dress. She knew that she had accomplished a lot on her job, and deserved her promotions, but she also realized that a little harmless flirting never hurt.
Allison looked over at the tired commuters as they sat in bumper-to-bumper traffic, their windows closed to keep out the belching smoke. A smile came to her face when she saw the guy in the car next to her look over. His weary face turned to a smile as well. She wondered what he would think if he knew that she wasn't wearing panties, or that she had her skirt pulled up, almost to her waist, revealing the soft flesh of her inner thighs above the thigh high nylons that Jason always made her wear. Without turning her eyes from his stare, her hand dropped between her thighs and her fingers found her swollen sex lips. The guy was still smiling at her as a finger slipped deep into her warm hole.
She squirmed on the probing digit and thought of the phone call from Jason. She had been sitting at her desk making notes on a legal pad when the phone rang. For some reason she had been thinking about sex all day. "Take your panties off," he had said without so much as a "hello". "I can't. I'm at my desk," she protested. "Do it," he returned firmly. Looking though her door and seeing her assistant talking to someone with her back toward her, she obediently reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down and off. A gasp escaped her lips when she saw the wetness on the crotch. She quickly stuffed the slip of material into her pocketbook. Then he told her to play with her already swollen sex lips until they were dripping. When she protested again, saying she had an important meeting in ten minutes with her staff, he just laughed and said that that was perfect. Through the entire meeting she could feel her swollen lips pulsing and worried that she would have a wet spot on the back of her skirt when she got up.
Now she was stuck in this infernal Friday afternoon traffic, only made bearable by the feeling of her finger slipping in and out of her now dripping hole. The car quickly filled with a squishing sound and the sweet aroma of her excitement.
The blare of horns from behind awoke Allison from her daydream. When she looked ahead, she saw that the traffic had begun to move. She pressed the gas petal to the floor.
The house was gloriously quiet when Allison rushed through the door. She had less than an hour to get showered and changed before Jason arrived. So much for taking a bubble bath and relaxing with a glass of wine... or two. No, now she would have to rush to get ready. She needed to shave her legs and... shave her private parts... that was always a requirement for Jason. He wanted her sex lips smooth. She could still remember how shocked Bradley had been the first time he had seen it. Still, he didn't really care since he hadn't made love to her for over two years. Now she had gotten used to the feeling of her hairless sex lips rubbing against her panties. It was a constant reminder of her sexuality.
Allison was still rushing around when the doorbell rang.
Jason was at the door.
The sexy woman checked herself in the mirror one last time. The white blouse looked normal unless one saw it in the light. Then it would be apparent that she wasn't wearing a bra and the silky material did nothing to hide her naked flesh. The tiny short skirt barely covered the cheeks of her ass and left a long expanse of bare thigh between the hem and the top of her nylons. The four-inch high heels emphasized and defined her long legs, all the way up her strong thighs where they disappeared under the pleated material. Off course she wasn't wearing panties. At Jason's orders she had put her hair into two braids that were held at the ends by pink ribbons. It all led to the appearance that she was a young and naughty schoolgirl... a naughty schoolgirl whose swollen and mature sex lips were dripping juice down her thighs as she walked down the stairs.
Chapter 2
Chris used his cell phone to call home but gave up when he got the answering machine for the third time. He wanted to tell his mother that he was coming home tonight instead of staying with Jeff. He had come down with the flu and was sick in bed. Chris didn't leave a message for his mother, assuming that she wasn't home from work yet.
It was dark when he pulled into the driveway. There was a car sitting in front of the garage that he didn't recognize it. He parked next to it and got out, wondering who was at the house since his Mom hadn't said anything about a visitor.
The car was an expensive Mercedes model, sleek and black. That wasn't unusual in their upscale neighborhood, but he still didn't recognize it. He glanced inside but couldn't see anything that would indicate who the car belonged to. When he looked at the house, there didn't seem to be any lights on inside. A weird feeling suddenly came over him.... almost a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. While he wasn't a suspicious person by nature, something didn't seem right.
He opened the front door and closed it again as quietly as possible. He then walked gently through the large foyer, glancing first into the kitchen and then the living room, finding no one there and no lights on in any room. Suddenly he heard a noise coming from down the hall in the vicinity of the family room. His heart skipped a beat as he slowed his pace and tiptoed closer to the noise. There it was again. It sounded like moans of pleasure. He halted for a moment before moving again, feeling like a sneak in his own house. Turning to the side, he placed his back against the wall and inched forward. Then he squatted down and moved his head far enough out to look into the room. Like all the other rooms, the family room was dark. However, a fire was roaring in the fireplace throwing eerie shadows onto the walls. A sudden gasp caught in his throat. On the sofa were two people. One of them was his mother... or at least he thought it was; her outfit was like nothing he had ever seen her wear. As his eyes adjusted, he realized with shock that it was in fact her. And, she was kissing someone that was definitely not his father.
"That was so naughty of you to take your panties off at your desk at work today," the guy said as he pulled his lips away with a loud smack.
"Yes, it was," Allison answered breathlessly.
Chris recognized the voice of his mother, but it sounded strange, almost meek. He strained his eyes at the embracing couple and couldn't believe what he was seeing. Up until that point of his life, he had never seen his mother as anything but his mother. Sure she was pretty... maybe even sexy, but she was his mother and sons don't look at their mothers that way. Now, he saw her sitting on the sofa with a stranger, wearing... well he wasn't sure what kind of outfit she was wearing... and kissing a stranger. She had on high heels, which he rarely saw her wear, a very short skirt, which she never wore, and a white blouse. Her hair was braided. She looked like a teenager. What the hell is going on, he wondered?
"Open your blouse for me," the man said.
Without protest, Allison began to unbutton her blouse.
Chris' eyes opened wide as he stared into the dimly lit room and watched his mother's fingers open one button at a time until the blouse was hanging open by an inch or so, still hiding her breasts but revealing the insides swells. He almost passed out when the guy reached over and pushed open the blouse, exposing both of his mother's breasts. Suddenly a log crackled in the fire and the resulting flare sent bright light into the room. The light flashed off her breasts, revealing the soft white flesh and hard brown nipples.
"Mmmmm, very nice," the stranger said and reached over to cup one orb in his palm. Then he took the nipple between his thumb and index finger and squeezed, bringing a gasp from Allison. "You like it when I squeeze your nipples hard, don't you?" He squeezed harder.
Allison gasped again and hissed, "Yes," through clenched teeth.
"Spread your legs for me."
Allison obeyed, opening her legs as wide as she could, throwing the short skirt to the top of her thighs.
Fortunately the crackling of the fire continued to cover the gasps that slipped from Chris's mouth. He couldn't believe that he was staring at the bare crotch of his mother. Even more incredible, he saw that her sex lips were totally devoid of hair. The fireplace light showed a sparkle of juice on the obviously swollen inner lips. The outer lips were large, smooth, and puffy, unable to hold the inner lips inside.
Chris wasn't naive about sex, but he was still a virgin, at least technically. He and his girlfriend, Melissa, had engaged in manual and oral sex... or at least he had performed oral sex on her... she refused to do it to him, but always accommodated him with a hand job. However, he had eaten her many times, which he loved to do, and therefore had learned a good bit about the female sex anatomy from up-close. But this was his mother's sex he was staring at... it wasn't right. In spite of that, incredibly, he began to get an erection.
The guy slipped his hand between Allison's legs and began to rub her swollen lips. "Ah, very wet indeed. You are such a slut aren't you Allison?"
"Yes, I'm a slut," Allison gasped as her hips began to move on the sofa. "Ohhhh!!!" she suddenly cried as a finger found her hole and slipped inside.
The guy bent his head and took one already hard nipple into his mouth.
Chris watched in shock and mortification as the stranger pumped his finger in and out of his mother's willing hole. She spread her legs wider for him. He could hear the squishing sounds from his moving finger over the crackling fire, dissuading any doubts that he had with regard to her level of excitement or complicity.
For a long time the stranger worked on Allison, sucking one breast and then the other before adding another finger to her wet hole.
Allison's cries grew louder as she drew near a climax. It didn't take long since she had been worked up all day. Now, her hips lifted frantically from the sofa, taking his fingers as deeply as she could. "Yes, yes, yes," she gasped. "Oh God, I'm going to cum. Mmmmmmmm." Her body tensed and then began to convulse.
Chris watched with his mouth opened in amazement as his mother climaxed in front of him. He was stunned and shocked beyond belief. His head was spinning with so many feelings that he could hardly think. Yet, his penis throbbed and threatened to shoot off in his pants.
"That's it. That's it my little slut," the stranger said as he continued to pump his fingers in and out until Allison's climax slowed. When she finally relaxed, he pulled his fingers from between her legs and held them up to the firelight. They were glistening with juice. "I've never seen a slut that made so much juice," he laughed. "Clean my fingers," he ordered, holding his fingers up to Allison's mouth.
Without hesitation she took his fingers into her mouth one at a time and sucked them dry.
"Take my cock out."
Chris's heart almost stopped as he watched his mother lean over and unzipped the man's pants. Then she fished inside until she found his hard shaft. When she couldn't get it out of the opening, she unbuckled his belt and opened his pants.
"Go ahead and pull them down." He lifted up and allowed her to pull his pants to his feet.
Chris closed his eyes and shook his head as if this was a dream and he would be awake when he opened his eyes again. What he saw when he did was the stranger's large penis pulsing in his mother's hand. It was long and had a huge head that was shaped like a giant mushroom. His sparkling juice was running down the shaft in a small river.
"Lick me... but don't touch the head yet," the stranger ordered.
Allison moaned and bent her head to the stranger's throbbing shaft.
From Chris's angle he could plainly see his mother's tongue come out and begin to lick the juice from the underside of his shaft. She worked her tongue up and down, cleaning off the juice and leaving her saliva behind.
After a few minutes, the stranger said, "Now suck the head gently."
Chris found himself holding his breath as his mother's tongue moved up the shaft until her mouth was hovering over the pulsing head. Then he saw her open her mouth wide and take the head inside. He closed his eyes. He felt dizzy, disoriented, and swayed on his knees. This couldn't be happening. That couldn't be his mother sucking a stranger's cock in their own house... on the sofa he had sat on a million times.
"Mmmmmm, that's nice. You are such a nasty cock sucker."
Chris's eyes flew back open. He suddenly had to fight the urge to rush into the room and thrash the guy. He couldn't believe his mother was letting this guy call her a "nasty cock sucker". He was sure that she would have slugged anyone that called her that if this were a normal circumstance. However, this wasn't normal. It was surreal and suddenly seemed to be moving in slow motion as Chris watched his mother suck and lick the swollen head. Little murmurs of pleasure came from her sucking lips.
"Yes, suck me. Suck my cock bitch!" the stranger hissed. "You're a nasty cock sucker aren't you?"
Allison moaned as if the words were turning her on and she began to suck the head with greater enthusiasm. The room quickly filled with the solitary noise from her sucking lips.
The sound echoed in Chris's head, bouncing around like a ping-pong ball. "No... no... no..." his brain screamed. But the juice from his penis poured into his underwear, threatening to create a wet spot on his pants.
"Pump the shaft," he ordered. "That's it. That's it, I'm getting close."
Suddenly Chris realized that the stranger was going to cum in his mother's mouth. He almost screamed out to her in warning. He opened his mouth, but he closed it when he heard his mother moan and then saw her hand begin to move faster, pumping the shaft like she was milking him... like she wanted his cum in her mouth. Maybe the stranger was right... maybe his mother was a "nasty cock sucker". "No... no... no..." he screamed silently. "Nasty cock sucker...nasty cock sucker." The words exploded in his head.
"Oh yes, oh God," the guy moaned as his hips began to buck up at the sucking mouth. His hands found her head and he pushed her mouth down. "Take it all," he hissed through clenched teeth
Chris watched as the guy's penis disappeared... entirely. A low gasp escaped his mouth. He had seen women take a penis all the way into their throats in porn movies, but he didn't think that "normal" women really did that. "Nasty cock sucker... nasty cock sucker."



Allison pulled her mouth back in order to catch her breath. Then she moved down again, taking his penis past the breach of her throat over and over. Each time she paused at the bottom and her tongue came out to lick his balls.
"Suck it. Oh Goddddd!!!" the stranger screamed again.
Then Chris watched as his mother's head stop moving. She held only the head of his penis in her mouth and pumped the shaft. His eyes opened in horror. He could actually see his penis pulse and the balls squirm. The stranger was cumming in his mother's mouth. "Pull away... pull away," his brain screamed. But it was too late, even if she wanted too. However, it appeared that she had no intention of pulling away. Chris watched in amazement as her cheeks bulged and then collapsed as she swallowed once, twice, three times, all the while pumping the shaft for more. He saw her legs trembling and wondered if she were having another climax.
"Very nice," the stranger whispered as he pulled Allison's mouth from his penis with a loud pop. "That always takes the edge off."
Chris saw a dazed look on his mother's face as she sat back. Her lips were wet and there was a dribble of cum on her chin. The stranger reached over and wiped her lips with his finger and then fed it to her. Then he kissed her long and hard.
"Let's go upstairs so I can fuck you until you can't walk."
Chris saw his mother smile as she stood up on wobbly legs. He suddenly realized that they would have to walk past him. He jumped up quickly, turned and almost stumbled before rushing toward the living room, slipping inside a second before they came out of the family room. When they were past him he peeked out to see them walking up the stairs. The stranger slipped his hand down his mother's back and then under her tiny skirt. A second later his mother moaned and went up on her toes. The stranger's arm started to move back and forth as they walked up the stairs. At the top they stopped to kiss again and he pulled up the back of her skirt to reveal her naked ass. He grasped the cheeks and opened them wide, pulling her to him tightly. Then they turned toward the bedroom.
Chapter 3
Chris rushed out of the house closing the door as quietly as he could. When he got to his car and sat down he was trembling all over. He couldn't believe what he had just witnessed. It seemed like a dream. It couldn't have been his mother in there... his sweet almost sexless mother sucking off a stranger. Never had he thought of her sexually... she was his mother. She had bathed him, changed his diapers, and rocked him to sleep at night. Now he had witnessed her engaged in a sex act with a stranger. It wasn't something a son was supposed to ever witness. Yet, in spite of his revulsion, his penis pulsed in his pants.
As he sat silently in his car, he wondered what to do and where to go. He was angry, embarrassed, confused, and yes, still excited. He felt guilty that he had spied on his mother... yet she had no right to do what she had done... what she was doing right now in her bedroom. The though of that sent a chill through him. What were they doing now, he wondered? Were they fucking or was she sucking him again? "Nasty cock sucker... nasty cock sucker," the words echoed over and over in his head. He knew that he had to get control of his emotions. He had to think... to sort everything out.
"You bitch," he said out loud. "How could you do that to Dad... to me." He slammed his hand on the steering wheel and felt the pain shoot up his arm. Suddenly he realized that he was still in the driveway and visible from the upstairs bedrooms. He quickly started the car and backed out of the driveway. Then he drove around aimlessly for several hours. Finally he found a spot down the street from his house and parked where he could see the driveway. The car was still there. He would wait until the stranger left and then he would confront his mother.
He put his head back and tried to clear the images from his mind. Unfortunately, they were imbedded there forever. He saw his mother's mouth on the stranger's penis, sucking him. He saw her pumping his shaft, milking him. He saw her swallowing his juice, swallowing the contents of his balls... his sperm... his semen. He saw her lips, wet with the stranger's juice and the drops of cum on her chin. "Nasty cock sucker... nasty cock sucker." Then her swollen sex lips flashed into his head. He saw her legs spread and the juice running from her hole. In spite of his seeming revulsion, his penis throbbed and squirted more pre-cum juice into his already saturated underwear.
Chris dozed off sometimes late that night. It was not a restful sleep, but one filled with images of sex. He saw the stranger's face smiling in pleasure as his mother used her mouth on his penis. She sucked and pumped his shaft. She moaned in pleasure. His brain played it over and over again. Then at some point the image changed. It was no longer the stranger's face in the dream with his mother, but his own. In the dream, surrounded with fog-like mist, he looked down at his mother's head as she moved her mouth up and down on his shaft. He grabbed the braids and lifted her head, looking into her lust filled eyes before pushing her back down again. Her throat muscles caressed him, squeezing the length of his shaft. She took every inch of him into her throat. He saw her pretty eyes looking up and him... his penis was gone... it was all down her throat. His balls churned and he lifted his hips and pulled on her braids. His cum began to pour into her mouth. It came out like a never-ending stream... like a garden hose with a broken shut off valve. His mother sucked it all in, moving her hand to squeeze the last drops from his balls. Finally she pulled away and looked up at him. Her jaws were puffed out. "Are you my nasty cock sucking bitch?" he asked. In answer, she suddenly opened her mouth where all his sticky sperm lay pooled. "Oh God," he moaned in his sleep and his balls pumped their contents into his shorts.
The sun was breaking the horizon when Chris awoke with a start. He wasn't sure when he had dozed off or what had awakened him. For a moment he was confused, wondering where he was and what he was doing sleeping in his car. Suddenly it all came back in a rush... like a wave of grief that enveloped him in a shroud of darkness. His face paled, his stomach churned, making him feel like he might throw up. Maybe it hadn't really happened. Maybe it had been a dream. If it was a dream, it had been very powerful and realistic. He could feel the wetness in his underwear and knew that he had climaxed in his sleep. It was just a dream wasn't it?
But when he looked at the driveway of his house, he saw that the car was there: sitting there in mute testimony to the reality of his awful night. Then a moment later, the handsome stranger came out of the house and got into his car. Now he knew that it was true... his mother had really sucked the cock of a stranger and probably fucked him all night.
Chris watched as the black Mercedes backed out of the driveway and headed toward him. He slumped down in the seat and watched the smiling man drive by. He gritted his teeth in anger and thought for a moment about chasing after him. Instead he started his car and drove slowly down the street and into his driveway, parking his car where the strangers had been moments before.
Chris strode into the house with a purpose. He knew that if his mother were awake, she would be in the kitchen. While he looked determined and focused he felt anything but confident. His knees were weak and he was trembling inside as he neared the kitchen. With each step his resolve grew weaker, until he had to pause at the door to catch his breath. He realized that he had no idea what he was going to say.
"Chris, what are you doing home this early?" Allison exclaimed in shock when she saw her son walk in. It was obvious that she realized that if he had come home a few minutes early he would have caught them.
"Everyone was still partying and I was tired," he lied. He stared at his mother as she sat at the table. She was wearing a white terrycloth robe that was short on her thighs and opened at her chest to reveal a portion of her cleavage. Her hair was uncombed, her face flushed and there were red blotches on her chest. She would have looked like a well-satisfied woman except for a look of fear and a strange sadness in her normally bright eyes. "What about you... what are you doing up so early?" Chris asked, almost with a sneer.
"I just couldn't sleep."
I'll bet, Chris thought. It must be hard to sleep with a stranger fucking you all night. You can probably still feel his cock in your pussy right now, he thought angrily.
"What's wrong?" his mother asked.
"I didn't say anything was wrong."
"No, but your face does."
He opened his mouth but no words came out. He was about to confront her, but he couldn't find the words. When he saw the sad look in his mother's eyes, everything left him. Suddenly he was no longer angry... just tired. The confrontation would have to wait.
"I'm going up to get some sleep."
"Okay. See you later," Allison said with a touch of relief in her voice.
Chris walked upstairs and down the hall. He paused at his mother's bedroom door. On impulse he threw open the door and looked inside. A chill went through him when he saw the unmade bed with the sheets in a tangle. On the floor were the high-heels, the blouse and the tiny skirt that his mother had been wearing last night. With a quick look over his shoulder, he stepped into the room. It still smelled like sex. He picked up the tiny skirt and blouse. It was smaller than the outfits the cheerleaders at school wore. However, unlike his mother, they had underpants on when they wore it. The blouse was paper-thin and he held it up to the light and could see through it. Without thinking he held the soft material to his nose. It smelled like his mother... that familiar smell that until this moment had never been sexual. Now he felt his penis stiffen. He thought he heard something and quickly dropped the clothes and hurried to his room and flopped onto the bed. He closed his eyes and moaned painfully.

Unfortunately for Chris, sleep wouldn't come. He was incredibly tired, but every time he closed his eyes he saw his mother with the stranger or him, like in his dream last night. It flashed through his mind a million times.
For the rest of the weekend Chris tried to avoid his mother. Late on Saturday evening he came out of his room to take a shower and walked down the hall past his mother and father's bedroom. As he passed the door, he saw that it was opened slightly. Something made him pause. When he looked through the crack in the door, he saw his mother sitting at her vanity... and she was totally naked. Suddenly his heart was pounding in his chest. He knew he should go, but his legs didn't want to listen. He stared. His mother was rubbing cream on her chest. She used her palm to smooth the cream over her upper chest and down across the nipples. Then she lifted and caressed the orbs with her palms, kneading the smooth cream into the soft under flesh. She pinched one nipple, like the stranger had done, before moving to the other and doing the same. As the nipple grew hard, he thought he heard a little moan escape her lips.
Chris couldn't avoid it; his penis began to grow.
When his mother had finished creaming her breasts, she lifted one leg and began to rub the cream on her thigh. Chris almost gasped. The action forced her legs open, revealing her freshly shaven vagina. He could plainly see the smooth outer lips, with the fat inner lips hanging from between. The outer lips were already shining with oil. Chris could smell the sweet and unmistakable aroma of baby oil.
Allison suddenly had the strange feeling that she was being watched. She glanced into the vanity mirror. Her eyes opened wide when she saw movement in the hall. It had to be Chris since Bradley was still out of town. Her first thought was to jump up and close the door, but for some reason she didn't. She paused for a moment. Then, incredibly, she casually lifted her other leg and began to rub the cream on her thigh. Her legs opened wider. She found that her hands were trembling now. This was crazy... that was her son outside her door. Was she loosing her mind? She had never been attracted to her son.
When she had finished with her legs, Allison stood up with her back to the door. She bent over her dresser, pretending to search for something. She could feel her son's eyes on her ass and she knew that he could see her puffy lips between her thighs. Suddenly her lips grew wet and began to pulse. She wondered if he could see that.
Chris finally pulled himself together and hurried down the hall to the bathroom. A few minutes later he was sitting on the toilet with his hard penis in his hand. He squirted baby oil onto the head and let it run across his fingers. He was mortified by what he was doing, but couldn't think of anything but his mother and her naked body. Slowly he pumped the long shaft with his closed fist, thinking of his mother's large breasts. Then he saw her ass as she bent over the dresser. Between her legs he could see the pouch of her pussy and the glistening lips between. He thought of sliding his penis between those lips and about how soft and wet it would feel. It took only a few minutes for him to shoot his cum onto his stomach.
Chapter 4
Chris went through the week in a daze. Up until the previous Friday night he had been a normal teenager, going through all of the growing pains of a typical high school student. There was lacrosse practice every night and school work, with lots of homework. On the weekends he would go out with his friends or on a date with his girlfriend Melissa. He had already selected a college and had received a scholarship to play lacrosse. In a few months he was going to graduate and then one last summer vacation before college. Everything was pretty much set.
Now everything had changed... or so it felt. Yes he would still graduate and go to college, but nothing at home would ever be the same. He could no longer look at his mother without thinking of her with her lover. And, he had now concluded that he was in fact her lover and that it wasn't a one-time thing. For all of his life he had seen her as his mother first and a woman second. Now he saw her as a woman first and his mother second... a woman that he now dreamed about every night and felt sexual stirrings for. It was all wrong, and it was driving him crazy. He would see her in the kitchen fixing dinner and have sexual thoughts. She would lean over to get something out of the refrigerator and he would see her slacks tighten over her smooth ass and pull between her cheeks. An unwanted chill would go through him. When she bent over in front of him, his eyes would fall on the opening of her blouse and he would look at the tops of her swinging breasts. He would see her come home from work dressed in her business attire and wonder if she was wearing panties.
And he had done something... something that made him feel guilty and embarrassed him, yet he would do it again if he got the chance.
It was Thursday evening and his father had come home from his trip that afternoon. At dinner, his mother had seemed particularly agitated, jumpy. He had no idea what was wrong.
After dinner she had gone up to take a shower. Chris went to his room and his Dad was relaxing in the family room watching the news.
It was about an hour later when Chris left his room and walked quietly down the hall to his mother's bedroom. He was disappointed that the door to her room was closed. He started to turn around when his mother came out, almost bumping into him. She had a bathrobe on and her hair was wet from the shower.
"Oh," she said when she saw him. "I was just about to call you. Something's wrong with the toilet in my bathroom. I know your Dad is tired from his trip, so can you look at it for me?"
"Uh sure," Chris said. He walked past his mother, smelling her freshly washed hair and a scent of lavender soap. The bathroom was still steamy when he entered. He heard the water in the toilet running and opened the tank lid. He saw that the plastic arm holding the chain, which closed off the water after flushing, was stuck. He simply bent the plastic until it was free from the tank. That fixed the problem. He was about to leave the bathroom when he saw something that made his heart skip a beat. His mother's panties were lying on the floor next to the hamper. He looked at the door in guilt before walking over and snatching up the slip of material and stuffing it in his pocket quickly.
"All fixed," he said as he hurried past his mother now sitting at her vanity.
"Thanks," she said as she watched him rush out of her room. She shook her head, wondering why he had been acting so strange lately... it had started last Saturday. With that thought still in her head she went back into the bathroom to finish drying her hair. She glanced at the floor next to her hamper and didn't see her panties. She thought that was strange since she didn't remember putting them in the hamper. Putting the hair dryer down, she walked over and opened the lid. The panties weren't in the hamper. Suddenly she realized that Chris had to have taken them. A sudden rush of anger rose in the pit of her stomach. First he spies on me and now he is stealing my underwear, she thought. It was infuriating, but also embarrassing since she had masturbated twice that day, at Jason's orders, and the panties were still wet.
Chris's heart was pounding in his chest as he rushed into the hall bathroom and closed the door. In his haste he didn't notice that the door had popped back open. He sat on the toilet, trying to catch his breath. He could almost feel his mother's panties burning a hole in his pocket. With a trembling hand he reached inside and pulled the silky pink material out. He felt and then saw that they were wet in the crotch. A moan escaped his lips as he brought them to his nose.
At that moment, Allison was at the hall bathroom door, about to push it open. She suppressed a gasp when she saw what her son was doing. Her anger and indignation suddenly vanished, replaced by a strange feeling. It was similar to feeling that she had the other day when she saw him spying on her. Her knees grew weak and she felt a tingling between her legs. She knew she should stop him, but couldn't bring herself to move.
Chris's head was spinning as he inhaled the sweet odor of his mother most private place. While he was familiar with the smell of pussy, having eaten Melissa many times, this was different. This was sweeter, earthier. It was a smell that he would never forget as long as he lived. With the panties still at his nose, he reached for his belt and hastily unbuckled it. The he pushed his pants and underwear down to his ankles.
Allison's eyes were as wide as saucers as she watched her son expose himself. She knew that she should leave... to think about what to do, but she couldn't draw herself away. Her eyes stared at her son's exposed penis. It was larger than his father's was or even Jason's, with a purple and very swollen head. Juice was running from the slit and dripping to his pubic hair.
With his hands still trembling Chris brought the panties to his throbbing shaft. He opened the crotch and rubbed the wet material against the dripping slit, adding his clear juice to what was already there. Then he wrapped the gusset around the head. A moan escaped his lips and his legs stretched out from his body and trembled. "Oh God Mom," he gasped and began to stroke himself.
Allison's hand flew to her mouth to cover her own gasp. Then she watched as her eighteen-year-old son began to masturbate himself with her panties.



Chris saw his mother's vagina in his mind. He could almost feel her sweet hole wrapped around his cock like the panties were right now. Although he had never had sexual intercourse, he knew that it would be warm and wet inside her. He saw how wet she had gotten the other night and now he could feel her dampness on the head of his penis. The combination of the silky panties on the head and the squeezing of his hand brought him to a crisis quickly. He groaned and lifted his hips as his balls began to unleash his cream. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me Mom," Chris cried.
Allison had to place her hand against the wall to steady herself as she listened to her son's nasty words. With half closed eyes she saw the crotch of her panties grow darker and a second later his white juice was running down the side of his shaft. He was climaxing in her panties... her son was imagining that he was fucking her. Her body began to tremble and her knees almost buckled as she fought to remain standing. A second later she turned and staggered back to her room. She fell onto the bed and began to cry. She wasn't crying because of what she had seen, but rather because of what it had done to her. She had climaxed when she saw Chris squirt his juice into her panties.
Chapter 5
Chris was still filled with emotions the following Saturday. He sat at the breakfast table in a tee shirt and jogging shorts eating a bowl of cereal thinking about what he should do. His anger had only grown during the week and he knew that it would eat at him until he said something.
"Good morning Chris," Allison said as came into the kitchen and went over to make her morning cup of coffee.
"Morning," he mumbled in reply.
She set the coffee maker and turned to Chris. "Chris, we have to talk," she said firmly. However, inside she felt anything but firm.
Chris looked up at his mother and said, "Yes we do."
His response surprised Allison. She was the one that needed to talk to him... talk to him about his peeping on her and using her panties to masturbate with. It was a delicate subject, but it needed to be discussed.
Before Allison could react, Chris said, "I saw you."
"What?" Allison answered looking at him curiously.
"I saw you and... and... the guy you were with."
A foreboding feeling cascaded over Allison. "What are you talking about? What guy?"
"I came home last Friday night because Jeff was sick with the flu."
"You... you what? What are you saying?" she asked, her voice raising several tones.
When Chris heard what he thought was defiance in her voice he said, "Come on Mom, I came back into the house and you and that guy were on the sofa in the family room having sex."
Allison's head was suddenly spinning. She had to think. This was the last thing she expected. She steadied herself, calling on every bit of nerve that she could muster. Knowing that the best defense was a good offense she responded with as much force as she could, "You were spying on me?"
Chris laughed. It wasn't a humorous laugh. "You're bitching about me spying on you when you were fucking some stranger?"
"Don't you use that language around me young man," she said angrily, placing her hands on her hips. However, inside she was melting. Her stomach was tied up in a knot and she found it hard to breathe.
"You're incredible mother."
"I saw you too," she returned.
"Saw me what?"
"I saw you spying on me when I was naked in my room. Don't you deny it?"
Chris felt his face flush.
"I also saw you in the bathroom with my panties. What kind of pervert jerks off into his mother's soiled panties?"
Suddenly Chris was on the defense. What he had done was perverted and he had no excuse.
"What do you have to say about that?" Allison pressed.
"Noth... nothing," he choked. Then suddenly he realized what she had done. "Wait a minute," he yelled. "I may have jerked off into your panties and spied on you, but I didn't suck some guy's cock and fuck him behind Dad's back. What do you have to say about that?"
"I told you to watch your language," she responded in a scream. She knew she was in a weak position, but she had nothing else.
Chris was emboldened by her lame response. "Are you a 'nasty cock sucker,' mother?" he said. He knew that he had made a big mistake the second the words were out of his mouth.
Allison's hand flew out to hit him across the face, turning his head to the side, and leaving a hand print on his cheek. A small cut formed at his lip.
Tears appeared in his eyes from the power of the blow. His mouth opened, but nothing came out. Suddenly he turned and stormed out of the room and upstairs.
Allison stood frozen in shock. She couldn't believe what had just happened. She had never raised her hand to her son. Suddenly she broke into uncontrollable sobs and staggered over to a chair and sat down. The only good thing was that Bradley was playing golf this morning.
Chris was on his bed with stereo headphones on when he heard a tapping at the door. He ignored it.
Allison tapped on the door again and then pushed it open. She walked slowly into the room.
Chris glanced at her and could see that her eyes were wet with tears. He stared up at the ceiling, ignoring her.
She walked over and sat down on the corner of Chris's bed. She wiped her eyes with a Kleenex and stared at a poster-covered wall, remaining silent, but for an occasional sob. Finally she spoke. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
Chris heard her, but still chose not to respond. He didn't know what to say anyway.
Allison finally looked at her son. She saw his eyes on hers for a second, but he they turned away quickly. "I'm sorry about hitting you and about... about everything." She broke into heavy sobbing.
Chris sucked in a deep breath and took off his headphones. He looked at his crying mother, wondering what he could possibly say. He felt his anger fade as his heart melted with her tears. Finally he summoned up enough courage to speak. "I'm sorry I called you a nasty coc... uh... those names," he whispered.
"Thank you," she whispered, drying her eyes again. She conjured up enough nerve to ask the question that had been on her mind the entire time. "Are... are you... are you going to tell your father."
Although Chris knew that the question was coming, he still wasn't prepared to answer. He didn't know what he was going to do. "I don't know," he said honestly.
The two fell silent for a long time. Finally, Chris spoke again; his voice was strained with thinly veiled emotions. "Why? Why did you do it Mom?"
"It's a long story." She wiped her eyes, but the tears kept coming.
"I've got time. Tell me." Chris's voice was softer. It was more of a request then an order.
Allison got up and walked over to the window and looked out. It had started to rain. That would mean that Bradley might be coming home from the golf course soon. "This weather has been crazy lately," she said idly.
"Fine, then don't tell me then," Chris said.
Allison came back over to the bed and sat next to Chris. She reached for his hand, which he pulled away. She persisted, pulling his hand to her lap. She sighed. "Chris I've made some big mistakes in my life, but having an affair was the biggest. It started about a year ago. I never wanted it to happen... never planned it. I wasn't looking for someone. She paused for a moment and caught her breath. "After your father had his by-pass two years ago, he lost all desire for me. He was never all that interested in sex, but with the medicine and such, he lost the little interest that he had."
Chris suddenly wondered if he really wanted to hear this.
"Your father is a lot older than me, but I am still in my prime... sexually speaking."
"Oh Jesus," Chris said.
"You said you wanted to hear this. Do you want me to stop?" Allison squeezed Chris's hand, half hoping that he would say yes.
There was no going back now. "No. Go on," he said.
"Well, about a year ago, I met Jason at a business function. We talked and had a few drinks... I guess more than a few. The next thing I know is that I'm in his car and we're kissing. One thing led to another and well, we started an affair."
"That sounds too simple to me," Chris said. "There has to be more to it."
"It is pretty simple, but it always gets complicated." Allison wiped her eyes again. "That's how it started. I just needed someone to hold me... someone to make me feel like I was needed.... like I was a desirable woman." Allison started to sob again. "A woman needs to know that she's needed... loved."
"Dad was that cold to you?"
"Not always. Don't get me wrong, your Dad has been good to me. He has worked hard... maybe too hard.
"You've worked hard to Mother. You've built a great career." Chris wasn't sure why he said that. It was almost as if he were defending her.
"Thank you. That means a lot to me," she said, squeezing his hand again and smiling through her tears. "I was na‹ve when we got married. I know I wasn't much of a lover. Your Dad was my first." Allison sighed again and looked at the rain now hitting the window hard.
"Do you love Dad?"
"Yes. And I'm sure he loves me."
"Obviously that wasn't enough."
"Love changes. In the early days it is filled with excitement and... and sex, but as time goes on, it changes. Unfortunately, as people get older, their desires sometimes wane. Your father's have, mine haven't. That complicates things. It is true that love is critical in marriage, but it's not the only thing. There has to be sex. Sex is important in any relationship."
Chris nodded his head. He could understand that. From his limited experience, he knew that sex was important. It was the one thing that was in his head twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.
Allison suddenly got an almost dreamy look in her eyes. "When Jason came along, I was at a low point. The doctors said that your Dad could have some depression, but I never anticipated how bad it was going to be. I'm sure you didn't notice, but he barely spoke to me. Eventually I got lonely. And, then Jason comes along. It was just a fling at first. The sex wasn't all that spectacular the first time... like in a lot of relationships. However, as we got to know each other, it changed. He started to do things... things that I would have never thought of doing. He started to tell me to do things. Like calling me at the office and ordering me to take my panties off... right there while he was on the phone."
Chris felt an unwanted tingle in his groin. His mouth was suddenly very dry and his heart was thumping. He almost told her to stop.
"He made me masturbate at my desk with people walking up and down the hall outside my office. He took me to restaurants and fingered me until I climaxed while sitting at the table." Allison paused and looked at Chris. She saw that his face had grown red. "Is this what you want?"
"Uh... yes... go on." His penis twitched.
Allison got up and walked over to the window again.
Chris's eyes followed her. She had on a skirt that was tight on her buttocks and short on her thighs. On top she had a low cut long sleeved sweater, revealing the cleavage of her breasts. He figured that she had been dressed to go shopping or something. It was sexy, but not overtly.
"I wish the sun would come back out," she said as the rain blew against the window. When she turned around, her nipples were hard and pressing through the sweater. She leaned back against the windowsill and looked thoughtful.
Chris felt his penis begin to harden as he stared at her. He almost moaned at his lack of control.
"Over time, we got bolder. One time he made love to me on a ferryboat with people all around us. He had me up against the side rail and lifted my skirt and slipped inside. I was almost touching the arm of a woman next to me. He also taught me how to give oral sex. We did that everywhere. I once sucked him off in a glass elevator as we were riding up to our room."
Chris swallowed hard. "Nasty cock sucker, nasty cock sucker," he thought and his penis twitched.
"Your father... Bradley never cared much for giving or receiving oral sex."
"I saw you swallow his cum," Chris blurted and then thought, "Did I just say that?"
"Yes I did," she said, unable to deny it since he had obviously seen it happen. "I've grown to love it. Some women don't. I'm not sure what it is about oral sex or semen that turns me on so much. Maybe it's because I'm in control. I pretty much decide when my lover cums." Again Allison paused and closed her eyes for a moment as if reliving some encounter. "Jason even taught me to love... love anal sex."
"Anal sex," Chris almost screamed.
Allison flushed. "Yes," she whispered. "I stopped taking the pill a couple of years ago. I figured it didn't matter since Bradley and I weren't having sex anyway. Because of that, Jason couldn't cum in my... uh puss... uh vagina." Allison looked at her son and said, "Are you still okay with this?"
"Go on," he answered quickly.
"Well since I wouldn't let him cum in me, I made up for it by letting him have my ass. At first it was painful, but as I got used to it, I grew to love it." Again Allison paused and looked at her son. She almost thought she saw a look of wonder on his face. "Anyway, we've had sex in my office, in his office, in my car, in his car, almost anywhere you could imagine. The only place we hadn't done it was in my own bed."
"So much for that," Chris said. It was meant to be flippant and light, but it came out angrily.
"I'm sorry about that. I feel so guilty." Allison came back over to the bed and sat down. She took Chris's hand again. "Can you ever forgive me?"
Instead of answering Chris said, "Do you love him?"
Allison got a strange look on her face. "Jason? Of course not. He's happily married with two small kids. It was just sex. You know about that don't you?"
"Yeah, I guess I do."
"Are... are you and Melissa sexually active?"
Chris barely realized the conversation had turned to him. "Yes... well, in a way."
Allison smiled. "What 'way'?"
"Uh... I mean I do her... you know with my mouth, but she doesn't do me. She gives me hand jobs, but says sucking is dirty."
"That's a switch. Most of the time it is the other way around. Girls will suck boys, but they won't reciprocate."
"I guess I'm different. I love to do it." Suddenly his face turned red. "This is embarrassing Mom. Guys don't talk to their mother's like this."
Allison smiled again. "Well, let's be different. If you can't talk to your mom, whom can you talk to?" She laughed for the first time. "Chris, I'm sorry again about hitting you. Also, I was out of line calling you that name... you know... pervert. I didn't really mean it. I know that you are a young man with raging hormones so I guess it's not that unusual that you would want to look at me or... or you know... use my panties." It was Allison's turn to turn red.
Chris's face flushed as well.
"So where do we go from here?" she asked.
"I'm not going to tell Dad, if that's what you mean."
Allison closed her eyes and sighed in relief. "Thank you sweetheart. I'm not going to see Jason any more," she said. Tears formed in her eyes again. "Can I have a hug?" She opened her arms.
Chris scooted forward on the bed and wrapped his arms around his mother. Suddenly he could feel her soft breasts against his chest and smell the scent of her hair. His penis began to twitch again. By the time they pulled apart, his jogging shorts had a tent in them.
Allison realized that Chris was uncomfortable and she looked down and saw the reason. She wasn't really surprised to see that he had an erection. She smiled and shook her head as if he were a naughty boy.
"Sorry," Chris said in embarrassment.
"We'll have to talk about that too," she said, glancing down at his groin.
"Uh... sure," he answered, not really sure what "that" meant.
Allison got up to walk out of the room. As she did she turned back to Chris and saw his eyes on her ass. "Is this skirt too tight on me? I think I've gained a little weight," she said as innocently as she could.
"Uh... no, it looks great... I mean... you have a great as... uh... you know... backside."
"Thanks sweetie. You can say ass," she said with a wide smile. She came back over to him, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the lips. "Do you have any interest in going shopping with me? I need some new things." She had her arms on his shoulders and was but inches from his face, looking into his eyes.
"Yeah, sure," Chris said. "I mean... I don't have anything planned today."
Allison was surprised by his answer because she knew that shopping was the last thing a teenager wanted to do. "Get ready and I will see you downstairs in a few minutes." She kissed him on the lips again, but this time it lasted a little longer... just a second longer than it should have. Then she looked at the small cut on his lip. "I'm sorry about that," she said and touched his lip with her fingers. Then she kissed the spot tenderly, then his lips again. Incredibly, her tongue came out without her thinking and she touched his lips with the tip. When she realized what she had done, she pulled away quickly. Then she looked down again and saw still the throbbing tent in his shorts. She leaned over close to his ear and whispered, "There are some panties in my hamper." But then quickly added, "Actually the red ones that will be there tonight will be fresher." She laughed when Chris's face turned red. She hadn't realized how much fun it was to tease him.
"Mommmmmm!!!" Chris whined, yet his heart was thumping in his chest.
Chapter 6
Chris and his mother went to the mall that afternoon, stopping in almost every store it seemed. However, strangely, he didn't mind. For the first time in his life he liked shopping. Actually it wasn't the shopping, but rather being with his mother that he liked. He watched her closely, enjoying her shy smiles and flushes of embarrassment as she tried on various outfits. When she would come out of the dressing room with a dress or blouse on, Chris would give thumbs up or down. It became obvious that he preferred the tighter dresses and skirts, as well as the short ones. The beauty of it was that he got to stare at his mother without her being offended. Since the night he had caught her with her lover, he had secretly looked at her whenever he got the opportunity. However, he always had to be careful in fear that she would catch him. Now he could stare without worrying that she would get angry. Not only could he look, but also he could make her turn this way and that to give him a better view from all angles. And, he liked what he saw. Her full breasts and trim hips were like those of a much younger woman. He realized that she had kept herself in very good shape and that she was very sexy. Strangely, it never occurred to him that his mother could be sexy or, God forbid, turn him on. Yet as he sat and watched her try on dresses, slacks, sweaters, blouses and shorts, he found himself getting excited. He had to cross his legs on several occasions to keep her from seeing his growing erection. If she noticed, however, she gave no indication.
Chris particularly liked the dresses at Victoria's Secrets. When his mother came out of the dressing room with a tight red dress on, Chris had to whistle. It was bright red and had thin shoulder strap with a V-cut top, revealing the top of her breasts. However, because it was cut so low, the top of her lacy bra showed. The bodice was form fitting to her breasts and waist, hugging both her hips and well-defined thighs.
"It's not too tight, is it?" she asked.
"Uh... no," Chris gulped. Then he added boldly, "It looks great on you. But, the bra has to go. Turn around."
Allison turned around and looked back over her shoulder at her son.



Gathering up his courage he said, "Hmm, I think the panties have to go too. You can see the outline."
Allison looked at him with surprise, but then she smiled and said, "Wait." She hurried into the dressing room, returning a couple of minutes later. "What about now?"
Chris felt his heart flutter. He could see that she had removed the bra. Her nipples were hard and poking though the top. "Mu... much better," he stuttered.
"What about this," she said and turned her back to him again.
No panty line.
Chris couldn't help the erection that grew in his pants when he realized that his mother was naked under the outfit. There was nothing between his eyes and her naked body but the thin dress. Every curve was defined. If she had dimples on her ass cheeks, he would have been able to see them. "Wor... works for me," he said, trying to be cool, as he stared at the smooth backside of his mother.
The rest of the afternoon was a blur to Chris. They went from store to store, sometimes finding something they both liked and sometimes not. Their conversation was light and more like a man and woman rather than mother and son. They people watched, whispering about this guy or that girl. Through it all, Chris noticed that his mother seemed genuinely happy for the first time since he could remember. She smiled a lot and her eyes twinkled like they did before his father's surgery. She somehow seemed content and was warmer to him as well. It wasn't a secret that their relationship had been strained, even before the incident.
Several hours and multiple shopping bags later, Chris and his mother went to the car. They stopped at a small restaurant and had a late lunch.
"I must have spent a fortune today," she said. "I don't know what got into me. I normally don't spend a lot of time shopping for clothes."
"I know," Chris said before he thought.
His mother got a pensive look on her face. "I guess I've needed to upgrade my wardrobe for some time huh?"
"Uh... well... yeah," Chris answered uncomfortably.
She reached over and touched his hand. "It's nice to have someone that I care about appreciate it."
Chris saw something in his mother's eyes... some emotion that he couldn't quite identify. He quickly changed the subject.
As they talked, Chris noticed for the first time the looks that his mother got from men. He realized how attractive she was to other men, and suddenly felt a strange emotion himself. One he was not accustomed to: jealousy! He knew it was crazy... this was his mother, not his girlfriend... but he couldn't shake the feeling. As they left the restaurant, he found himself putting his arm around her waist protectively, maybe to show the guys that she wasn't available.
His mother looked at him with a smile and actually moved closer until he could feel her hip brushing his. His face turned red but he kept his hand around her waist, enjoying the warmth of her skin under the silky material of her top.
When they arrived home, Allison gave Chris another fashion show. She was like a teenager, trying on each of her outfits again, asking which ones were appropriate for work and which ones were not. Was he sure that this one or that one wasn't too tight or too short? Could he see through the top? And the most loaded question... Does this make me look fat? Chris danced through each question diplomatically. He told her that his favorite dress, the red one, was definitely not appropriate for work. She had taken off her bra and panties again to model it for him. He found himself wondering if she were going to put the panties back on tonight or not.
By the end of the day, Chris was mentally and physically exhausted. He was surprised that shopping could take so much out of him. Maybe it was because he had been on an emotional roller coaster all for a week. He fought the anger in the beginning and now sexual urges that his mother had brought on. Not to mention the jealously that had surprised him so much.
Later as they sat in the family room with his father, Chris said, "I think I'm going to turn in early Mom."
"Okay sweetie," she said. "I hope I didn't tire you out too much today. Shopping can be very strenuous," she laughed.
"Tell me about it," he returned with a wide smile and kissed her quickly before heading to his room. However, as he got to his door, he glanced at the stairs and then turned and went quickly to his mother's room and into the bathroom. Inside the clothes hamper, he found what he was looking for... a pair of red panties that she had most likely worn today. That was confirmed when he saw that they were still damp. He wondered briefly if his mother had been as excited as he was today. Then he dismissed it and hurried back to his own room where he quickly stripped naked and laid down on the bed. He wrapped the warm silk around his shaft and began an up and down motion with his hand. It took but a few seconds for him to get an erection.
His thoughts quickly turned to his mother and that red dress... or more specifically, that she had been naked underneath. Then he saw her naked in his mind, posing in front of him. His imagination worked overtime as he envisioned her kneeling on the bed between his legs, her hands on his hard penis, slowly stroking him and her mouth hovering over it, drooling.
With the panties wrapped around the head he fantasized that it was his mother's mouth caressing him now. As he ran the damp and silky material over the swollen head, he could almost hear the sound of her sucking lips. His hand began to move faster as his excitement increased rapidly. Although he wanted it to last longer, it was impossible. The excitement had been building all day.
"Oh God," he hissed as his body tensed and lifted from the bed. His penis throbbed and began to spit his seed into the air. It flew high and splattered across his chest and down his stomach, hitting with a splat. The spurts were powerful and heavy, spraying his thick cream over a wide area. It seemed that it would never stop. When it finally did, he had sperm all over his chest, hands and the panties, which were still wrapped around his shrinking penis.
A moan of relief and remorse escaped Chris's lips. He looked down at the mess he had made and felt ashamed. Not because he had masturbated, but because it was the thought of his mother that he had made him climax. It was all wrong. He wasn't supposed to feel desire for his own mother. He threw his arm over his eyes as if blocking the light would give him comfort.
It was at that moment that he heard a light tapping at his door. His eyes flew open and realized that he had not locked the door. A second later it opened and his mother walked in. Chris closed his eyes quickly, willing himself to lie still and pretend to be asleep. He was mortified, but there was nothing he could do except hope that she would leave quickly.
Chris tried to control his breathing as he felt rather than saw his mother's presence. He could tell that she was standing close to the bed, looking at him. He had been caught with her panties wrapped around his penis and his cum splattered all over the place. He was a "pervert".
He could hear her breathing. Taking a chance, he opened his eyes just a fraction and saw the strange sight of his mother staring down at him. Her eyes weren't on his face.
Allison had a smile on her face as she walked up the stairs to say good night to Chris. She wanted to thank him for a wonderful day. She couldn't remember when she had had such fun or enjoyed conversation so much. When she tapped on the door and heard no answer, she assumed that Chris had dozed off. However, since there was still a light on in the room, she thought that he might not mind her stopping in to kiss him good night again.
She had barely stepped into the room when she stopped in her tracks. Her hand went to her mouth to cover a gasp of surprise. Her son was lying naked with her panties wrapped around his penis and the obvious results of a recent climax on his chest and stomach. Although she had said that her panties would be in the hamper, it had been a flippant remark and not meant to be taken literally. Allison stood frozen for several moments. She knew that she should just turn and leave but something stopped her, driving her to step closer. Until that moment she had not admitted to herself that being with Chris today had been more than good conversation and shopping... it had been sexually exciting. It started earlier in the day when she had stepped out of the dressing room without panties or bra and saw Chris's surprised look. It brought on a familiar stirring between her legs. As soon as she was back in the dressing room she had to put her panties back on for fear that her juices would be running down her legs. The panties had done the job, although the crotch was soaked within seconds. Now, as she looked at the sight before her, she wished that she had put on another pair after her bath as she could now feel her juices begin to seep from between her rapidly swelling lips.
With increasing excitement she edged closer, her eyes scanned down her son's well-defined body. She knew that he was athletic and a handsome boy at over six foot one, but it had been some time since she had actually seen him naked... maybe when he was eight or nine. His chest was well developed and his stomach rippled with muscles... now glistening with his sperm. Her eyes moved down to his still large but shrunken penis. It lay curled in her panties, along with the evidence that he had recently climaxed. There was a dribble of juice running from the head. He had obviously fallen asleep moments after his climax. Allison was very familiar with that male trait.
Suddenly she could actually smell the familiar odor of semen. It made her light headed. Her vagina quivered and her legs trembled. She could still see her own wetness on the gusset of the panties twisted around the head of her son's penis.
Chris could barely breathe. He was afraid that if he took the deep breath that his lungs were demanding his mother would know that he was awake. Through barely closed eyes he watched her, afraid to move a muscle. He expected her to turn and run from the room any second. When she didn't, he began to feel excitement again. While it was embarrassing and mortifying for him to let her see him like this, her reaction or lack of reaction caused an unwanted excitement wash over him
With muscles tightening, Chris moaned and squirmed on the bed. When his mother still didn't leave he felt his shaft begin to lengthen. As his penis grew, the panties caught on the ridge and followed it to hardness... until they were hanging from the head. Finally he heard a gasp. His shaft pulsed with excitement, matching his heartbeat. Chris watched as his mother's hand reached out to him.
"Chris honey, wake up," she whispered as her trembling hand touched his shoulder.
Chris had no choice. He opened his eyes and then with a start he gasped, "Mom!" feigning surprise. He quickly reached for a sheet to pull over him.
"Don't do that," she said, grabbing his hand. "You've obviously had a little accident." A strange look came to her face.
"Mommmm!" Chris moaned, embarrassed beyond belief.
"Sorry honey, I didn't want to wake you up, but I was afraid that you would mess up the sheets."
Chris's face was beet red now.
"I'll take these back to the hamper," she said and reached for the panties hanging from his penis. Her fingers accidentally touched the hot skin of his shaft and she pulled back like she had been burned. With the panties in her hand she turned on rubbery legs and quickly left the room.
Chris had almost climaxed at the gentle brush of her fingers. He closed his eyes, wondering how he was going to look his mother in the eye again. She was right; he was a pervert.
Chris didn't see his mother rush into the bathroom and use the cum drenched panties to masturbate with.
Chapter 7
Sunday morning Chris came downstairs to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal. He found his mother sitting at the table dressed in a tight pink jogging suit that she had bought the day before. She was reading the paper.
Chris walked in quietly and got a bowl of cereal and sat at the table. His mother didn't look at him, hiding her face behind the paper. At that moment he wanted to be anywhere but there. However, he knew that he had to face her sometime.
"Going jogging?" he asked and saw his mother lower the paper. She had almost a relieved look on her face. It was obvious that she was as uncomfortable he was.
"Yes, I thought I would. It's sunny and fairly mild outside."
"It's been a pretty mild winter," he answered, making small talk.
"I hope it continues. What're you doing today?"
"Nothing much. I thought I'd go over to the field and practice with Jeff and Andy."
"Are you going to be home for dinner tonight?"
"No, Melissa and I are going to get a pizza and then come back here and watch a movie."
Allison's expression changed almost immediately and she said "Oh... that's nice." However, her voice betrayed her obvious disappointment.
"Well, I guess I'd better get warmed up if I'm going to get my run in this morning." With that Allison stood up and walked over to the glass sliding door leading to the deck. Instead of going outside to do her warm up exercises, she stood at the window and began to stretch. The sun reflecting through the window outlined her trim shape, detailing every curve.
Chris pretended that he was reading the paper as he ate his cereal. However, he found it difficult to keep his eyes on the print. As he secretly watched, his mother stood with her back to him and bent over to touch her toes. The tight pink jogging sweats stretched over her ass, eventually pulling between her cheeks. It was apparent that she didn't have panties on as each globe shook freely under the stretched cotton. She remained in that position with her fingers touching her toes for several seconds before standing up and then going down again. Chris was almost drooling by the time she had done twenty repetitions. Then she turned sideways and stepped forward with one leg, while stretching the other out behind her. It was a classic exercise to stretch the hamstring muscles. However, Chris wasn't thinking about hamstring muscles. As he watched, forgetting that he was staring, she went through several exercises, turning this way and that, acting oblivious to her staring son. Finally she opened the door and turned to him
"Bye," she said with a knowing smile.
Chris let out the breath he had been holding.
It was after seven that evening when Chris came home from the pizza parlor with Melissa.
"Hi Mom," he said.
"Hi Mrs. Hudson," Melissa said.
"Hello Melissa. It's nice to see you," Allison said. The greeting was without warmth in her voice as she almost glared at the pretty teenager with her son. She was wearing an impossibly short skirt and a tight blue sweater. Her nipples were already hard and poking through, showing that she wasn't wearing a bra. Allison wondered if she was wearing panties... probably not.
"Where's Dad?"
"You're father's upstairs in his study."
Chris smiled. "We're going into the family room to watch a movie," Chris said, holding up a video. Then he turned and smiled at his date. "See you later Mom," he added and ushered his date quickly down the hall and into the family room. However, he didn't miss the look his mother gave Melissa.
The lights were out in the family room, the movie had long ago ended and the TV was off.
"Mmmm," Melissa murmured as Chris's hand snaked under her sweater. Their lips were pressed together with their tongues dueling.
Chris pulled away. "I love your tits," he whispered as his hand covered one large orb. He found her nipples and began to play with them.
"Oh God that's making my pussy leak," Melissa hissed. "Suck them."
Chris didn't have to be told twice. He pushed the sweater up and freed both large breasts. His head dropped and he took one hard nipple into his mouth. He sucked on that one for a long time before moving to the other.
"God you're so good with your mouth."
That was the signal that Chris was waiting for. He knew what she wanted. His lips went back to hers and he kissed her hard. She was breathless and squirming on the sofa when the kiss ended. "Suck me," she gasped. "Suck my pussy."
"I'd love to. Will... will you... will you do me then?" he asked hesitantly. They had had this conversation many times before.
"You know that I don't do that," she said.
"But I always do you. Come on Melissa, I won't cum in your mouth."
Melissa fell silent for a moment. "You know what Billy Anderson did to me."
Chris knew. He had heard it a hundred times. Billy had forced Melissa to suck him and shot his cum down her throat. But that was over a year ago. "I know, but I'm not Billy."
Again Melissa was quiet. "If you promise not to cum in my mouth."
Chris almost leaped off the sofa. "I promise," he agreed quickly.
"All right, but you have to eat me good," she said and smiled.
In a flash Chris slid to his knees in front of Melissa. He looked up at her with a big smile on his face and pushed her tiny skirt up her thighs. She spread her legs and lifted up, letting him push her skirt to her waist. Chris looked between her legs and gasped. She wasn't wearing panties and her pussy was already dripping. It was dark in the room, as it always was when he ate her... Melissa preferred it that way... but he could still see the soft down of her pubic hair and the glint of juice.
Suddenly, for no apparent reason, Chris began to imagine that it wasn't Melissa's vagina he was glaring at... it was his mother's. His already hard penis pulsed in his pants as his shaking hands slid up her thighs, pushing them wider. He used his thumbs to open her swollen lips, revealing the pink inner flesh. As his mouth moved forward, he could see the shaven lips of his mother's sex. His mouth watered.
"Oh yes," Melissa gasped as Chris's mouth found her lips. "Suck me, suck me, suck me," she gasped.
Chris didn't hear her. All he could think of was the fat and sexy lips that he knew were between his mother's legs.
Melissa's hips lifted from the sofa and her legs flew up to wrap around his shoulders.
Chris was imprisoned in her warm flesh. Her thighs covered his ears as her sex lips spread across his cheeks. He sucked the inner lips first before he plunged his tongue deep into her juicy hole. His head began to spin from taste as he lost himself between her legs. He loved to eat pussy... it was that simple. However this time, with the thoughts of his mother in his head, it was better than ever.
"Oh God," Melissa gasped as Chris found her clit. It only took her a minute to climax. She squeezed her legs tight and grabbed his hair, pulling his face to her convulsing sex.
Chris barely noticed. Even as her climax waned, he continued to suck her.
Three or four climaxes later, Melissa pushed Chris's head from between her legs. "Whew," she gasped as her legs fell from his shoulders.
With a dazed look on his face, Chris sat back, running the back of his hand across his dripping mouth. For a moment he was disoriented. He looked up and saw Melissa looking strangely at him.
"God, what got into you?" she asked. "You're always good, but that was incredible."
Obviously Chris wasn't going to tell her that he had been thinking of his mother. He said, "It's because you're going to suck me." It was a good answer.
"Oh," Melissa said, remembering her promise.
Chris moved up to the sofa and unzipped his pants, pulling his pants and underwear down to his ankles.
With a sigh of resignation, Melissa reached over and grasped his rampant penis.
Suddenly the room light flashed on. "Oh, I'm sorry," Allison said. "I didn't know that you were still here Melissa."



"Mom!!!" Chris screamed.
Melissa's eyes grew wide and she froze. Her sweater was still above her breasts, her legs were spread and her skirt was around her waist. With her sex still swollen and wet, and saliva on her thighs, it was obvious what they had been doing.
"Mrs. Hudson!" Melissa screamed. The young girl jumped up, pushing her skirt down and trying to cover her breasts. She ran out of the room toward the safety of the bathroom.
Chris struggled to get his pants up his thighs. "Mom, what are you doing?" he screamed angrily.
"I'm so sorry sweetie. I thought you had gone up to bed," she lied.
"Jesus Christ." The words spit from his lips. He buckled his belt and hurried past his mother. By the time he got to the bathroom, Melissa had fixed her clothing and was heading for the door. "Melissa," he said reaching for her.
"Don't!" she hissed, shrugging her shoulders away from him. She turned and hurried out of the house.
"I'll take you home," Chris yelled after her.
"Don't bother. I'll call my sister."
The door slammed in Chris's face.
Chris turned and stomped up the stairs to his room. He couldn't believe what his mother had done. He was as angry as he had ever been.
Chris was still seething as he lay on the bed. He heard a tapping on his door and knew that it was his mother. He didn't answer, but he had left the door unlocked.
It opened slowly.
"Chris," Allison said as she peeked into the room.
Chris didn't acknowledge her as he continued to lie on the bed with a sheet across his waist. He didn't have a shirt on and his hands were behind his head with his eyes staring at the ceiling.
Allison came into the room. "Chris," she whispered again as she walked over to the bed. "I'm sorry."
Chris's eyes, flashing daggers, turned to her. He clenched his teeth and said, "Sure you are Mother. You're sorry you ruined everything. Are you trying to destroy my life? I'll be the laughing stock all over school now."
Allison suddenly felt bad. But not as bad as she should have. She sat gently on the bed next to Chris. She conjured up a tear in her eye. "I am sorry. I thought you and Melissa had left."
"That's a lie mother. You knew that we were still there. Why did you do it?" Suddenly Chris knew the answer; she was jealous. However, he didn't realize that her jealousy was aimed at Melissa. "You're jealous," he said. "I screwed up your love nest with Jason and you wanted to punish me."
"That's not true!" Allison responded truthfully, fighting her own anger at his mention of Jason. "I told you it was an accident."
"Right!" Chris paused before he said, "I'd finally talked her into... into... suc... oh fuck it!"
"Chris, don't talk to me like that!" Allison said, raising her voice.
Chris grew silent, looking up at the ceiling again and then he closed his eyes. Suddenly he opened them again when he felt his mother's hand on his thigh. He could feel electricity from of her hand through the thin sheet. In spite of his anger, his penis began to harden.
"I am sorry Chris. I shouldn't have done it," she said, calling on as much remorse as she could find. Her hand began to move idly on Chris's thigh, squeezing and caressing him gently. "I wish I could make it up to you."
Suddenly the room grew thick with tension.
Chris was afraid that his mother would be able to hear his heartbeat. His penis was now fully erect and pulsing, making a tent in the sheets. It hadn't taken much to make him stiff, as he was still excited from eating Melissa. In fact, he could still smell her and taste her on his lips.
Allison's fingers grasped the sheet and began to slowly pull it down.
Both of them watched as the sheet moved over his waist, revealing his white boxer briefs with the bulge in the center. There was already a large wet spot on the cotton from earlier activity
When the sheet was at his knees, Allison's hand went back to his thigh, this time touching the bare flesh. Her fingernails gently scratched him in a circular motion.
Chris felt the blood rushing to his head. He watched as his mother's soft hand continued to crawl up his thigh and then over the pulsing tent in his shorts. "Oh Jesus," he gasped when she wrapped her fingers around his covered shaft.
Without a word, Allison began to slowly move her hand up and down, sliding the wet cotton material over the long shaft.
Chris's mouth was open and he was gasping for breath.
Allison scooted closer to her son until she was close enough to lean over him. Her eyes met his. "I want to make it up to you," she whispered as her lips moved closer still.
It almost appeared to Chris that his mother was going to kiss him. Then she did. Her lips touched his and his eyes closed. He couldn't believe it. His mother had her hand wrapped around his cock and was kissing him. Without a conscious thought, his mouth opened and her tongue entered. "Mmmm," Chris moaned and his arms came from behind his head and around his mother's back. Suddenly their lips were devouring each other's. A vague thought occurred to Chris... he still had Melissa's pussy juice on his lips... he wondered if she could taste it. The thought thrilled him and almost made him climax.
Allison pressed her braless breast to her son's chest. Her chest was heaving up and down with her own excitement.
Chris didn't know where he was anymore... he was floating somewhere warm and wonderful... someplace he never thought he would ever go. Suddenly he felt his mother's hand searching for the waist of his shorts. Her fingers tickled his stomach as they slipped underneath. "Mmmmpppphhhh!!!" he gasped into her mouth as her warm hand encircled the hot flesh of his penis.
"Mmmmm," it was Allison's turn to moan. Her hand squeezed his long shaft as her tongue plunged in and out of her son's mouth. She was lost in the sensation as well.
It didn't take long for Chris to feel his crisis nearing. His almost overflowing balls churned in their sacks, demanding release. He could feel it coming. He could feel his hot juice begin the journey up the shaft and wanted to warn his mother, but he couldn't bear to pull his mouth form her soft and searching lips. Instead he moaned louder.
When Allison felt him tense, she pulled her lips from his. "That's it. That's it, cum for me," she whispered as her hand moved faster.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" Chris gasped as his cum began to rocket from the head of his shaft. It blasted from the slit and across his mother's pumping hand. Pulse after pulse sent his thick cream into his shorts.
Finally when the last drop was squeezed from his deflating penis, Allison pulled her hand from under his shorts. It was covered in her son's sticky cream. She looked at him and stood up. "I'm sorry I messed up your evening with Melissa."
Chris's mouth was open again, like a fish out of water. He watched his mother leave.
Allison stepped out of the room and fell against the wall. Her heart was pounding in her chest. She couldn't believe what she had just done... or how exciting it had been. She tried to chastise herself but the excitement still running though her veins wouldn't allow it. She closed her eyes and tried to catch her breath.
A million things were running though her head. What was she thinking? Had she lost her mind? Had she really jerked her own son off? When she lifted her hand and saw his thick cream on her fingers she knew that it was true. She could even smell it. With a quiet moan, almost a whine, she brought the fingers to her lips. She rubbed the warm juice across her suddenly dry lips before bringing her tongue out to taste it. With a louder moan she began to lick the juice from between her fingers. Suddenly, when she swallowed, tremors began to rush through her. Her legs began to shake and finally gave out. Her body slipped down the wall until she hit the floor on her butt. An incredible climax rushed through her.
Chapter 8
The jangling alarm awoke Chris with a start the following morning. He had fallen asleep right after his mother left. It took him a moment to clear his head. When he did, the events of the previous night rushed back to him. He remembered Melissa's anger, but far stronger was the memory of what his mother had done. He could still feel her lips on his and her hand on his cock. When he looked down, he could see the sperm that had dried on his penis and pubic hair. His penis twitched and threatened to start to grow.
He had to get up for school and dragged himself from the bed to the shower.
A few minutes later, feeling refreshed, he went downstairs. He saw his Dad at the breakfast table as usual reading the newspaper. His mother was at the stove fixing pancakes. With great trepidation he entered the kitchen.
"Morning Dad... Mom." His father said good morning without looking over the paper. His mother turned around and looked at him. There was a look of concern on her face. Chris stared at her blankly. He wasn't sure how she felt about last night... he wasn't entirely sure how he felt. In spite of being uncomfortable, he found himself thinking about his mother's kiss and how soft her lips felt. A slight smile crossed his lips. Then he saw his mother smile. They both looked at his father, but he wasn't paying attention.
Allison walked over with a stack of pancakes and sat them on the table. "Are you and Melissa doing anything tonight for Valentine's Day."
Chris was surprised by the question. He had a reservation for dinner with her, but figured that it wasn't going to happen. "I'm not sure. After last... uh... I'm not sure she is going to be able to make it now."
"That's too bad. I'm sure you're Dad didn't have anything planned for us tonight." Allison glanced at Bradley and saw his eyes look over the paper at her.
"Sorry," he said sheepishly. "Do you want to do anything?"
"No that's fine," she said. But it wasn't fine. However, it was expected. She looked at Chris again. "Well, if Melissa blows you off," she smiled at her use of words, "I'm available... and I have that pretty new red dress to wear."
Chris though of the dress and remembered how his mother looked in it. "Uh... thanks Mom... I guess I'll find out today."
"Well, give me a call and let me know as early as you can."
"Sure," Chris said as he dug into a stack of pancakes. Suddenly he hoped that Melissa was still mad at him.
At school, Chris found Melissa at her locker. "Hey," he said.
She looked at him with a scowl and didn't respond as she pulled books from her locker.
"Listen, I'm sorry about last night... it was an accident." When she still didn't respond he said, "Are you going to talk to me anymore?"
Melissa sighed and turned to him. "Last night was... was the worst night of my life. I can never even look in your mother's face again."
"She's cool with it now."
"But I'm not. It's too creepy. I think we need to take a break."
"Fine," Chris said. "If that's the way you feel."
"That's the way I feel," Melissa said as she stormed away in a huff.
She didn't see the smile on Chris's face as he dialed his cell phone.
"I'm almost ready," Allison said when Chris knocked on her bedroom door.
"I'll be downstairs. We have ten minutes to get to the restaurant." Chris left his mother's door and went downstairs. He saw his father in the living room.
"Thanks for taking your Mom out for me Chris. I guess I screwed up again," his father said.
"No problem Dad. I don't have a date tonight anyway."
"Well, you got me out of a jam and I appreciate it. However, the truth is, she would probably rather go out with you then me. I'm an incredible bore." He walked over and put a twenty-dollar bill in his hand.
"Uh thanks," he said pocketing the cash.
At that point Chris heard something behind him and turned around. His eye opened wide when he saw his mother standing there in her new red dress. Her hair was freshly styled... almost like she had gone to the beauty salon today... and she had a pretty shade of lipstick on that matched her dress. The greenish eye shadow she was wearing emphasized the gray/green tint to her eyes. The dress was even sexier than he remembered. The bodice was cut low, revealing the soft swells of her cleavage. It hugged her hips and came down only to the upper portion of her thighs. She had on either pantyhose or nylons, Chris couldn't tell which. On her feet were matching shoes and she carried a red purse.
"Do you still like it?" Allison said, spinning around and giving him the rear view.
Chris's breath was taken away. It was obvious that she didn't have anything on underneath... just like at the clothing store. That answered another question... nylons, not pantyhose. He felt a tingling between his legs.
"That looks very nice sweetheart," Bradley said. Then he went back to reading the paper.
Allison rolled her eyes at Bradley, looked at her son and then shook her head in exasperation. "We'd better get going. Don't wait up for us Bradley," she added as she took her son's arm and they walked out of the room.
Bradley's response was a grunt.
Chris couldn't remember ever being as excited to go on a date in his life. And he did consider it a date. He had the prettiest girl... woman... in the world on his arm. When they entered the restaurant, he noticed the envious stared of the men, and some of the women. He walked his mother proudly to the table and they sat down.
Allison ordered a glass of wine for her and a coke for Chris. Then she turned to him. "Chris, I wanted to say how sorry I was about walking in on you and Melissa. It was out of line and I shouldn't have done it. I hope you can forgive me."
Chris looked at his pretty mother and his heart melted. Her eyes were like pools of water and he found himself drowning in them. "Actually Mom, I would rather be here with you than Melissa."
"You don't have to say that. I know you would rather be with your girlfriend then you old Mom."
"First of all mother, you're far from old. Actually I would say that you are in you're prime." He remembered their conversation about when women reach their sexual peak.
"Thank you sweetheart, that's what every woman wants to hear.
"Second, Melissa isn't my girlfriend anymore."
"Oh, I'm sorry," she lied.
"It's for the best. She was just a taker... always wanting me to do things to her, but never reciprocating."
Allison reached over and grabbed her son's hand. "Some women are like that. They don't realize what they have until it's gone." She stared into his eyes with meaning. "Anyway, I know that she was a... a sexual outlet for you at least."
"Mommm"," Chris complained and his face colored.
"Call me Allison tonight... please."
"All right Allison." Chris smiled. "Anyway, she always wanted me to... to... you know, use my mouth on her, but never did it to me." Chris paused and looked around, lowering his voice. "The truth is, I love to do it. The other night she said she was finally going to do me before yo... well, before she left."
"Sorry again," Allison said and smiled shyly.
"Like I said, I'd rather be with you anyway. Did I tell you how good that dress looks on you."
"Yes you did. But you can tell me as often as you want. It's a little tight... and these shoulder straps don't stay up all the time."
One of the straps had fallen down her arm to her elbow. It allowed the right corner of her bodice to slip lower.
"I'm afraid something is going to pop out if I'm not careful."
Chris raised his eyebrows and smiled in answer.
As the evening wore on, Allison continued to drink wine until she was feeling lightheaded. She didn't seem to pay as much attention to the strap of her gown either.
However, Chris did. He watched as more and more of her breast was revealed until he could almost see the brown of her nipple. At one point, she laughed and the remaining cover slipped lower, letting the entire nipple pop free. Chris stared and swallowed hard. His mother didn't seem to notice. But when he saw the waiter coming he whispered, "Mom, you're... you're showing."
Allison looked down and giggled, then she casually pulled the strap back up her arm.
When the waiter had brought their food and left, there was a pause in the conversation. As Chris ate his steak, he felt his mother's foot touch his pant leg. He thought it was an accident until in went under the leg to touch his bare leg. It wasn't an accident and she didn't have her shoe on. Chris' penis, which had become hard when he saw his mother's nipple, pulsed in his pants.
They ate their meal in relative silence. When the bill was paid... Allison insisted on paying... Chris took his mother's arm and led her to the car. When he was in the driver's seat, he put the key into the ignition and started the car.
"Chris," Allison said leaning toward her son, "I want to tell you what a wonderful Valentine's Day this has been. I can't ever remember a better one." She reached over and placed her hand on her son's cheek. Then she leaned toward him and brought her lips to his.
Chris moaned as their lips mashed together. He felt his mother's tongue on his lips and opened to let it in. Then he pushed her tongue back into her mouth with his. It was her turn to moan as she sucked on it. His hand touched her shoulder, feeling the errant shoulder strap under his fingers. Deftly he pushed it to the side until it slipped down her arm. With that, the right side of her bodice fell, uncovering not only her nipple, but also the entire breast. If Allison knew it, she gave no indication as the kiss went on for a long time.
When they parted, Allison smiled at her son. "Thanks," she said again. Then she sat back in her seat with her breast still uncovered.
Chris wasn't sure if he should tell her or not. Then he decided to just let it alone. He pulled out of the parking lot and onto the main road. As he did, he felt his mother's hand on his thigh. When he looked at her, she was staring forward and there was a contented smile on her face. Then he looked down and saw her exposed breast and excitement rushed through him. For the rest of the trip, Chris could barely keep the car on the road. His eyes were constantly drawn to her mother's partial nudity. He could plainly see her soft white breast highlighted by the streetlights as they passed. Several times, cars pulled up along side of them and he was tempted to tell her. However, his youthful horniness won out.
When they finally pulled into the driveway, Chris got out and opened the door for his mother.
"Oops," Allison said as she got out. "I guess I'm exposing myself," she said as if she hadn't realized it.
"Don't pull it up for me," Chris joked.
"All right," she said and left the breast uncovered as they walked to the house.
Chris was beside himself with excitement now. He didn't know what was going to happen when they got inside, but he was ready to explode.
When they reached the door, Allison turned to Chris and pressed her naked breast to him. "Kiss me," she whispered.
He did, long and hard. His hands wrapped around her back and he pulled her to him. As his mother's tongue entered his mouth, his hands slid down her back until they were on her thinly covered ass cheeks. He paused, waiting for admonishment. What he got was a moan. He squeezed her soft cheeks, confirming that she didn't have panties on. He almost shot his load as he pressed his hard shaft to his mother's stomach.
"We had better get off the porch before someone sees us," Allison said with a giggle.
As Chris opened the door, Allison tripped and they both stumbled into the house.
Allison giggled loudly and leaned against Chris. The she put her finger to her lips and said, "Shhhhh." She giggled again and reached down to take her high heels off. "There. Now I should be able to walk."
Chris was too excited to even answer.



"Come on," his mother said as she led him into the family room. "Let me check on you're father. I'll be right back."
Chris was almost trembling as he watched his mother leave. He sat on the sofa in the dark unable to believe this was happening to him. After about fifteen minutes, he started to wonder if his mother was coming back or not. He started to get up and look for her when he saw her come into the room. His eyes opened wide in shock. She was wearing the white blouse and tiny skirt he had seen on her when he caught her with Jason. The only difference was that her hair was not in braids. He swallowed hard and stared.
She walked over and sat next to him. "I'm sorry you didn't get what you wanted last night from Melissa. Maybe I can help."
There was a ringing in Chris's ears, making it difficult for him to understand what his mother was saying. It took him a moment to respond when her lips suddenly touched his. He moaned and opened his mouth. A second later, he felt his mother take his hand and bring it to her silk covered breast.
"Moooommm," he moaned into her mouth.
She pulled away and said, "Allison." Then she began to unbutton the blouse.
Chris's penis pulsed with each button. He watched in disbelief as she opened every button and then pulled her blouse apart.
"Suck my tit," she whispered, pulling his head down to her breast.
Chris sucked, nearly cumming in his pants. His lips devoured one nipple before moving on to the next. When he was done, both nipples were hard as rocks and dripping with is saliva. He was gasping for breath.
Allison smiled at her son and kissed his lips again. Then she whispered, "I'm going to suck your cock."
At first Chris though he had misunderstood her. He looked at her quizzically.
"I said that I'm going to suck your cock."
It took a mighty effort for Chris not to climax at her words.
Allison pushed her son back and reached for his pants. A moment later she had them and his underwear at his ankles. She pulled on pant leg from his foot, giving her room to slip between his knees. Then she grasped his throbbing shaft. She looked up at him and said, "Tell me what you want. I like to hear that."
Chris licked his dry lips and swallowed. His voice sound like a squeak at first. "Suc... suck me," he whispered.
Allison smiled and said, "Tell me more. Use nasty words."
"Oh God Mom, suck my cock."
"Mmmmm," Allison moaned and scooted forward. She held his penis in her fist and looked at it. "It's longer than Jason's," she whispered to herself. Then she pulled the head down and began to lick it.
"Oh God Mom... I can't hold... oh Jesus," Chris gasped.
Allison grabbed the base of his penis and squeezed hard. She held it tight until the throbbing stopped.
Chris sighed and looked at his mother in amazement. He didn't know that that was possible; she had stopped him from climaxing.
After a moment or two, Allison resumed licking her son. Her tongue ran up and down the shaft as her hand held it tight. She was careful not to touch the head yet.
Soon Chris was going mad with desire. "Please Mom... uh Allison," he gasped and grabbed her head.
"Tell me what you want."
"I want you to suck me," he said more forcefully than the first time.
"I'm not convinced."
"Goddamn it suck my cock," he gasped and pulled his mother's head toward his throbbing penis.
Allison moaned loudly, opened her mouth and paused above his throbbing penis.
"Suck my cock bitch," Chris said, realizing what his mother liked. "You are such a na... nasty cock sucker." He heard the words come out of his mouth before he could stop them. He froze, wondering how she was going to react. He still remembered the slap.
Allison paused and looked up at her son, her eyes filled with lust. Then she moaned and took the swollen head between her lips and sucked.
"Oh Jesus," Chris moaned. His hips humped up as he held his mother's head. "Suck it, suck it, suck it, you nasty cock sucker." It was just like in his dream.
The words ignited Allison. She moaned deep in her throat and sucked him hard. Then she looked up at him. At the same time she began a downward movement until the head of his penis was at the opening to her throat. With a deep breath, she pushed harder letting the large head slip through her constricted throat canal.
Chris watched in amazement as his cock disappeared down his mother's throat, inch by inch until her lips were in his pubic hair. Her eyes were still on him and he could see them tearing up. It had obviously been a difficult task to get his long penis down her throat. Chris could feel his balls churning and he had to close his eyes or risk cumming. He could feel the tight muscles of his mother's throat caressing every inch of his shaft. It was like nothing he had ever experienced before.
Allison held him in as long as she could before pulling back to breathe. Then she went down again. Over and over she took him into her throat; his long penis touching places that Jason could never reach. It was such a turn-on for her that she had to fight not to climax herself.
Chris held her hair, helping her to move up and down. He wanted it to last forever, but he couldn't take much more. "Mo... Allison, I can't take much more," he warned.
Allison's answer was to close her eyes and moan. She took him deep again. Then she felt him tense, she pulled up and held the head in her mouth. Her hand pumped the shaft.
"Oh God, oh God, here it comes... ahhhhhhh!!!" His balls felt like they were going to explode. They pumped his juice up the shaft in great quantities. At the end of the line, it blasted from the slit and into his mother's waiting mouth.
Allison held her mouth still, letting it fill with her son's sweet juice. It finally stopped just as her cheeks had stretched to the maximum. Then she pulled back, closing her mouth quickly.
Chris looked down at his mother with lust-fogged eyes. Then he watched as she opened her mouth. It was just like his dream again. It had to be a dream. He could see that her mouth was almost overflowing with his thick white seed. A trickle bubbled over at the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin.
Allison closed her mouth quickly and swallowed... once, twice, three times. On the third swallow, she leaned forward and grasped her son's thighs tightly. Her fingernails dug deeply into him as her body shook.
Chris looked on in amazement as his mother climaxed from swallowing his juice alone. She almost fell to the floor as convulsion racked her body. It seemed to go on for a long time... much longer than his climax had.
Finally Allison sat up. Then she wiped her mouth with a trembling hand and stood up. She swayed for a moment before she caught her balance. "You have to get to bed. You have school tomorrow."
Chris felt a tremble go through his body as he watched his incredible mother walk out of the room.
Chapter 9
As had happened a lot lately, Chris was in a daze the next morning when he got up. He knew what happened last night wasn't a dream... it had been unbelievable, but not a dream. For the first time, he found that he felt guilty. It almost seemed that he had taken advantage of his mother. She had obviously had too much to drink last night and he could have stopped things before they went too far. Unfortunately, he hadn't had the moral character and now he feared that his mother would somehow hate him.

These thoughts were running through his mind when he came down to breakfast. Like always, his mother was fixing breakfast and his father was reading the newspaper. He came in silently and sat down. When his mother turned around, he found he couldn't read her face. Was she mad, sad, or was she okay with what happened?
"Aren't you going to say good morning?" Allison said.
Bradley brought his paper down and looked at Chris then returned to reading.
"Good morning," he said in a monotone voice.
"Thanks for a wonderful evening Chris. You were a perfect gentleman."
Chris looked at his mother with surprise. I took advantage of her and made her suck my cock and I was a gentleman? he thought. "Uh... thanks... I had fun too."
Allison put scrambled eggs and sausage on the table and sat down. "Chris, do you have a little time tonight? We need to discuss a few things."
Uh oh, Chris thought, here it comes. "Uh... sure."
"Good. I've got to run now... have a big meeting this morning. Bye Bradley," she said and leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Then she leaned over Chris. First she turned her head toward Bradley and made sure the paper was still in front of his face, then she kissed Chris on the lips. It was anything but a motherly kiss. Her lips were soft, wet and warm, and filled with promise. Her tongue touched his lips for an instant.
In spite of the fact that Chris was sitting at the table in front of his father, he returned the kiss, opening his mouth for her tongue. Electricity rushed through him.
Allison pulled away quickly and said, "See you this evening sweetheart."
For the rest of the day Chris was on an emotional roller coaster. He would think about last night and get an erection. Then he would chastise himself for taking advantage of his own mother. Yet, she didn't seem to be mad at him. In fact, he could still feel her lips on his. Then he thought that maybe she would just chalk it up as a mistake and tell them that they couldn't do it anymore. That was a worst-case scenario to him. When he thought of that he felt like crying.
Chris was so distracted that he got detention that afternoon and missed lacrosse practice.
When he got home, he was almost relieved that his mother wasn't there yet. He spent the time in his room working on homework and worrying about their coming discussion.
Dinner was relatively quiet. Chris's father talked about some research that he had been chosen for by the College. It would mean he would have to be on the road for several months this summer.
When Chris looked at his mother, there was strange half-smile on her face.
After dinner, Bradley went to his study and Allison did the dishes. Chris sat in the family room watching TV.
"Chris, are you free to talk now?" Allison asked as she came into the family room a few minutes later.
"I'm not free, but I'm reasonable," he joked. His mother didn't smile.
"Maybe we had better go down to the club room where it will be a little more private."
"Okay," Chris said and preceded his mother through the door and downstairs. She turned and locked the door.
Allison sat on the sofa and patted the seat next to her. When Chris sat down, she moved closer to him and took his hand. "Chris," she said, "You know what we did yesterday, and the day before, was very dangerous and, in fact, wrong."
Chris wanted to cry. "Yes," he whispered. "I'm sorry," he added, still feeling that he had taken advantage of his mother.
Allison looked at her son with surprise. "There's nothing to be sorry about. We are both adults... and I do consider you an adult now... and we both should know better."
Chris remained silent.
"If we are going to do anything like that again, we have to be very, very careful. If your father ever caught us... well, I don't want to think about that."
"Huh?" Chris said in complete surprise.
"I said we have to be very careful if..."
He interrupted her and said, "You mean... you mean... we... you and me can... you know."
"Well, yes. But it can't go any further then it already has. I mean we can't... can't actually go all the way."
"Really?" Chris said with his eyes wide as saucers. "You'll suc... you know..."
"Yes," Allison said and actually blushed.
"Oh my God Mom," Chris said and was surprised to find tears coming to his eyes. "I thought... I thought you were going to say..."
"Say that we couldn't do anything anymore?"
"Yes."
"Well, believe me, I thought of that. What we did was crazy. But when I really thought about it, it all seemed to make sense. You see with my... my libido, it's likely that I will find someone like Jason again. It seems that relative to what we did, another affair would be far more dangerous. I mean... I think about emotional entanglements, the possibility of diseases, etc. You and I doing things seem somehow harmless... as long as we have restrictions. I know that that's sounds crazy and dangerous as well, but the alternative is even more risky."
Chris was suddenly flabbergasted. He didn't know what to say. On one hand he wanted to jump for joy like a five-year-old at Christmas. On the other, his mother said he was an adult. He chose to restrain himself.
"Now, give me a kiss."
With a wide smile, Chris leaned toward his mother and kissed her lips softly. She reached behind his head and pulled his mouth to hers forcefully.
Chris took a chance and reached his hand up and touched his mother's breast. When she moaned, he took that as approval and cupped her mature breast in his open hand. Soon the two of them were squirming on the sofa and kissing like horny teenagers. Chris's hand found the opening to her blouse and slipped inside. He moaned when his hand snaked down under her bra.
The sounds of the two kissing grew in the otherwise quiet room.
However, when Chris dropped his hand to his mother's thigh, she grabbed his hand and pulled her lips from his.
"Behave. That's a no no," she said with a smile. "Now, I have some work to do. I'll stop by to tuck you in bed after your father goes to sleep."
With a last peck on the lips, Allison got up and let her excited son sitting in the basement with a hard on.
Chris was almost going crazy in anticipation, as he lay naked in his bed waiting for his mother to "tuck him in." His penis was already hard and tenting the sheet. He was afraid to touch it for fear that he would climax. When he finally saw the door open he almost sighed with relief.
Allison stepped into the room wearing a short purple silk bathrobe. It was tied at the waist, holding the shiny material together.
Chris eyes stared at his mother as she moved toward him. He could see her unencumbered breasts giggle as she walked, telling him that she didn't have a bra on. Her nipples were already hard and poking through the material. His penis throbbed and juice dripped onto his stomach.
"Whew, I thought he would never go to sleep," Allison said as she came over to the bed and sat down. Then she looked down and saw the raised sheet and smiled. "You're obviously glad to see me."
"Yes," Chris answered almost breathlessly. Then he watched as his mother's hand reached out to grasp his erection. "Ohhh!" he moaned.
"Let me see it," she said and quickly pulled the sheet to his knees. "Oh my!" she gasped. Her hand took possession of the throbbing shaft.
"Mom... be... be careful," Chris warned.
She smiled and turned to crawl onto the bed to kneel between his legs. Then she placed both hands gently on his penis, running them slowly up and down.
"Mom... can I... can I see your... your breasts," Chris stuttered.
Allison looked at her son and smiled. "I don't see why not. With that she shrugged the robe from her shoulders, letting it fall down her arms. She paused with the top section of her breasts exposed. Then she pushed her arms together, lifting her two orbs for him.
Chris moaned as his eyes stared at the soft swells of flesh. Then he watched as his mother slowly untied the belt and let the robe come open. "Oh God," he moaned. Now both breasts were on display.
Allison lifted her breasts with both hands, as if holding them out to her son. "My nipples are really sensitive," she said and tweaked them between her thumb and forefingers. Her eyes closed and a little moan escaped her lips. When she opened them again, they were filled with fire. "I want to suck your cock now sweetie. I want you to cum in my mouth." With that she dropped her head and stuck out her tongue. First she ran it up and down the shaft, collecting the stream of juice running from the head. Then she circled the ridge with the tip, making the fat shaft throb. Finally she took the head into her mouth.
Chris squeezed his eyes shut, trying desperately not to cum. He could feel his mother's tongue going wild on the head of his penis. Then she used her teeth to gently bit the head. "Oh God Mom," Chris gasped in warning.
Slowly Allison took the long shaft to the back of her throat. When the swollen head reached the breach she paused and took a breath. Then she pushed down hard, taking the entire shaft into her throat.
"Ohhhhhh Goddddd!!!" Chris screamed. He felt the juice in his balls boiling over. Suddenly, there was no stopping him. His hips lifted from the bed, pushing his penis deeper into his mother's throat. His sperm blasted from the head and down her throat.
When Allison realized that Chris was cumming, she quickly pulled back. She didn't want it to go down her throat where she couldn't taste it. Instead, she wanted it in her mouth where she could savor it. She grabbed the shaft tight in her fist and pumped it. The second, third and fourth volleys filled her mouth and coated her tongue with the strong flavor of his sperm. She sealed her lips around the crown, insuring that nothing escaped. When she had the last drop of his juice in her mouth, she swished it around inside, insuring that every taste bud got its fair share. Then she swallowed slowly, letting the thick cream coat the back of her throat on its journey to her stomach. It was hot, sticky and tasted bitter sweet... but most importantly it was from her son's balls. She began to climax
Chris could feel his mother trembling, but the after-pleasure of his climax was too great for him to pay much attention. He vaguely remembered her kissing his lips before the left the room.
Chapter 10
Chris Hudson's world had changed in ways he could have never imagined. A few weeks ago he was a typical teenager, trying to get into his girlfriend's pants, partying with his friends, and playing lacrosse for his high school team. Suddenly he was a more mature, if still young man that was more than a little infatuated with his thirty eight-year-old mother. He no longer cared that he didn't have a girlfriend. In addition, lacrosse, always his first love, didn't mean that much to him any more either. His days were filled with daydreams of his beautiful mother and the anticipation of the last hour of the evening when she would come to him and please him with her mouth.
He wasn't sure about all mothers, especially considering the way some of his friends talked about theirs, but he thought that his was amazing. In all his young life he always believed that it was the guys whose libidos were off the scales. However, after watching his mother's enthusiasm and desire to suck him and her climaxes from giving him oral sex alone, he wondered if he had misjudged the female population. It was a real education for him and he wondered if all women were like his mother on some level. Actually though he didn't care if all women loved sex; he only cared about his mother now. He loved the fact that she was just as anxious to participate in sex as he was. It seemed that both of their desires were growing by the day. He didn't know where it was all going but he loved the ride.
Over the first several weeks, he and his mother established a ritual. During the day, they would try to control their urges, although that didn't always work because a look or touch would send them hurrying to the basement or some private alcove where she would get on her knees and suck him dry. However, most of the time, they waited until she came to his room at night.
On one occasion, Chris decided to see how far his mother would let him go. He had seen his share of porn movies and like all guys liked it when the guy would cum in the woman's face. While he thought it was probably just a guy thing, he thought he would try it on his mother. It happened one evening when had been kneeling over his mother with her sucking him. As he neared climax, he pulled his penis from her mouth and held it tight in his hand.



"What's wrong?" his mother asked.
"Uh... can... can I... can I cum on your face?" he asked sheepishly.
His mother's face broke into a wide smile. "I'd love it."
With trembling hand, Chris began to stroke his penis again, aiming it at his mother's excited face. It didn't take long before he felt his climax nearing. "Oh God, here it comes," he gasped. He squeezed the base of his penis tight, holding back the inevitable explosion as long as he could. When he let go, his juice flew from his penis and across his mother's face. The first blast flew over her head, landing in her hair and on the sheet above her head. The second and third, hit her across the forehead and some went into her eye, which fortunately she was able to close before it landed. The rest splattered on her nose and chin, with some going into her opened mouth.
When the last drop was squeezed out, Chris collapsed onto his mother. He scooted down until he was lying close to her and staring at her cum drenched face. With a sheepish laugh he used his finger to push the juice on her eyelid down her cheek and into her waiting mouth.
Allison sucked his finger clean before finally opening her eyes. She smiled and said, "Wow, you've been building that up for a long time huh?
"I guess I've been thinking about it," Chris answered with a touch of embarrassment in his voice. "You're face is a mess," he added quickly with a laugh.
"Whose fault is that?"
"Mine. But you look beautiful."
"I feel that way whenever I'm around you... whether my face is covered in cum or not."
Chris wanted to kiss his mother but her lips were covered with his juice.
When she saw his hesitation, she asked, "Are you afraid to kiss me?"
"Uh... well... I've never..."
Allison interrupted him and pulled his face down to hers, lifting her lips.
Chris only resisted for a second. When he felt her wet lips on his, excitement began to grow again. He pressed his mouth harder to her and pushed his tongue inside. He tasted the remains of his cum in her mouth. Both of them moaned and the kiss grew more passionate.
Allison pulled away to catch her breath. She said, "Well, was that so bad?"
"No, I guess not. You really love sperm huh?"
Allison nodded her head.
"What is it about sperm that you like so much. It doesn't taste that good," Chris said. The taste was still in his mouth.
Allison was silent for a moment. She got a dreamy look in her eyes and said, "I'm not sure why I love it. It started with Jason. The first few times, we only did oral sex... me giving him blow jobs. I quickly found that I loved it. Not necessarily the taste... although that's not bad... it's more about where it comes from and the fact that I've created the excitement that made it squirt into my mouth." Then she added with a laugh, "Or squirt on my face." Then she paused for a second and looked into her son's eyes. "With you, it's even more special. You're my son and it's like... like... oh, I don't know... it's like I gave you life and you're giving it back to me in the form of your sperm. Does that make any sense?"
"I think so," Chris answered. He didn't really. It was a pretty heavy conversation for a teenager. "Anyway, it's obviously not my thing, but I guess if you're willing to swallow my sperm, I should be willing to kiss you."
"That's why I love you so much," Allison said and pulled her son down to her again.
Another incident occurred several days later. His father, mother and he had been watching TV in the family room. Chris came into the kitchen with his mother to get a snack. As soon as the door closed, Chris pulled his mother too him and kissed her hard. His hands dropped down to her soft ass cheeks and he pulled her to him.
"We came in here to get a snack," she protested.
"You're my snack," he said.
"Well, behave for now." She turned from him and went to the freezer to get a bowl of chocolate ice cream.
When Chris saw her bend over he stepped up behind her and pressed his already hard penis to her ass.
"Chris, please," she said with a sigh and pushed him away gently. She got a bowl and filled it with ice cream. When she saw Chris look at the large bowl of ice cream she said, "I'm a chocolate addict... especially at certain times of the month."
"Oh," Chris said, not really knowing what she was talking about.
Suddenly Chris got a naughty look on his face. "Would you like a topping?"
"No, I'm not really into syrup on my ice cream."
"That's not the topping I was thinking of." Chris looked quickly at the door and then he reached for her hand, pulling his mother into the dinning room with him.
"Take my cock out," he whispered.
"Huh?"
"Hurry."
A light suddenly came on in his mother's eyes. "Chris, this is crazy."
"Mother, just do it... now," he said as he took the bowl from her hand. Then he saw a strange look come to her eyes that he didn't recognize. It might have been fear, or maybe it was a hint of submissiveness. He remembered her telling him about Jason making her do things. "Hurry up," he said.
With now trembling hands Allison unzipped her son's jeans, pulling his half-hard penis from his pants.
"Jerk me off into your bowl of ice cream."
"Are you kidding?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
"Come on, before Dad comes looking for us." However, he was pretty confident he would not come looking for them. Once he got into his favorite chair, he rarely left.
Allison began to slowly stroke her son's penis as he held the bowl of ice cream under the head.
"That's it, that's it, stroke my cock. Work that juice from my balls. I know you want my juice on your ice cream so you can eat it. You love my cum."
"Yes... I love your cum," Allison said with a now trembling voice.
The nastiness of what they were doing brought Chris to a crisis quickly. He closed his eyes as his mother pumped his shaft until he was ready to climax. "Oh God, I'm going to cum," he whispered through clenched teeth." Then they both watched as his juice began to shoot from the head.
Chris held the bowl below his squirting penis, catching his copious juice on top of her ice cream.
Allison found herself trembling as she watched his white cream cover the dark mounds in the bowl. When the last squirt was done, she squeezed the last drop out. Then she looked up at Chris, waiting for him to tell her what to do.
"Let's go back into the family room so you can eat your snack."
Allison followed her son back into the family room and they sat on the couch.
Chris looked at his mother as she stared into the bowl. Then he watched as she mixed up the sperm and ice cream and began to eat it. He had to smile at the look on his mother's innocent face as she secretly ate his sperm mixed with her chocolate ice cream. When she had taken several large spoonfuls, he saw her begin to squirm on the seat. Then her body began to tense and then she shuddered; he knew that she was climaxing. His father sat in his favorite chair totally unaware.
After that incident Chris began to push his relationship with his mother as far as she would allow him. He had become desperate to use his mouth on her. However, so far she had not allowed him even to touch her between her legs. They were on his bed getting ready for the nightly ritual when Chris said, "Mom I want to look at you."
"You can look at me anytime you want."
Chris rolled his eyes and said, "You know what I mean. I want to look at you down there. You've seen me plenty of times, but I have only seen glimpses of you."
Chris's request wasn't a surprise to Allison. She knew that it would be coming. "All right, but just look, no touching."
Chris watched his mother get up and walk over to stand in front of a comfortable armed chair. She shrugged off her robe, leaving her in a pair of tiny white lace panties. She was naked from the waist up.
"Model your new panties for me."
"Do you like these panties?" she said as she spun around for him. They were tight on her, hugging her hips and were cut low in front, far below her belly button. In the back, they came to just above the top of her crack and left the lower half of both cheeks exposed. They were almost see-through, allowing Chris to see the outline of her sex lips.
"I love them," Chris said honestly.
Putting her thumbs in the waistband, Allison slowly stripped the panties down her legs. She remained bent over for several seconds, teasing him. Then she stood up and paused for a moment letting Chris look at her naked body. A moment later she sat on the chair.
Chris got off the bed and moved closer. He knelt a few feet away.
Allison lifted her legs and placed them onto the arms of the chair, spreading her legs wide. She almost gasped as the cool room air found her hot sex lips. She saw her son's wide eyes and her face flushed with a combination of embarrassment and excitement. She had never felt so exposed.
Chris gasped when he saw his mother's beautiful pussy displayed before him. He had seen it from afar, but never this close. He loved the way the fat outer lips caressed the swollen inner lips. And, he especially loved that she didn't have any pubic hair. It made it so much neater and he wondered what it would feel like under his lips. He could see that his mother was excited as there was juice already bubbling from her hole. He moved closer.
"Chris," his mother warned when he was almost touching the chair.
"I can smell you." Chris reached out to touch the sensitive inner flesh of his mother's thigh. "I'm going to kiss it," Chris said in a matter-of-fact tone.
"Oh Jesus Chris, we can't," Allison protested weakly.
Chris moved closer, his face on a level with her knees; his eyes fixed on her swollen flesh as the scent drew him closer.
Allison placed her hands on her son's shoulders in a vain attempt to stop him from getting to close. However, there was no strength in her arms.
Chris ran his hands down his mother's trembling thighs until his fingers touched her smoothly shaven outer lips.
"Chrisssss," Allison protested.
Chris ignored his mother and used his fingers to open her. His penis throbbed as he gazed at her slick lips. The hole was open and pulsing with juice running between the valley of her ass cheeks. Chris saw her hole contract and wondered how he had ever come from that tiny opening. Slowly he brought his mouth closer until he could touch her with his tongue.
"Noooooo Chris," his mother whined. "Oh my God, oh my God," she cried as if helpless to stop what was happening.
Chris began to run his tongue gently up and down her slit. As the juice coated his tongue he pulled it back into his mouth and swallow. The taste almost made him climax. It was better then he had dared dream. She actually tasted sweet, so unlike his own bitter taste. Up until that time he had only tasted her on her panties and that was not fresh like this. With a moan he pushed his tongue deeply into her hole.
"Ahhhheeeee!!!" Allison screamed. Her shrill cry echoed against the walls of the room. It was fortunate that Bradley was a deep sleeper... helped by his medication... or he would have surely heard.
Chris buried his face in his mother's warm and wet groin. He was in heaven. He had always loved to eat Melissa, but his mother tasted so much better. There was no hair to get in the way... only his mother's soft, wet, and warm flesh.
Allison's bucked her hips on the chair and her hand grabbed the back of Chris's head as if he would try to escape.
Chris had no intention of moving. His mouth and tongue went to work on his mother's slick pussy. He sucked the lips, then pulled away to run his tongue up and down the grove. He found her little pee hole and tickled it with the tip of his tongue. For a moment he wished that he could push his tongue in there. Then he pulled back out before plunging deep into her flooding hole. Each time, he pulled her thick cream back into his mouth. Several times he pulled away to gaze at her now red and swollen sex lips. Chris was amazed that her clit had swollen until it had the shape of a small penis. He could barely find Melissa's. His mother's protruded from the protective covering a full half-inch and pulsed like it was alive. He wrapped his lips around it and sucked.
"Oh God Chris, eat me, suck my cunt, suck my clit, bite it," Allison hissed. Her body began to shake from head to toe.
The words hardly registered in Chris's brain. He was far too engrossed in what he was doing. Even when his mother's legs wrapped around his shoulders and squeezed his head, he barely noticed.
Allison had begun to climax when her son's mouth found her swollen clit. Her fingers dug into his scalp as her juice flooded his mouth. When that climax ended, another began and then another until she could no longer separate one from the other.
It was almost an hour later when Allison finally had to push her son's face from between her legs. Every nerve ending grown sensitive until it was almost painful. She couldn't cum anymore.
Chris sat back in a daze. His face was covered in juice from his forehead to his chin. It actually dripped from his cheeks. Whatever was on his face was what he had missed because he had swallowed a quart of her juice.
"God Chris," Allison gasped. "I've never cum that hard or for that long in my life. Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?"
"I don't know. Maybe it comes naturally from my heritage," he answered, clearly referring to his mother's oral talents.
"Come up here and give me a sloppy kiss," Allison said with a smile.
When Chris leaned over his mother to kiss her, his rock hard penis touched her stomach. The combination of her sucking lips and the touch of her warm skin almost brought him to a climax.
When Chris pulled back, they both looked down at his throbbing cock. Allison reached down and grasped in.
"Jerk me off onto your pussy."
A moan escaped Allison's lips and her eyes closed. She began to stroke him, aiming the pulsing head of his penis at her still throbbing sex lips. It only took a few stroked before Chris tensed. "Yes, cum sweetie," she whispered. "Cum on my cunt. I want your sweet cream on my pussy."
Her words brought on his climax. The hot juice shot out and splattered across Allison's shaved sex lips, covering the surface with his creamy discharge. It splattered on her stomach, outer lips and even hit her still exposed clitoris.
Chris finally fell back and watched his mother stand up in front of him. He suddenly had a close up view of his cum as it ran across her sex lips and threatened to fall to the floor. "Put you're panties back on," he said.
That same look that Chris had seen when he had her jerk him off into her ice cream came to Allison's face. She stepped away from him quickly and reached for her panties. Then she pulled them up her legs, trapping his sperm between the gusset and her sex lips. Chris saw her close her eyes in excitement. "I hear cum is good for the skin, especially after it has been ravaged. You won't have to use any cream tonight."
Chris smiled as he stared at the ass of his sexy Mom as she left the room. She had her robe over her shoulder and swayed her ass sexily. As she left the room she looked over her shoulder one last time and smiled. Chris masturbated again that night thinking of his mother lying in bed with his cum covering her pussy and soaking into the panties.
The following day Chris's mother told him that they had gone too far last night. She said that he would have to be satisfied with her doing it to him or they would be forced to stop. Chris would have been worried, but the conviction of her words didn't sound very strong. Besides he figured that she needed to try to act in control, to be the adult. Yet when she was sexually excited... well, Chris was learning more about his mother every day.
For the rest of the week they followed the general routine. She came to his room and sucked him off. The only difference was that she would take off her panties and lay with him. Chris liked that. It seemed so intimate to be naked and in bed with his mother.
On Saturday morning, Chris was asleep when his door opened. He didn't hear his mother come into his room. The movement on his bed brought him awake. He was confused hen he opened his eyes saw his mother straddling his chest. She was naked and her vagina was but inches from his chin. "What... uh what's going on?" he asked sleepily.
"Eat me... please," his mother said breathlessly. "I've been thinking about it all week and it's driving me crazy."
Chris's sleepy face broke into a wide grin. However, his smile was covered as his mother lifted up and sat her already wet vagina on his face. A second later he began to suck her.
"God yes Chris. Suck me, suck my sweet cunt," she gasped as she squirmed her wet flesh on his face.
Chris couldn't think of a better way to wake up. He stuck his tongue deep inside his mother and swirled it around. Her juice ran in a stream from her hole and into his waiting mouth. There was so much of it that he could barely swallow fast enough to keep up. However, he thought it would be a great way to die.
Allison began to buck her hips on her son's face, smearing her juice from chin to forehead. She found the tip of his nose with her clit. Her hips moved in a circle, letting his nose tickle her clit while his tongue foraged for her juice. It didn't take long for her to reach her peak. "Oh I'm cummmmmmiiiiiinnnnnngggg," she screamed. Bradley was on the golf course so she didn't have to worry about noise. The room quickly filled with her grunts of pleasure and the squishing sound of her wet pussy rubbing on her son's accommodating face. Allison collapsed after multiple climaxes.
Finally Chris got to see the light again. He looked at his weakly smiling mother and said, "What a wonderful way to wake up." Then he asked, "What brought that on? I'm not complaining mind you."
"After what we did last week, I though about your mouth constantly. I figured since we had already done it once... well, you understand."
"I'm glad you changed your mind. I'll eat you anytime and any place that you want."
Allison kissed him hard. Then she crawled over him and turned with her legs spread around his head. "Eat me again while I suck you."
They both climaxed.
After that, they added the pleasure of Chris eating her before she sucked him off.
Chapter 11
It was an early spring morning when Allison and Chris's lives changed forever. Spring was in full bloom and the weather had turned unseasonably warm. The windows of the Hudson house were open and the noise of birds singing in the trees outside awoke Chris earlier than normal. He slipped out of bed and stuck his head out of a window overlooking the driveway and saw that his father had already left for his regular Saturday morning golf match. Seizing the opportunity, he quietly padded down the hall and slowly opened the bedroom door to his mother's room. Up to that point, his mother had never allowed the two of them to have sex in her bed. He wasn't sure why since she had done it with Jason. Her explanation that it was too dangerous didn't make sense. He thought it might be because of remorse at her mistake of letting Jason do it.
Whatever her reason, he had been thinking about it for weeks and thought that it was now or never.
When he looked into the bedroom, he saw his mother lying with her body facing away from him. He stripped off his underwear and crawled into the bed next to her, lifting the sheet to see that she was naked by for a pair of tiny black panties. He snuggled up to her back in spoon fashion and slipped his arm over side to grasp her breast.
"Wh... what?" Allison exclaimed when she felt someone behind her.
"Good morning Mom," Chris whispered.
"Chris what are you doing?" Allison said in confusion, trying to turn over. "Your father..."



"He's gone to play golf," Chris said as he forced her to remain on her side.
Allison relaxed a bit but said, "You shouldn't be here."
"Why not?" Chris began to kiss his mother's neck teasingly.
"It's not right," she answered, but trembled and turned her head to give him better access to her neck.
"Turn onto your stomach," Chris said and pushed her over until she was on her stomach. He continued to kiss her neck, working his way up to her ear. He whispered, "Have you ever had your ass eaten?"
Allison gasped, but didn't answer, the words sending shock waves all the way to her groin.
"Answer me," Chris demanded and slipped his hand down to grasp her panty covered ass.
"Noooo," she hissed. It was both an answer and a protest.
"Melissa loved it. She thought it was nasty, but she loved it just the same. I used to spend hours sucking and kissing her little asshole."
"Chris," Allison gasped at his nasty words.
Chris began to move down his mother's back, stopping to kiss each the vertebrae on her back.
"Noooo," Allison moaned again, but she didn't stop him. Instead she pressed her face into the pillow, grasping it with both hands.
When Chris got to where the sheet was covering his mother's lower half, he threw it off, revealing her ass and legs. He almost gasped at the sight of her almost blemish-free form. His eyes swept down her back and over the mounds of her ass, only partially covered by her panties. He knew that he would never grow tired of the sight. With a smile Chris straddled his mother's thighs, his eyes gazing down on her sexy backside. He grasped her cheeks, massaging the silky material covering her flesh. Then he snaked his hands under the leg bands until he could cup both cheeks in his palms. He kneaded and squeezed them until the desire to see them naked was too much for him. He bent over and hooked his fingers into the waist and began to pull them down.
"Chris please," his mother pleaded. However, she lifted her hips and let him pull them down.
Chris left the panties at the tops of her thighs and bent to kiss her now bare ass cheeks.
"Ohhhhh," Allison moaned at the touch of her son's warm lips.
He kissed the surface of one soft cheek before moving on to the other. When he was done, he had kissed ever inch of her buttocks. He could see his mother trembling as he pulled her panties down her legs and off. He brought the slip of material to his nose to smell before placing them over his throbbing penis. Then he placed both hands on his mother's cheeks. Slowly he opened her, teasing himself as well as her. A gasp escaped his lips when he saw the tiny pink star of her anus. It was smooth and hairless like the rest of her. He saw the little opening clench and then relax, like it had a life of its own.
"Chris, this... this... is..."
"Nasty," Chris answered for her.
"Yessss."
"That's why I love it... and so do you mother." Chris bent over until his tongue touched the top of the grove between the cheeks. He began to lick slowly downward, leaving a trail of saliva behind.
Allison's hips began to squirm on the bed.
When Chris's tongue was a fraction from the tiny rose, he pulled back and blew warm air on the crinkled surface.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" Allison gasped.
"Oh yes," Chris whispered to himself as he watched her hole pulse as if in protest. He puckered his lips and kissed it, enjoying the feeling of her forbidden flesh on his lips. He then sucked it gently, pulling his lips and the tiny hole away from her body before letting it go again.
"Ohhhhhh Chris."
Chris's began to lick the little hole, circling it with his tongue. Then he pulled away and heard his mother groan. "Hold your ass open for me Mom," he whispered. When his mother didn't move he said, "Mother, hold your ass open," in a stern voice. He opened his palm and smacked her ass hard, leaving a handprint. He hadn't meant to hit her that hard, but she didn't seem to mind.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Allison gasped. She buried her face in her pillow and reached back with trembling hands. Slowly she pulled her cheeks open wide.
Chris smiled. His mother's fingers dug into the soft flesh, stretching the hole unit it flared opened just bit. It wasn't much, but it was enough. He centered his tongue on the hole and pressed forward.
"Ahhhhhheeeee!!!" his mother screamed as his tongue split the little hole. Her hips lifted from the bed forcing the tongue even deeper.
Chris pushed harder, feeling the tight sphincter resisting. He pressed forward, forcing his tongue in as deeply as he could. As the opening gradually began to relax, he then began an up and down motion with his head. Saliva drooled from the corners of his mouth, lubrication the hole and making it easier for his tongue slip in and out
"Oh God, oh God!" Allison moaned. She followed her son's tongue by lifting her hips when he pushed down and falling back to the bed as he pulled out.
Chris worked on her ass for a long time, enjoying the cries coming from his her lips and the feeling of the slick walls of her anus caressing his tongue. He licked and then sucked the little hole, pulling the wrinkled flesh into his mouth and savoring the sweet and slightly bitter taste. With his mother still holding her ass open for him, he reached under her to find her breasts. He heard her gasp as he caught her hard nipples between his fingers and squeezed. Then he grasped her breasts with both hands and used them for leverage so that he could push his tongue even deeper.
Allison's moans became one long cry of pleasure. She had never experienced anything like it... anything so nasty... yet so thrilling.
Chris held one breast in his hand and withdrew the other, sliding it down her stomach until he found her clit. He grasped the swollen pea between his fingers and began to manipulate it gently. A muffled gasp came from his mother and her body began to tremble.
"Oh... oh... oh," Allison gasped as her body began to convulse in pleasure. Her hips pushed up at the probing tongue and then back down at the squeezing fingers as if she couldn't decide which one she wanted most. Her climax came on like a tidal wave, rippling through her body from head to toe.
Chris held on to her breast and clit as her body gyrated beneath him. Her jerking movement made it was almost impossible to keep his tongue inside her hole. However, it didn't seem to matter anymore to her; she was too far into her climax to care.
It took a few minutes for Allison's body to stop trembling. Chris remained between her cheeks, lovingly kissing the still pulsing hole. Finally he felt her move. He pulled away and crawled up beside her and took her into his arm, holding her gently.
The two were silent for a long while.
"So did you like that?"
"Yes," Allison whispered as if embarrassed. She didn't look at him.
"I thought so."
They fell silent again until Chris said, "I got a call from Melissa yesterday." He felt his mother's body tense.
"Oh really, what did she want?"
"I guess she was having second thoughts about breaking up with me. She said that she wanted to get back together. She even hinted that she might suck me and even let me go all the way."
It took a moment or two for Allison to ask, "What did you say?"
Chris smiled and paused for a few moments before answering, "I told her that I already had a relationship." Chris felt his mother's body relax, the tension dissipating as quickly has it had come. She snuggled deeper into his arm. He turned her head up to him and looked into her eyes. He started to kiss her.
"Wait," she said, "Let me go brush my teeth."
"I guess I should too," Chris said as the two of them crawled out of bed and walked naked to the bathroom.
Standing at the mirror the two of them put toothpaste on brushes and began to brush their teeth. Chris looked over at his mother and reached down with his lather-covered brush and rubbed it across her nipple.
"Chris," Allison squealed, drooling lather from her mouth and down her chin in the process. Then she reached down quickly with her toothbrush and ran it down his flaccid but still fat penis.
It was Chris's turn to jump back. "You made me swallow the toothpaste," he laughed.
"Sorry," Allison said.
Chris held his brush up and moved toward his mother.
"Chris, no," she laughed as her son chased her into a corner.
"Then give me a kiss," he said, his mouth foaming like a mad dog.
"Nooooo," she giggled and turned away as he tried to kiss her.
Chris was persistent and grabbed his mother's face and brought his lips to hers.
Suddenly, when Allison felt her son's lips, all of the fight went out of her. She moaned and opened her mouth to her son's insistent tongue. Soon they both had toothpaste lather on their lips and running down their chins.
Chris picked his mother up in his arms and carried her back to the bed where he laid her gently down. He crawled next to her and resumed kissing her. He held her face in his hands and kissed her passionately. Then he drew back and looked into her loving eyes. He bent and kissed her neck. Slowly he worked down to her now heaving breasts, where he gently bit one nipple while he played with the other.
Allison reached between Chris's legs and found his very hard penis. She stroked it lovingly as she allowed him to continue to suck her breasts.
Soon Chris pulled away and moved until he was lying over his mother with his arms holding his weight. He leaned down and kissed her again, never seeming to get enough of her soft lips. As he did this, he lowered his waist until his penis head touched her vagina.
Allison pulled her lips from him and said, "Chris." She gave him a look of admonishment.
"Just let me feel your lips on the head... please."
Allison didn't answer right away. She knew that what they were doing was very dangerous, but she remembered what he had said about Melissa. She knew that he could easily find some young girl to fuck him. Still, she couldn't let their relationship go there. "Just for a second," she answered.
Chris smiled and positioned the head of his penis between her rapidly swelling lips. He moaned as he felt the soft, blood filled, lips caress the head of his penis. "Oh God Mom," Chris groaned and leaned down to kiss her lips again.
Allison placed her hands on her son's hips, holding him back, keeping him for moving downward.
"God Mom, just an inch more."
Allison's body began to tremble. "No... we can't."
Chris pushed down, forcing another inch into his mother's hole.
"Chris," she gasped and pushed upward on his hips with her hands. There wasn't much strength in her arms however.
"Just a little more," Chris whispered.
"Oh God Chris," Allison gasped as she felt more of her son's penis enter her. Suddenly her hands were no longer on his hips, but lying on his ass.
Chris took that as a sign and he pushed deeper. "Ahhhh Mom," he gasped as he slipped another inch into her. When he didn't hear his mother protest, he slipped deeper. And, then one more push. Suddenly, he couldn't go any further; he had his entire penis inside his mother. He heard a roaring in his head that was so loud that it blocked out the whimpers of his mother. His heaving chest was now pressed to his mother's equally heaving breasts. "Mom, I can't believe it. God, you're so tight," he gasped.
"Chris we shouldn't be... oh God... it's wrong." Yet Allison's fingers were now digging into her son's buttocks, holding his penis deep inside her warm cavern.
Chris could feel the walls of her vagina squeezing around him, almost like a soft glove milking him. It felt like he was encased in velvet; it was warm and wet and like nothing he had ever felt before. Her mouth was good, but this was far better. The fact that it was his mother that he was inside made it even more exciting. A thought occurred to him; he had just lost his virginity to his own mother. It was almost too much for him to comprehend. His head was spinning and his balls squirming inside their sacks. His penis pulsed and he fought the urge to cum.
Allison's hips began to move in little twitches.
When Chris felt it, he slowly pulled out until only the head inside. Then he pushed back down hard.
"Ahhhhhhh," they both gasped.
"Oh God Mom, I'm fucking you... I'm fucking you," Chris said as he began to move up and down. "Mom... oh God Mom... I love you. I never want to fuck anyone else."
"I love you too Chris... fuck me... fuck me hard please," Allison pleaded excitedly, all reservations suddenly gone. Her hips lifted from the bed, taking him as deep as possible with each thrust.
"Yes! Yes!" Chris said as he began to move his hips faster. He kissed his mother, pushing his tongue in and out of her mouth at the same tempo as his penis. His hips became a blur as he thrust powerfully into her. He could feel her copious juices leaking out around his shaft, lubrication him and creating a squishing sound that echoed from the walls of the bedroom. The bed began to squeak under the strain of their frantic movements.
"Oh God Mom, I'm getting close?"
"Chris no, you can't," she gasped yet her fingers digging into his ass did not relent.
"I'll pull out," he gasped. They were the most difficult words that he had ever spoken. He felt his balls pull up to his body as they began to churn his juice in preparation.
"No... no," his mother answered when she felt him begin to pull back, suddenly delirious with pleasure. She was so close... so close... she couldn't let him stop. She suddenly wrapped her legs around his waist and screamed, "Fuck me! Fuck me hard! God I'm going to cummmmmm!!!"
"Mom, I've got to pull out," Chris cried, near panic. There was no way he wanted to pull out. His mother seemed to be giving him the okay, but he wasn't sure. She held his hips tightly, forcing him all the way into her with every plunge. Chris gritted his teeth and tried desperately not to cum.
Then it was too late.
When he felt his juice shooting up the shaft he screamed and pushed in as deeply as he could. The thick and potent juice exploded from the head of his penis, sending his semen deep into his mother's unprotected receptacle. It jetted out in torrents; unleashing millions of live sperm and spattering against the slick walls of her womb.
"Ahhhhhhhh," Allison screamed as her climax overtook her. She felt her son's scalding and virile seed filling her, soothing the ravaged walls of her vagina like a healing balm. Excitement like she had never known consumed her. She was lost. Her head spun and she gasped for breath as her climax went on and on.
Chris grunted and continued to pump his hips.
It seemed to Allison like she had blacked out for a moment or two. When she came to her senses she found Chris still moving within her. She was sure that he had climaxed; yet his penis was still as stiff inside her.
Chris was sorry that he had lost control and cum into his mother, but he figured that the deed was done and he couldn't change it. He also realized that he may never get another chance to do this again and was determined to take advantage of the opportunity. The excitement of being inside his mother kept him hard even after he had climaxed so intensely. His hips kept moving, sliding his shaft in and out of her now flooded hole.
"Chris, Chris," Allison gasped when she felt her son continue to pump in and out of her. Then, incredibly, she felt her own excitement building again. Her hips began to work against his thrusts.
Chris continued to pump in and out of his mother for over a half-hour until he felt his crisis coming on again. He had no idea how many times she had climaxed. He had heard her gasp and cry out several times. His own climax came on slowly this time, building until his recently drained balls had filled again. "Oh God Mom, I'm cumming!"
"Yes, yes sweetie, cum in me." Allison bucked her hips upward, taking the second load as deeply as the first.
Finally Chris collapsed on top of his mother, trying to catch his breath. Then he rolled over until he was staring at the ceiling. His mother was lying quietly beside him.
Suddenly Allison jumped up saying, "I have to get to the shower."
Chris watched her climb out of bed and then hurry into the bathroom and close the door.
Allison stumbled over to the vanity. She placed her hands on the counter and looked at herself in the mirror. "You just fucked your own son," she said out loud. "You're a 38 year old mother that has just fucked her son and let him cum in your unprotected cunt." She said it as if she were trying to make herself feel bad. Strangely she didn't feel as bad as she thought she should. She had been anticipating and dreading this very situation since they first started fooling around. Now, while she was concerned about the fact that she had taken an incredible risk, she couldn't find the guilt that she expected. She looked at her face and saw that it looked the same... except that there was a satisfied glow to her cheeks. When she looked between her legs, she saw that her thighs and sex lips were covered in sperm. As she watched, a bubble of cum formed at her hole and, as if in slow motion, grew until it was a large glob before falling to the floor between her feet. It was her son's sperm, his baby making juice with millions of little Chris's inside. She suddenly squeezed her legs together holding back the feeling like she going to climax again. The action squeezed her still swollen clit between her lips. Her knees suddenly gave out and she grasped the counter to prevent her from falling.
Chapter 12
Chris was downstairs in the kitchen when his mother came down. She had showered and had on a bathrobe with a towel wrapped around her freshly washed her hair. Chris got her a cup of coffee and sat at the table across from her.
"I guess I screwed up huh?" he said.
"We screwed up Chris. It was as much my fault as it was yours."
Chris almost sighed in relief as he had taken on all the responsibility for what had happened. "What are we going to do? I... I mean... you could get... get pre..."
"I know. It's a particularly bad time of the month too. I need some time to think. It should have never gotten this far." She looked at her son's sad face and her heart melted. She reached over and took his hand. "We'll get through this together. I love you."
"I love you to," Chris returned, staring into his mother's eyes. He added, "But... but not like a son to his mother."
"It's gone way beyond that for me too." She squeezed his hand again.
"Do... do we have to... you know... stop doing things?"
Allison sighed and stood up, walking over to the counter to get another cup of coffee. When she had the steaming cup in her hand she turned toward Chris and leaned against the counter. She bent her leg, letting the robe fall to the side, exposing her upper thigh.
Chris's eyes darted to his mother's legs and then to her face. He waited expectantly.
Allison took a sip of her coffee. She knew that she was driving the poor boy crazy. However, for some reason, although she knew the answer, she didn't want to respond too quickly. "I don't think we have a choice," she finally said, smiling over her coffee cup.
Chris wanted to jump from the table and hug her, however he restrained himself. He wanted to let his mother have her moment.
"I'll have to get a doctors appointment to get a prescription for the pill... if I'm not already pregnant."
This time Chris did get up and walk over to his mother. He took her into his arms and whispered, "God I love you Mom. I didn't mean to cause you this problem."
"Shut up and kiss me."
He kissed her passionately, loving even her coffee tasting mouth. His lips brought a moan from her. Then as he pressed himself to her warm body, he felt his penis harden.
"Ah, the beauty of youth," she laughed and reached down to caress the tent in his jeans. "But I can't fuck anymore right now if I wanted to. You're worn me out... at least for a little while."



"I have an idea," Chris said, still worried about the possibility of getting her pregnant.
"What?"
"Maybe you need to seduce Dad... you know... just in case." He said it only partially factiously.
Allison looked at her son and was going to respond with a flippant remark, however, she paused. Maybe he was on to something, she thought. "Hmm, that's not such a bad idea. It would at least give me some cover."
Chris smiled proudly.
"Don't get too excited... it might not work. Your Dad and I haven't had sex in years. I'm not sure he can even do it and even if he can, he might get suspicious after all this time." Allison looked at Chris and saw his deflated confidence. "But it's worth a try though."
The rest of the day was long for Chris. He tried to busy himself with cleaning up the garage and studying, but his mind was never far from his mother. While he worried about their predicament, he thought more about what they had done. He could almost feel her tight pussy surround his penis, bathing it in her wet warmth, and her soft breasts pressed to his chest and those lips... well, it was difficult to get anything done.
If Chris thought that it was going to get any easier as the day wore on, he was wrong. He was very antsy at the dinner table, trying to keep his eyes from meeting his mother's. He knew that she was going to try and seduce his father that evening. That alone made him uncomfortable. He didn't want to admit it, but he was jealous... jealous of his own father.
It was after ten P.M. when Chris saw his door open. He watched his mother come into his room and looked at her expectantly. She nodded her head up and down.
Chris walked over to his mother and met her half way. "It was driving me crazy. I know it's insane, but I couldn't stand the thought of you in there with another man... even if it is Dad."
"I know. I felt the same way. But it's done now and if something happens... well at least I've got a story."
Chris turned his mother's face up to him and kissed her tenderly. Then he led her over until they were standing beside the bed. "Turn around," he whispered.
Allison looked at him for a second, wondering what he had in mind. She turned around until her back was to him.
Chris reached down and lifted her robe until her rear was bare. Then he fished inside his shorts and found his already hard penis.
"Chris, what are you doing?" Allison asked when she felt him lowering his penis until it touched her slick vagina.
"I'm going to fuck you," he hissed. "You're mine."
With a moan of excitement Allison let her son bend her over until her hands were on the bed and her ass was pushing back at him. "Oh Jesus," she gasped as his penis slipped into her hole. "Yes, yes, fuck me," she whispered, pushing her hips back at him.

There was a method to Chris's madness. He reasoned that if his mother was going to get pregnant, he wanted it to be his. He would fill her with his third load of cum for the day and overwhelm anything that his father had produced.
Chris pounded into his mother with a vengeance. He worried at first that he might be too harsh with her. However, every thrust was matched by a strong push backward. His hands found her hips and he held her tight and rode her hard.
Allison came first, gasping for breath and scream out in pleasure. She collapsed on the bed with Chris on top of her, still pounding.
Finally he came, pouring his potent seed deep into her already saturated hole.
Chapter 13
Several weeks later Chris was on his way home from school with some bad news. He was in danger of failing one of his classes and was worried about telling his mother. While all of his grades had fallen (without his mother knowing) since they had started their affair, this was the only one that he might really fail. It could possibly jeopardize his scholarship and he knew that she would be sorely disappointed.
The news spoiled a day when he had been excited because of a gift he had purchased for his mother's birthday.
When Chris walked into the house, he was surprised to see his mother home from work and sitting at the table. He could see right away that she was upset and thought that it might be because of her coming birthday. While he didn't think of his mother as old, he knew that turning 39 was sometimes harder for people than the 40th birthday. "What's wrong Mom?" he asked.
She looked up at him, her eyes wet and red, and handed him a cylindrical device that looked like a thermometer.
"What's this?" he asked and looked at the tiny window that displayed a plus symbol. He shook his head without understanding.
"I'm pregnant," his mother stated, tears now streaming from her eyes.
Chris was stunned. They had talked about the possibility, but he hadn't given it much thought since then. He sat down heavily in a chair across the table from his mother and stared at her. "Are you sure... I mean... can these tests be wrong?"
"99% accuracy."
"Oh God. His face went pale. "I'm sorry Mom. It's all my fault."
"It might not be yours," referring to the fact that she had had sex with his father on the same day as a precaution.
He looked at him mother incredulously and said, "Yeah, right."
"It's possible." Her face showed that she didn't believe it either.
"What are we going to do?"
"I already have an appointment with a good friend of mine who is a doctor. I was going to get a prescription for the pill. Now I guess the conversation will be a little different."
"What if it is mine... I've heard that there can be problems?"
"I don't know. They have a lot of tests today. We'll have to wait and see." Tears began to fall from her eyes again and she sobbed.
Chris hurried over to her and knelt at her chair. "We'll get through this Mom."
"I know sweetie. I don't even know what I'm crying about now. I have all kinds of emotions running through me. It's probably confirms that I'm pregnant."
"It's my fault," Chris said again as tears came to his eyes.
"Chris, listen to me," Allison said, placing her hands on his cheeks and turning his face up to her. "It wasn't your fault. Besides, I'm not sure I'm crying because I'm sad."
Chris looked confused.
"I... I... guess it's the maternal instinct, but if it is a baby, especially your baby, then that's how it is and I can't... won't... change it."
The perplexed look on Chris's face deepened.
"I don't expect you to really understand, because you're not a woman. But, I have a life growing inside me and that's special. I always wanted a brother or sister for you, but careers and life in general got in the way. Now I have a second chance and if the baby is yours... well, that's not so bad. Do you understand?"
"I guess. What I'm sure of is that I love you more than anything in this world. I never thought I could feel this way about any one... well, at least not my own mother. You are constantly on my mind and I feel butterflies in my stomach when I think about being with you... not just sexually, but just being around you. I'll stick with you no matter what happens."
"You don't know how wonderful that makes me feel Chris. I feel the same way about you. I almost feel like I'm like a kid again... and in love for the first time."
Chris smiled and kissed his mother gently on the lips. He drew back and reached into his pocket, pulling out a small box. "I got this for your birthday, but I think now would be a better time to give it to you."
"Thank you sweetheart," Allison said taking the box and opening it. Inside was a gold ankle bracelet with a small heart attached. "It's beautiful. It looks expensive. Where did you get the money?"
"Here and there. I've been working after school some, mowing some lawns."
"You didn't spend the savings you had for your car did you?"
Chris hesitated.
"Chris, you shouldn't have done that."
"Open the heart," he said.
Allison used her fingernails to open the tiny heart. Inside was a miniaturized picture of Chris and her kissing. She gasped in surprise. "Where did you get that picture?"
"Remember when we were at the mall a few weeks ago."
Allison remembered. They had gone into one of those dollar photo cubicles that take six or so pictures. The two of them had made funny faces, sticking out their tongues etc., until Chris turned to her suddenly and kissed her. When they got the pictures out, she made him promise to destroy that one. Obviously he hadn't.
"Sorry Mom, I couldn't bring myself to destroy it. It was one of the happiest days of my life."
"Oh Chris," Allison said as tears welled up in her eyes again. She put the bracelet on her ankle and whispered, "I'll wear it always." Then she pressed her lips to his.
Chris wrapped his arms around her and kissed her back with passion. His tongue slipped into her mouth as he wedged his way between her legs, pushing her skirt high on her thighs.
When Allison pulled away, she was breathless and her eyes were on fire. She reached for her blouse and began to unbutton it, slowly opening it until she could slip it off her shoulders, leaving her in her bra.
Chris quickly unsnapped the hook between her breasts, freeing both orbs. "Mmmm, they already look bigger. I wonder if there is any milk in them yet." With that he lifted one and began to suck.
Allison held his head and let him suck... nurse... for a long while. If her sex lips had not been swollen and pulsing, it would have felt like he was a baby at her breasts again. She pushed him away and made him stand. With trembling hands she opened his pants and dropped them to the floor. Then she reached inside his shorts and brought out his throbbing penis. "It's my turn to nurse," she whispered as she took the head into her mouth.
With half close eyes, Chris watched his mother suck him. He had seen it a hundred times, but knew that he would never grow tired of watching her work on him with her mouth. It was even more special because he knew how much she loved to do it. As he watched, she took more and more of his shaft into her mouth until the head was at the back of her throat. He trembled as he felt the familiar squeezing of her throat muscles as he went into her to his balls. "Oh God Mom," he moaned. He placed his hands on her shoulders and began to work his hips back and forth, letting her take him all the way down her throat with each thrust. She could do it without gagging now.
Finally Allison pulled away. "I would love to eat your cum, but right now, I need you inside me. Besides, since I'm already pregnant, you can cum in me." With that she stood up and turned to sit on the table. She spread her legs and opened her arms in invitation.
Chris had only cum inside her on that faithful day. He had obviously wanted to do it again, but knew, until now, that it was too dangerous. Now there was nothing stopping him. He stepped forward and placed the head of his penis at her welcoming hole.

They both moaned as Chris slipped his shaft all the way into her in one movement.
Chris paused, giving him a chance to catch his breath. He kissed his mother as she wrapped her legs around his waist. Slowly he began to move in and out. The table began to rock and squeak under the pressure. It didn't take long for him to realize that the table wasn't going to work. He lifted his mother from the table, holding her with her legs wrapped around his waist.
"Chris," his mother squealed as he lifted her from the table.
He gently went to his knees, his penis never coming out of her, and laid her on her back on the floor. "Mmmm, this is better," he said.
"Yes. Fuck me sweetie. Fuck your mother. I love you," she whispered in his ear as if someone could hear her.
"Oh God, I love you too." Chris began to pound into her now. His hips were powered by the strong emotions that were welling up in him. It was his mother, his lover, and, maybe, the mother of his child that he was screwing on the kitchen floor. She was the woman that had raised him, wiped his nose, breast fed him, and put him to bed at night. Now she was his... mind, body, and soul because she had a life growing inside her... a life he had created.
"Oh Chris," Allison gasped as a strong climax overtook her. She lifted her hips from the floor and squeezed her son's neck tight. Waves of pleasure washed over her. She opened her eyes for a second and saw the gold heart hanging from the bracelet on her leg as it sparked in the light of the room. Her eyes shut again as the intensity of her climax suddenly grew until she could no longer think. She floated away on waves of pleasure.
The clenching of his mother's vagina was too much for Chris. He pushed in deeply and screamed, "I'm cummmmmiiiiiiinnnnngggg." His juice shot out and into his mother's waiting receptacle in a flood. It felt like every thing he had, down to his bone marrow, was squirting out of him and into her.
Chapter 14
Sometime later the two of them were sitting outside on the deck enjoying the warm spring air. Chris had finally told her that he was in danger of failing a class.
"I don't have to tell you how disappointed I am Chris."
"No," he answered.
"I blame myself for this. I have been too preoccupied with what we have been doing to pay attention to your school work."
Chris knew that was coming. "It doesn't have anything to do with that," he lied.
"Of course it does. The question is what do we do about it? Since there is only a few weeks left of school, you don't have much time to make it up. Have you spoken with your teacher?"
"Yes, and he said that if I get a B or better on the test coming up next week and the final exam, I will pass."
"Well, then there is hope," Allison said with a little relief. "You know of course that there is always a consequence when you screw up."
Here it comes, he thought.
"You are going to have to be punished."
"I know. But if I work hard, I can make it up."
"Well, since I am part of the problem, I have to be part of the solution."
"What does that mean?"
"First of all, it means no sex until you are finished school."
"Mommmmm," he cried. That's weeks away. You can't do that."
"Oh yes I can," she said with a smile. "And, you are grounded until the first test is over. If you get a B then you can go out one night during the week."
Chris wasn't that concerned about being grounded, but no sex was more than he could handle. "Come on Mom, I promise I'll make it up."
"You had better or you will be going to a local community college and working to pay for it." Allison paused a moment before saying, "Now, since I am part of the problem, I will make a deal with you."
Chris was all ears now.
"If you get a B on the next test and at least a B on the final, I will let you do anything you want with me." Again Allison paused and let Chris absorb what she was offering. She was using both the carrot, letting him have what he wanted, and the stick, denying him sex for several weeks.
"You mean... you mean... sexually."
"Yes."
Chris broke into a wide smile. "What if I wanted to... to... you know... do your... ass?"
Allison wasn't surprised by his question. "Yes, that is an option."
"Can we negotiate the length of time I have to go without sex?"
"Nope. I have to fix dinner now. By the way, will you go to the doctor's with me? The appointment is her last one at 4:30, so it shouldn't interfere with school."
"Sure."
With that Allison got up and went inside, leaving Chris to ponder his fate.
Chris went to his room to study.
That evening Allison came into Chris' room after Bradley was asleep as usual. She sat on the side of the bed.
Chris put his book down and looked at his mother expectantly. He hoped that she had changed her mind about the no-sex rule. As he watched, she pulled the sheet down until his lower half was bared. Then she reached inside his shorts and pulled out his already swelling penis. With a few quick strokes she had him standing tall. He watched with baited breath as she wrapped her index finger and thumb around the sensitive skin just under the crown and began a gentle twisting motion. "Mmmmm," Chris murmured and closed his eyes.
Allison played with her son's penis for a time, stroking him gently and teasing the head. Then she took the head gently into her mouth and sucked. However, before Chris could grab her head, she pulled away. She had him where she wanted him. With a smile, she stood up and said, "That's just to make sure you don't forget what you're missing." She bent over and kissed him passionately before pulling back with a smile. She turned and walked out of the room leaving him with his mouth gaping and his penis throbbing.
"Mommmmm!" Chris called after her, but she was gone. Since she couldn't stop him from masturbating, he found some relief, but a poor substitute for the real thing.
The next few days were pure torture for Chris. His mother did everything she could to tease him. Each night she would stop by as usual. She came in wearing her silk robe, which several times fell from her shoulder, leaving most of one breast bared. Then she would kiss him and tell him that she loved him, but leave him in state of sexual frustration. During the evenings, she would find a chair across from him in the family room and sit casually. Whenever she felt that Bradley wasn't looking she would open her legs to reveal her bare vagina. It wouldn't take long before Chris got up to go to his room where he would resume studying and then masturbate before he went to sleep.
Allison didn't know if her strategy would work, but she was having a great time teasing him. Chris had become very compliant and obedient. He was suddenly a perfect son. She knew that he was holding out hope that she would relent. Several times she almost did, but she knew that she had to be firm because there was a lot at stake. However, there was a downside... she was very frustrated as well. Incredibly, since she had found out that she was pregnant, her libido had gone off the scales. Masturbation was a poor substitute for her too.
"So this doctor Laura is a good friend of yours?" Chris asked as he drove his mother to the doctor's office.
"Yes, we were roommates in college. You met her once or twice at parties."
"I don't remember her."
"Well, she is a good OB/GYN and I trust her."
"Good," Chris said as he glanced over at his mother and then down at her legs. Her short skirt had slipped up her thighs, revealing an expanse of creamy white skin.
Allison saw her son's eyes and said, "Pay attention to your driving. Besides, I have panties on. It wouldn't do to visit the doctor without panties."
They stopped at a red light and Chris said, "Let me see them."
Allison felt a tremor go through her. It seemed that every look from her son was making her excited. It had been six days since she had had sex with him and she was ready to climb the walls. She felt like his punishment was worse on her than him. With a sigh, she turned slightly in the seat and pulled her knees up.
"Red is my favorite color," Chris said as he looked between his mother's open thighs. "God Mom, I'm going crazy here. I don't know how much more I can take."
I don't know how much I can take either, she thought. Stay strong. "Well, you have several more weeks. By the way, isn't your test tomorrow?"
"It was today." Chris said as he pulled away from the light. However, the traffic suddenly backed up and he came to an abrupt halt.
"It was today? Do you know how you did?"
"Yep."
"Well," she said anxiously.
"Show me your pussy and I'll tell you."
"Christopher," Allison said in mock scorn. Then she looked around at the vehicles close by and felt like she was safe; there were no trucks near. She reached down and pulled the crotch of her panties to the side, exposing her freshly shaved sex lips.
"Oh Jesus," Chris moaned. "You're driving me crazy Mom."



"You asked," she laughed. "I've got to be careful here since it wouldn't be good to go to the doctors with a wet pussy. Now, what about the test."
"Here," Chris said, handing her a folded paper.
She opened it and saw a B+. "That's wonderful Chris," Allison said excitedly and leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.
"Now am I out of the dog house?"
"No. You still have to pass the final with a B."
Chris moaned.
A few minutes later, Chris was sitting in the waiting room and his mother was in with the doctor.
"It's so good to see you Laura," Allison said, hugging her long time friend.
"It's been too long. When was it last... oh yes, at Carolyn's birthday party," Laura said.
Laura was an attractive 42-year-old doctor. She was slightly older than Allison because Allison had gone to college very early. Laura was a little shorter with a smaller frame then her friend, but with an attractive figure, with a narrow waist and shapely hips. Most of the time she covered up her substantial breasts with her white doctor's jacket and put on a conservative demeanor (not unlike Allison did at work). However, off the job she was anything but conservative. She had shoulder length brown hair that was turned under in an attractive but professional style. Her face was pretty with just a few wrinkles around her eyes... eyes that were a dark blue and seemed to be able to penetrate into one's soul. It had been an on-going problem for her with men. It seemed that they felt like she could pry into their very thoughts.
She and Allison had been roommates and friends, with the older woman taking Laura under her wing. In fact, although no one but the two of them knew, they had been more than just friends. There was a running debate as to who seduced whom. Allison always professed to be the young and na‹ve girl, fondly accusing Laura of trapping her in her web of sin. The truth was that it had been mutual. Allison was in fact na‹ve, but also desperate for affection. One rainy night she found it in the arms of her female roommate. Their affair had ended when Allison met Bradley. However, their friendship had lasted through the years.
"So how is Bradley?" Laura asked, taking a seat behind her desk and directing Allison to a chair.
"About the same. The depression medicine has helped, but I don't think he has ever really recovered from the heart attack and subsequent by-pass. Physically he is fine."
"Unfortunately, that happens in some cases. I'm not sure that medical science really knows the reason, but something happens because of the operation that has a definite impact on a patient's mental state. Most men and women get over it without therapy or drugs though."
"Well, it has been difficult. I would have never had the affair if Bradley hadn't changed. The sex was never spectacular, but it was enough... or so I thought."
The two of them talked for a few minutes about the old days, neither alluding to their personal relationship, although it was never far from either of their minds. It had been intense and unforgettable, but seemed somewhat embarrassing today. Allison knew that she would never have given up men, and she thought that Laura felt the same way. However, it had been fun.
"So, what are you here for today," Laura said opening Allison's folder. She paged through the sheets from her last visit, which was several years ago.
"Well... uh... I was originally coming to get a prescription for birth control pills."
Laura looked at her friend with surprise. Then she smiled. "Are you still seeing Jason?"
They never kept anything from each other... or so Allison thought.
"No."
"Well then I have to ask why you want the 'pill'? I know that you are not telling me that Bradley has become amours again."
"No." Allison was suddenly very nervous and squirmed in the chair. She had rehearsed what she was going to say, but suddenly the words deserted her.
"You are having an affair with another man then?" Laura asked with raised eyebrows.
"Well, kind of."
"How can you 'kind of' have an affair? Come on Allison, out with it."
Allison's face grew red and her heart was suddenly thumping in her chest. She wondered if this was the right thing to do. On one hand she knew that Laura could be a big help to her. On the other, she was risking everything. Unfortunately she didn't think she had an alternative. "Laura, I know I can trust you. We have been friends... more than friends... for a long time. Please don't think bad of me but... but, I am having an affair with my... my..."
"Yes?"
"My son!"
"Your son... Chris!" Laura said in a loud voice.
"Shhhh, he's right outside."
It was Laura's face that flushed this time. She leaned forward and lowered her voice. "Sorry. But you're having an affair with you son? I can't believe it."
"I know it's crazy and I never wanted or planned for it to happen. But, I love him. Not like a son alone anymore. He does things to me... things that I didn't think I would ever feel again."
Suddenly Laura face broke into a broad smile. This was perfect.
"What?" Allison asked.
"Go on, tell me more, I'll tell you why I'm smiling in a moment. How did it start?"
"Well, I'm not sure how it started, but he caught me with Jason. We were in the family room and he was supposed to be at a friend's house. He came home and saw us on the sofa kissing and... and... well, you get the picture."
"Wow."
"I tried to explained my way out of it. Chris was obviously angry. Unfortunately, we had a major blow up and I slapped him. But in the end he apologized and so did I. I said that I would stop seeing Jason and he promised not to tell Bradley. Somewhere in the process I found myself attracted to Chris. It started when I found that I was jealous of his girlfriend. I walked in on them by accident... well, on purpose. Then I felt so bad that I went to his room that night and... I used my hand on him. Then he took me out on Valentines Day to dinner and I had a little too much to drink. I ended up giving him a blo... blow job. At first it was just... just oral... you know, me sucking him. Eventually it progressed to him eating me. Then, a couple of weeks ago, we... I let him have me." Allison paused, near tears. "The worst part is that I don't regret it."
"What an incredible story."
"Please don't judge me," Laura begged.
"You know better than that. So now you want me to write you a prescription for the pill?"
"It's worse than that. When we... when we had sex for the first time, I let him cum in me. Now, now I... I'm... pregnant."
Laura sucked in her breath. An incredible wave of excitement rushed through her. A million thoughts were running through her mind, but she knew that she had to calm herself.
"You're sure that you are pregnant?"
"I took one of those tests."
"They are pretty accurate. But are you sure it belongs to Chris... I mean you were with Jason."
Chris, Jason, Bradley, suddenly Allison felt like a slut. Her voice began to tremble as she said, "Well, I'm sure that it's not Jason's baby, but I had sex with Bradley... as a precaution, so it could possibly be his."
"I don't think that's likely because of Bradley's issues, but it could be his. It was smart thinking to cover yourself."
"It was Chris's idea." Suddenly Allison started to cry.
Laura got up and came around to her and bent down and gave her a hug.
"I'm terrible, I know it," Allison sobbed.
"No you're not. If you are, then so am I."
Allison wiped her eyes with a Kleenex and looked up at her friend. "What do you mean?"
"You've never met my husband Randy, have you?"
"No."
"There is a reason for that."
Allison looked at her curiously.
"His real name is John Randolph Mercer."
"That's you're last name... before you got married. I thought you had just kept your unmarried name."
"Allison..." Laura said and paused for a second. "John, my husband, is my brother."
One could have heard a pin drop in the doctor's office.
Allison's eyes were as big around as saucers. "John your brother... little John, is your husband?" she asked in total astonishment.
"Not legally, but in every other way. He was fourteen when you met him ten years ago. He has grown up quite a bit since then and is definitely not 'little John' anymore."
"Oh my God... I can't believe it." Suddenly Allison looked at the photos of Laura's three children on the desk. "Are... are... the ch..."
"Yes, the children are his... and mine."
"I can't believe it," Allison said again. "And, they are all healthy?"
"Very."
"When... how did it happen?"
"Well, when my father died, Randy had a difficult time. He rebelled and Mom couldn't handle him, so he came to live with me. We had always been close and in fact had experimented a little when he would visit for vacations and such."
"Experimented?"
"Well, like you, I had a little too much to drink one evening. I accidentally walked into the bathroom when he was getting out of the shower. He had grown up quite a bit since I used to give him baths. He had an erection. Well, one thing led to another and I ended up sucking him off. From then on, when he would come to visit, I would please him with my mouth. However, that's all we did for a couple of years. Then one day, we went all the way. I don't remember the circumstances exactly, but I do remember that it was incredible. So that's my story. I guess we have a lot in common now."
Allison started to cry again.
"What's wrong?"
"I... I... sob... sorry... I thought... sob... that I was the only one. Don't mind me, I cry about everything lately."
"I understand, pregnancy can do that to a woman. It screws up all your hormones. But you shouldn't think that you are alone. Incest relationships are more prevalent than you might think. I've seen some estimates that five percent of births in this country are between close relations. That's just in the US. In other parts of the world it is much, much higher. In fact, it is so common that there are underground groups here in our state that get together to talk about issues with our type of relationships."
"Really?"
"Yes, I'll tell you about them later. But first things first. Let's get you examined and then I want to talk with Chris."
"Uh... I'm not sure that's a good idea. He might freak out."
"Let me handle that. Now, get undressed and I will be with you in a minute," Laura said, leading Allison to the examining room.
A few minutes later Laura came in to the examining room with her clipboard. "Okay, let's get you up on the table."
Allison was just a little embarrassed to climb onto the table and lift her legs into the stirrups.
Laura took her place on a low stool between Allison's raised legs. "Oh my, I see that you are shaved. I love that," she laughed. "I always thought you had a very pretty vagina... speaking both professionally and personally. I can still remember spending hours between your legs eating you."
"You're embarrassing me," Allison said. However, she was even more embarrassed by the fact that Laura's words had excited her and she could feel her vagina getting wet."
"Sorry," Laura said, reverting to a more professional demeanor. "Mmmm, I don't think I need any lubricant today."
Allison's face turned bright red.
Laura found herself fascinated with her former lover's vagina. She had in fact loved to look at it in the old days. She had spent many hours with her head between this woman's thighs. Sometimes she thought that Allison was the reason she became a gynecologist. Her vagina was still one of the prettiest ones she had even seen. The inner lips were fat and wrinkled when filled with blood. They practically begged to be sucked. Her clit was positively huge and would extend from the fleshy covering and throb in excitement. Sucking her clit was like sucking a tiny penis.
Allison could feel her friend's eyes on her and she wondered why she wasn't starting the exam. Her own thoughts wandered back to college when her greatest thrill was to have this beautiful woman between her legs. She knew that Laura positively loved to eat her. She would suck her until she had climaxed so many times that she almost passed out. Then she would have to push her head from between her thighs. A tremor when through at the memory and she felt herself getting very wet.
As Laura stared at her friends sex, she saw the bubble of juice grow until it ran from between her lips. She had to fight the urge to lick it up. Her head moved closer and she almost drooled as the aroma brought back some wild memories. She shook her head and got back to work.
When the examination was done, she let Allison get dressed. Then she asked her to invite Chris into her office for the consultation.
Soon they were seated in front of Laura's desk.
"It's good to see you Chris. I suppose you don't remember me. Your mother and I were good friends and roommates in college."
"Yes, I recognize you," Chris said, now remembering seeing the pretty woman several times.
"Well, let's get down to business. Everything looks fine physically Allison. You are in good health and there is no reason to think that you won't have a healthy baby under normal circumstances. However, as you know there are certain risks that are associated with a baby conceived within a family. Any genetic mutations that a mother might have and shared with a son, when combined, can cause problems for the baby. The good news is that, statistically, it is a relative small risk.
Allison looked at Chris and she could see that he didn't understand what the doctor was saying.
"However, there are tests that we can do along the way that will determine if there is anything wrong. In that case we can decide on what action to take."
Suddenly it dawned on Chris and he looked at his mother with a combination of anger and shock.
"I'm sorry, but I had to tell her," Allison said and reached over to take his hand.
"She knows! You told her?" Chris said in astonishment. He looked from his mother to the doctor in disbelief.
"Yes. I had to. We are going to need all the help we can get. Laura is a good friend. Our secret is safe with her."
Laura looked at Chris and said, "Chris, I understand your relationship with your mother... better than you think, and I'm happy for you. True love doesn't happen that often and believe me relationships are a difficult thing to manage for any couple. There will be rough times for you and your mother... but I can help. I really can."
Chris was too stunned to answer.
"I would like to get some blood from you so I can do some tests. It will help if I know your blood type and if there is anything that might complicate the health of the baby. If you want me too I can also test to see who the baby belongs too during the second trimester."
Allison looked at Chris, but could see that he was still in shock. "Yes, we would like that," she answered for both of them.
Chapter 15
Chris was silent as he pulled out of the parking lot of the doctor's office. He couldn't believe his mother had shared their secret so readily. On one hand he understood that she needed someone to confide in. However, on the other, it was taking an incredible risk.
"I had to tell her Chris," Allison said.
"I know. I guess it's a guy thing. We like to keep things to ourselves... work them out on our own. I guess it was for the best.
"She can help. I probably shouldn't tell you this, but she is living with her brother."
Chris shrugged his shoulders and said, "So what."
"I mean 'living' with her brother. They have three children together."
The car swerved as Chris swung his head to look at his mother. "You mean they are... like... like us?"
Allison smiled. "Yes. That's why I said that she could help. She's been through it."
"They are like married and stuff?"
"Something like that," Allison said as she reached over and took his hand. "They can't get married, but they are living as husband and wife."
"Holy crap."
"The world is a strange place. Let's go get something to eat and celebrate your B+. I'm so proud of you."
They stopped at a restaurant and had dinner. Allison declined on wine and drank water instead. She knew it wasn't good to drink alcohol when pregnant. As they were heading home Allison said, "Chris, isn't that place when the kids go to make out near here?"
"You mean Pine Lake?"
"That's it."
"Yeah, just a couple miles," Chris said, looking at his mother expectantly.
"Why don't we go up there for a few minutes. Your father won't be home until later."
Now there was a big smile on Chris's face as he turned off the expressway and headed for Pine Lake.
The sun was going down as they pulled onto a dirt road that led through the woods to the lake. When they reached the lake, the sun was an orange ball, just on the horizon. There were no other cars there. The two of them got out of the car and walked over to a large rock that overlooked the water. The sun was slowly slipping below the horizon, creating a glistening reflection off the still lake water.
"Wow, it's beautiful here," Allison said.
"The kids don't come here for the scenery."
"I know," Allison said and leaned over for a kiss.
Chris moaned as he placed his hand on the back of his mother's head and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss quickly grew passionate as Chris pushed his tongue into his mother's waiting mouth. Without thinking, Chris's hand came up and found her breast. He squeezed her soft flesh before sliding his hand down to pull her blouse from her skirt. His hand went underneath and up to her bra-covered breast. With now experienced fingers he slipped underneath to find her already hard nipples. As the kiss continued, Chris's hand moved down his mother's back until he was grasping her ass cheeks.
Allison squirmed as she felt Chris squeezing her buttocks. She pulled away and said, "You're still being punished you know."
"Come on Mom, you're driving me crazy."
"Only a couple of weeks more and you can have whatever you want."
"I'm not going to survive that long."
"I think you will. Let's get in the back seat for a few minutes."
Chris looked at his mother in confusion.
"You're being punished, not me."
"What does that mean?"
"Come on," Allison said, taking his hand and walking him to the back door of the car.
Chris followed her into the back seat where they resumed kissing. The car quickly filled with their moans of excitement.
"Take my panties off," Allison whispered, lifting her skirt above her thighs.
Chris hurried to comply, reaching under her skirt and pulling her red panties down. He glanced at the crotch and saw that it was soaked and wondered how she got wet so quickly. He laid the panties on the center console between the front seats and turned back to his mother.
Allison had moved back on the seat and spread her legs wide. "Eat me," she whispered excitedly.
With a moan Chris slipped to the floor. He ran his hands up his mother's thighs and spread her open. She was dripping.
Allison grabbed her son's head and pulled it between her legs, not allowing him to tease her. The session with Laura had made her incredibly hot and she didn't need any preliminaries. "Ohhhhhh Goddddd!!!" she gasped when his lips touched her. It seemed like it had been months since she had felt his mouth on her. It was heaven.
As Chris pushed his tongue into his mother's swollen vagina, he wondered how this was punishment. With enthusiasm he began to eat her. He sucked her inner lips into his mouth and heard his mother gasp. He lifted her legs and pushed them back, giving him free access to her now pulsing hole. His tongue went in deeply, searching for the pool of sweet juice that he loved so much.
"Chris, Chris, Chris," Allison gasped, grabbing his head and pulling it to her crotch. When she felt his mouth slip lower, she lifted her hips. "Ohhhhhh Chris," she gasped when his tongue found her rear hole. Her hips began to move up and down, forcing his tongue deep into her back passage.



Chris teased his mother unmercifully. He licked her little back hole for a long time before moving back to her swollen sex. He sucked her lips into his mouth again, all the time avoiding her now blood engorged clit.
"Suck my clit," she pleaded, pulling his head toward her clit.
In response Chris pulled his mouth away and began to kiss his mother's thighs. He knew that she didn't want to be teased, but he wanted to let her know how it had felt when she had done it to him.
"God Chris, please," Allison begged.
Finally he opened his mouth and sucked her clit inside.
"Ahhhhhhhh," she screamed and wrapped her legs around his neck as a strong climax rushed through her. Her hips bucked and her body trembled. Fire works exploded in her head. It had been so long... so long since she had felt the earth tremble. All the frustration she had build up over the past week bubbled over. At the peak of her climax, she pulled Chris's head so tightly to her crotch that he could barely breath. Her thighs squeezed his head in a fleshy vise as she continued to scream and buck. Suddenly, juice gushed from her convulsing hole, spraying out with great force and into Chris's mouth.
Chris was startled as his mouth filled and would have pulled back except that his mother had him locked between her thighs. He swallowed the juice in several gulps and felt his penis throb, wondering where it had all come from. It tasted sweet like his mother always did. However, there was so much of it that he almost choked. What he couldn't swallow ran from the corners of his mouth and dripped from his chin and onto the seat below.
Allison almost passed out. The strength and length of this climax was greater then she could remember. She realized that something was different, but she was too consumed with pleasure to think about it.
It was quite some time before Chris could pull his face from between his mother's legs. When he did, he sat back and felt juice still dripping from his lips. "Wow," he said looking at his exhausted mother. He reached behind him and got her panties to wipe his face.
Allison sighed and looked at her son sheepishly. "I don't know what happened there," she said. "But it was incredible." She looked at his wet face and added, "I'm sorry if I almost drowned you."
"No problem," Chris said as he sat on the seat next to her. "I love your juice."
"Give me a kiss," Allison said, pulling his wet mouth to hers. "Mmmmm, very sweet," she giggled. Then she said, "Well, I guess we had better get home."
"Mommmm, you can't leave me like this," he protested.
"That would be mean, wouldn't it."
"Yes."
"All right, pull your pants down."
Chris hurried to comply. When he was sitting half naked, his mother picked up the soaked panties and wrapped them around his throbbing shaft.
"You're still being punished. But I guess a little hand job wouldn't hurt... since you got a good grade on your test."
Chris wanted more but was too excited to protest. He sat back and watched his mother stroke him. He stared into her eyes as she moved the silky material up and down his shaft. The wetness in the crotch of her panties made it easy.
Allison held him with one hand and moved the panties up and down his shaft. She watched the swollen head throb and dribble pre-cum juice across the stretched surface of the swollen head. The speed of her strokes increased.
"Oh Jesus Mom," Chris gasped as he drew near his peak.
Allison slowed her strokes, teasing him. It was her turn to pay him back. She squeezed the base of his shaft with one hand and used the panties to twist around the head. The friction of the silky material made the boy tremble, but it wasn't enough to bring him off.
"Please Mom," Chris pleaded.
With a giggle Allison covered the head with the crotch of her panties and stroked him faster.
"Ahhhhh," Chris gasped as his pent up juice began the trip up his shaft. It blasted from the head and into the gusset of his mother's panties.
"That's it, that's it, cum for mother," Allison whispered excitedly. She could feel his warm juice shooting up the shaft and see her panties bulge in the crotch as it filled with his sperm. When the last drop was squeezed out, she sat back and held the panties up. "My, what am I going to do with these?" With a naughty smile she pulled them up her legs. She patted her wet crotch and smiled at Chris.
Chris moaned and his now shrinking penis twitched.
Chapter 16
The next several weeks were filled with study, study and more study for Chris. The only good thing was that his mother resumed coming to his room at night. While she wouldn't relent and let them have sex; she did masturbate him every couple of nights. She said it wasn't healthy for a young boy to build up all that sperm.
When Chris took his final exam, he aced it. He was obviously very happy and more than ready to resume his sexual activity with his mother. She had promised that he could do anything he wanted, and he knew just what that was.
Allison was ecstatic about Chris's success as well. She hadn't been sure that denying him sex would work and worried that it would just make things worse. Now, it was obvious that she had been right. She had learned a valuable lesson in the process: sexual denial was a powerful tool to use on a boy. She would file that away for later use.
"So, what is it that you want from me?" she asked.
"You know that little dress and blouse you wore the night... the night I saw you with Jason... you know, the one you put on for me when we came home after dinner on Valentine's Day?"
Allison smiled. "Yes." She knew very well what outfit he was talking about.
"Well, I want you to wear that for me. I also want you to put your hair in braids, like you did for Jason."
"I can do that."
"Then I want to take you out to dinner."
Allison showed her shock. "Chris, I can't go out in that outfit."
"You said that you would do whatever I wanted. Besides, I'm not going to make you wear the nylons."
"Yes... but..."
"No buts, you promised."
"But we could see people we know."
"We'll go across town... maybe to a Pizza Hut. Nothing fancy."
"But I'll be half naked. The blouse is see through."
"I'll let you put a sweater on or something, but no panties."
Allison sighed and looked at her son. "All right," she said in resignation, realizing that it was useless to argue. "Listen, why don't we wait to go out until Sunday evening. Your father has to catch a plane. He is going to San Diego for a couple of days. Then he comes home for a couple of days before starting his weekly trips out of town. He will only be coming home on weekends... for the rest of the summer."
A big smile on appeared on Chris's. It was perfect. He would have his mother alone for most of the summer. "Great. It's going to be a wonderful summer." He kissed his mother and held her tight. "I love you Mom."
"I love you Chris."
"By the way Mom, have you told Dad about the preg... pregnancy yet?"
"No, but I will soon."
Allison came down the stairs to find Chris waiting in the foyer. She had on the tiny skirt, white blouse and high heels. Her hair was in two braids with pink ribbons at the end. She didn't look like she was 16 but she didn't look 39 either. She had her face made up with bright red lipstick and blue eye shadow. She looked at her son's excited face and said, "Are you sure about this Chris?"
"A promise is a promise." Chris scanned his mother's body and felt excitement coursing through him. The skirt barely came to the top of her thighs and the blouse did nothing to cover her bare breasts. She was such a sexy woman... she could put every girl at his school to shame.
"Let me get a sweater then." A moment later Allison came back with a sweater that buttoned down the front.
"Unbutton the buttons," Chris said.
Allison started to protest, but then sighed and opened the buttons. At least the sweater would cover the view of most of her breasts. However, people probably wouldn't be looking there. The skirt was so short that it barely covered the cheeks of her ass. The fact that she didn't have panties on made it even worse. If she merely leaned over, her ass would show.
Chris ushered his mother to the car, which was parked inside the garage for a change because he didn't want the neighbors to see them. As soon as they were in the car, Chris took his mother into his arms and kissed her. He pushed opened the sweater and tweaked a nipple, making it grow and poke through the thin material of the blouse. "We better get out of heer or I'll fuck you right here."
"That would be okay," Allison said.
When they were on the main road, Chris reached over and placed his hand on his mother's bare thigh. The tiny skirt had shifted up her thighs, almost to her crotch. "I love your legs Mom." He ran his hand up and down her smooth thigh.
"Thanks," Allison said nervously. She had always been a conservative person and while she and Jason had done some risky things, somehow this was different. This was her son and people would see them together. She couldn't hide the fact that she was so much older than he was. Everyone would think she was some whore he had picked up. Suddenly a tremble went though her.
Chris saw her shiver and said, "Paybacks are hell."
When they arrived at the Pizza Hut, Chris opened the car door for his mother. When she got out, there was no way to cover her crotch... the skirt was practically up to her waist. Chris smiled at his mother's embarrassment and led her into the restaurant.
"Corner booth please," Chris said to the young female hostess.
The young girl couldn't hide her surprise as she looked at the young man and then the obviously older woman... dressed like a slut.
When they were seated at the booth, Chris turned and kissed his mother. When he pulled away, he said, "Take off the sweater, it's dark enough in here."
"Chris," Allison protested, but saw no reprieve in his eyes.
She slipped the sweater off and laid it on the seat next to them, where she could get to it quickly if necessary. Suddenly she felt very exposed. The tiny skirt was practically up to her waist and she was sure the waitress would be able to see her pussy. The blouse covered nothing, outlining her large breasts and the dark nipples. The only good thing was that they were in a booth and protected on three sides.
"Are you cold?" Chris asked.
"No, why?"
"You're nipples are hard," Chris said with a laugh.
Allison's eyes narrowed. If this is what he wants, I'll play the game, she thought. When the waitress came back with their drinks, Allison, instead of slumping forward, leaned back against the seat. That forced her blouse to tighten across her breasts, exposing them in all their glory. She spread her legs slightly, displaying her suddenly wet pussy.
Chris looked at his mother with surprise. Then he looked at the waitress and saw that her eyes had grown wide. He found his face coloring slightly.
As the waitress took their order, her eyes kept drifting to Allison. She would glance at her breasts and then between her legs. The waitress finished taking their order, having to erase several times, and with one last look between the older woman's legs, she hurried away.
Allison leaned over to her son and whispered, "This is making me excited, feel." With that she pulled his hand between her thighs.
"Mother," he gasped when he felt her now exposed vagina.
Then she reached down to his crotch. "Mmmmm, I can tell it's exciting you too." She kissed him, forcing her tongue into his mouth.
Chris pushed her away. Suddenly the tables had been turned.
Allison smiled... this was going to be fun.
For the rest of the evening, and much to Chris's chagrin, Allison played the slut. She hung on him like a hooker, making sure that the waitress had a good show. Several times, she had her legs spread and her skirt at her waist when the waitress came over. Strangely it seemed that the young girl was giving them extraordinary service and was very attentive. Several times she stopped back to ask if they needed anything. Allison had to smile when she thought she saw lust in the teenager's eyes. She wondered if she liked girls. When the girl would return to the counter, Allison could see her whispering to her friends and they would look over. All of the guy waiters walked by several times.
By the time they had finished their dinner, Chris was more than ready to get his mother out of the restaurant. He had gotten more than he bargained for.
"That was fun," Allison said truthfully as they got into the car. Once she had gotten used to the exposure, she had begun to enjoy the show. Her pussy was very wet. "Now, what are we going to do when we get home?"
"You've been a bad girl tonight mother. I think you might need a spanking."
"Oh really," Allison said in surprise. Her already swollen pussy throbbed.
When they were home and safely in the garage, Chris pulled his mother to him and kissed her hard. When he pulled away, he whispered, "You were such a slut tonight mother."
"I thought that's what you wanted?" she said with a smile.
"Maybe I did," Chris responded and reached for her breasts. He kissed her again and began to open her blouse. "Take it off."
Allison took the blouse off, leaving her topless as she sat in the car.
Chris bent his head and sucked one breast and then the other. When he pulled away he had a stern look on his face. "Get into the house young lady."
"Okay Daddy," Allison said in her best little girl voice.
Chris followed his mother through the garage door and into the kitchen. He took her arm and walked her over to a chair and sat down. "Over my knee."
Allison sucked in her breath and her heart began to pound as she stood in front of her son.
"Hurry up. I'm going to warm your ass up young lady. Then, I'm going to fuck it."
"Oh God," Allison gasped as she slipped face down over his knees.
Chris's hand was shaking as she lifted his mother's tiny skirt to reveal her soft ass cheeks. He marveled at the unblemished mounds. Each cheek was a smooth alabaster white with the dark groove down the center leading to her treasures. "Now young lady, you are going to pay for your sluttish behavior." With that Chris raised his hand and brought it down with a loud "smack."
"Ouch!" Allison gasped. However, the sting of the blow sent a rush of excitement through her.
Chris quickly smacked her again and then again, leaving a red hand print on her white ass cheeks. His penis was already hard and throbbing in his pants. He began to spank her harder.
"I'm sorry Daddy," Allison cried as the blows rained down on her.
Chris began to breathe hard as he watched his mother's ass turn from white to pink, to red.
Allison squirmed on his lap in excitement. She never thought having her ass spanked could be so exciting.
The movement and moans of his mother on his lap led Chris to smack her for longer than he had intended. He lost count as his hand went up and down rapidly. When his hand was hurting, he stopped, realizing that it must be hurting her too. He didn't want to really cause his mother pain. Still, she hadn't protested very strongly.
Allison continued to squirm on his lap even after the blows had stopped, as if she wanted more.
"That's all," he said breathlessly. He rubbed his hand across her red cheeks and felt the heat that he had generated. He slipped his finger between the cheeks and ran them down the grove to her vagina. "My, my," he said when he felt how wet she was. "My little slut must like to be spanked doesn't she?"
"Yesssss!" Allison gasped truthfully.
Chris wet his finger inside his mother's pussy and moved it back until he was touching the tiny rose between her cheeks. "I guess we'll have to see how she likes a finger and then a dick up her ass then."
Allison gasped at his nasty words. "Ohhhhh!!!" she moaned when she felt his finger touch her rear hole. She felt it begin to push into her.
Chris had never had his finger up an ass before. Melissa would never let him do it. He loved the feeling of his mother's tight hole as it squeezed him. He could feel the warm walls of her rectum trying to push his finger out. Slowly he increased the pressure until it was all the way inside her.
"Oh God Chris," Allison gasped and squirmed on his lap.
"Very tight. I guess we're going to have to stretch this a bit if I'm going to get my big cock inside." With that Chris added a second finger.
"Ahhhhh!!!"
"That's it, open for me," Chris said excitedly. Both fingers went in to the last knuckles. He pumped his finger in and out until they moved easily. "All right," he said, pushing his mother from his lap. She stood up in front of him and reached back to rub her still stinging cheeks, moving from one foot to the other. Her breasts bounced up and down sexily.
"I'm sorry Daddy," she said. "I won't be a slut anymore."
"Yeah right. Get on your knees and open my pants," Chris ordered.
"Oh Daddy, are you going to make me suck you."
"Yes. You're going to suck my cock and get it ready for your ass. When it's good and hard, I'm going to take you upstairs and shove it up that tight ass of yours."
"Oh Daddy," Allison gasped. She quickly went to her knees and opened his pants. His penis was already as hard as it could get.
"Be careful. I don't want to cum in your mouth. I want to save every drop for your sweet asshole."
Allison moaned and began to suck Chris.
He slipped lower in the chair with his leg's spread and watched his sexy mother suck him. Then he reached for her braids and directed her head up and down. When he felt like he couldn't take anymore, he pulled her mouth away, still holding her braids. He leaned over and kissed her hard. "Now get your ass upstairs." Chris followed his mother out of the kitchen, watching her sexy sway as she walked in her high heels in front of him. His still exposed penis was bouncing in front of him, dripping juice. As she moved up the stairs, he held back a little until he could see under her short skirt, catching the lower globes of her ass in his sight. Her ass cheeks were still red and he wondered for a moment if he had gone too far. However, his mother hadn't complained.
When they reached his mother's bedroom, Chris pushed his mother inside. The bed was already turned down with fresh pink silk sheets. "Get on the bed, on your hands and knees."
Allison reached down to take her heels off.
"Leave them on."
Allison crawled onto the bed and got onto her hands and knees.
Chris stripped his clothes quickly and crawled onto the bed behind her. He flipped her skirt up, revealing her ass. With trembling hands he reached for her cheeks. The soft skin felt how in his hands. Slowly he opening her cheeks to expose the tiny star. Then he bent his head and kissed it gently at first. He could feel the little hole pulsing as his tongue put pressure on the opening.
"Ohhhhhhh Chris," Allison gasped as his tongue slipped inside. Her hips began to sway.
When Chris felt the little hole relax, he pulled back. He took his penis into his hand and touched the head to the opening. "Are you ready slut? Are you ready for my big cock?"
"Yes, yes, fuck me. Put it in. Fuck my ass Daddy."
"Open your ass cheeks for me," Chris gasped, reaching for his mother's hands and placing them on her cheeks.
She moaned and pulled her cheeks wide apart.
Chris pressed the fat head against the star and pushed forward.
"Ahhhhheeeeee!!! Allison screamed as her son's large cock penetrated her sphincter.
When the head was inside Chris paused. He took deep breaths, staving off the feeling that he was going to climax. He counted to twenty, holding the head just inside her hole. Then he slowly began to move deeper. He could feel her the tight walls of her rectum rippling around his shaft.



"Yes... yes... yes," Allison moaned and spread her knees wider, dropping her chest to the bed and burying her face in the pillow as she still held her cheeks wide for him.
Chris followed her, pressing deeper still. He watched as the last inch of his long penis slipped into his mother's ass. The slick walls caressed him like a velvet vise, encasing him in warmth. It felt incredible and was almost more than he could stand. He paused when his balls reached her vagina. He counted to ten this time, thought about baseball, football, anything to stop his climax.
Allison was moaning incoherently now, wanting him to move. Her hips were moving up and down, trying to get him even deeper. She gasped for breath.
Slowly Chris pulled out until only the head was inside her. He paused, torturing himself as well as her. Then he pushed down hard, forcing his penis all the way to the bottom in one move.
"Ahhhhh!!!" they both screamed.
Chris pulled back out again and then pushed back in. In and out he went until he had established a rhythm. He pushed down and his mother would push back, taking him all the way into her ass to his balls.
Allison reached between her legs and found her clit. "Oh Goddddddd!!! she gasped as fireworks went off in her head. Her body began to shake as a strong climax ripped through her.
Chris felt it inside her ass. The contractions were so strong that he couldn't hold back his own climax. "Oh God Mom, I'm cummmmmiiiiiiinnnnngggg!!!"
"Yessssssss!!!" Allison screamed.
Chris felt his juice rocketing up his shaft and spewing deep into his mother's bowels. Each throb of his penis head was met by a contraction inside his mother's ass. He was being milked... milked like a vacuum hose, until everything he had in his balls was deposited deep inside her.
Allison collapsed onto her stomach with Chris following her down. He lay on top of her gasping for breath until his penis began to shrink and was forced out of her the again tight hole. He rolled over and took his mother into his arms.
"That was incredible Mom. I didn't smack you too hard did I?"
"Noooo, I loved it sweetheart. It hurt at first, but then it sent shock waves though my pussy." Allison snuggled into her son's arm and smiled. "You can smack my ass anytime you want. I love you sweetheart."
"I love you too Mom. And, you know what?" He didn't let her answer before he said, "I'm not sad that you're pregnant."
Allison smiled again and said, "I have to admit that while I was upset at first and would not have chosen to become pregnant, I'm not upset anymore. It makes me excited knowing that it might belong to you."
"Me too. It's going to be a wonderful summer."
They fell asleep in each other's arms.
The End... or is it the Beginning.
Let me know if you want to read about Chris and Allison's incredible summer of love.
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For many people, a rainy day can be sad or depressing. To me, a rainy day always brings back a particular memory that was scorched into my brain many years ago. Maybe because the memory is so sweet...
It was September 1992 and I was traveling on Route 70 somewhere between St. Charles Missouri and Kansas City... in an area called "Tornado Alley". It had been a glorious day, up to that point, with little sign of the storm clouds to come. As I sped down the highway, I didn't have a care in the world. I watched the seemingly endless stream of telephone poles fly by in a blur. I pressed the gas pedal to the floor in an attempt to defy time and space. I was in a hurry... a hurry to grasp life and live it to the fullest. I was headed for college after being discharged from the military, where I had spent time in the Middle East during the first Iraq war. The war hadn't lasted long, but it had nonetheless left a lasting impression on me. It taught me that life is fragile and fleeting... with no guarantees of tomorrow.
I had made good progress by evening and although the sun was rapidly disappearing over the horizon, I decided to drive for a few more hours. However, from across the plains I saw a storm developing. The puffy clouds grew dark as they rolled toward me, quickly turning from white to an angry gray. The rain started slowly, but within minutes was pouring down in buckets. Water dripped from a hole in the canvas roof of my old Jeep CJ7 and onto the back of my shirt.
A few minutes later, without warning, the rain turned to hail. The hard pebbles of ice pelted the windshield like stones, threatening to burst through. The gusting wind suddenly whipping across the open fields made it difficult to hold the old Jeep on the road. The wipers, which desperately needed replacing, were totally ineffective. The clouds had turned black and ominous. It was only 8 P.M., but could have been midnight. I was a city boy from Philadelphia and never experienced the kind of dangerous storms that blew up without warning in these Mid-Western plains.
Still, I was undeterred. At twenty-three years old and full of self-importance, I was finally headed for college and a storm wasn't going to stop me. I was a bit old to be starting college. I was one of "those" people that had joined the Army to obtain money for college. My parents were too poor to afford it and my grades were not worthy of a scholarship. My three-year stint in the Army, while often dangerous during the war, was ultimately rewarding. I had gathered enough money to attend UNLV and was already late getting there. The school had graciously made an exception for me since I couldn't get out of the Army until the end of August. I planned to drive all weekend in order to be there by Monday morning.
Suddenly as the storm worsened, I realized that I was in the middle of nowhere and questioned my rash decision to continue driving. I swerved on the road, fighting for control of the Jeep. Fortunately, the road was flat and straight or I would have surely run into a ditch. My bravado quickly vanished as I strained to see past the hood of the Jeep. The storm now scared me and I was about to pull off the road when I saw a speck of light ahead. I was hoping I had found civilization. As I drew closer, I could see that it was but a sign for a small roadside caf‚/diner. It seemed to appear out of nowhere. With great relief I pulled into the almost empty parking lot, wondering if the restaurant was open. But it was Saturday night and the lights were on.
I opened the door of my Jeep and jumped out and into a puddle of water, almost to my ankles. By the time I rushed up the steps and into the caf‚, my hair and clothes were soaked. My Army green tee shirt was plastered to my chest. My jeans were wet and dripping water onto the floor around me.
"My, my, look what the cat drug in," I heard from behind the counter and then a laugh.
I saw a pretty woman, who looked to be in her mid-thirties, with short blonde hair, leaning on the counter. She had a friendly, if sardonic, expression on her face. Her blue eyes sparkled and her face lit up with her smile. I figured I might be the first customer she had seen all week.
"It's raining buckets out there. Are you open?" I asked stupidly.
"Everyday but Sunday. Would be then too except folks go to church on Sunday mornings around here."
I ran my hands across my still short military hair, pushing the water to the back and down my neck. I shook my hands, flinging more water onto the floor.
"Here, this should help."
Suddenly, the pretty woman was standing in front of me with a clean dishtowel in her hand.
"It's all I have in the restaurant."
"Thanks," I said, gratefully taking the towel and wiping my head and face, then my hands. "Sorry to get your floor wet."
"No problem, the linoleum can be mopped up."
The pretty woman's eyes sized me up and down before she said with a laugh, "You look like a drowned rat. Have a seat and I'll get you a cup of coffee."
"Thanks," I said and stared after her, watching the sway of her hips. She was wearing a white waitress uniform that hugged her trim waist and hips, showing the faint hint of her panty line. I shook my head clear and sat down at a booth overlooking the parking lot. The rain continued to pour down relentlessly, covering the parking lot with several inches of water.
"Rains a lot like that around here in late summer," the waitress said as she sat a steaming cup of coffee in front of me.
"Never seen anything like it." Thunder shook the windows and a bolt of lightning lit up the sky. The lights flash and threatened to go out. I looked up apprehensively.
"We have a generator out back if the lights go out."
"Good," I said as I glanced around the diner. There wasn't anything fancy about the place but it seemed to have warmth to it. There was a long counter with padded stools running the length of the room. Then there were ten or so plastic and metal booths next to the windows. It appeared that someone had taken great care to make the place look like something out of the 50's. There was even an old jukebox at the end of the room. Maybe the place had been around since the 50's, I thought.
"All original d‚cor," the pretty waitress said, answering my unasked question. "The diner's been in my family for several generations."
"Very nice," I answered. I looked out the window again as the wind blew harder.
"The weather service has a tornado warning out. I have to keep the radio on," the waitress said, nodding toward a radio playing in the background.
"Heard about tornadoes, but I've never seen one."
The waitress laughed and said, "And you don't want to either."
"What do we do if there is one?" I asked, with a worried look on my face.
"We'll be okay. We have a storm cellar."
I almost sighed with relief.
"Can I get you something to eat?"
I saw her name badge for the first time. "Stacey" was on a gold plate pinned to her uniform. I also noticed for the first time that she was well endowed. I found myself staring at the opening of her uniform where I could see a hint of the soft swells of her breasts. When I made eye contact, I knew she had seen me staring. However, her smile didn't change.
"Uh... what?" I asked.
"Do you want something to eat? I was planning on sending our cook home, but she can rustle up something for you. We're not exactly packed tonight."
"Thank you Stacey. Anything would be great. I haven't eaten since this morning."
"Meat loaf and mashed potatoes... our specialty, coming right up." She turned away.
"I'm Rory James," I said.
The waitress stopped and turned back to me with a smile. "Roy?"
"No, Rory."
"That's an interesting name."
"My mom wanted something different."
"I love it." She held out her hand and stepped back toward me. "Pleased to meet you Rory James. I'm Stacey Allen."
I took her soft hand in mine and squeezed it. A sudden and unexpected shock went through me. Maybe it was static electricity from the storm. I could see that Stacey had felt it too. We paused, looking at each other.
"I need my hand back if I am going to put in your order."
My face turned red and I quickly let go of her hand. "Sorry."
"You're cute," she said and went behind the counter.
I quickly sipped my coffee to hide my blush.
Stacey yelled through the opening into the kitchen, "Macy, need an order for meatloaf and mashed potatoes before you go please."
I continued to watch the rain for a few minutes until a soft hand sat a plate of steaming food in front of me. I looked up and saw Stacey smiling at me again. "Thank you," I said, suddenly famished. With military precision I dug into the food.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked.
"Mmmmm, no," I mumbled with a mouth full of food and gesturing with the fork for her to sit across from me. Military life hadn't exactly helped my manners... at least not at the dinner table.
Stacey sat down with a cup of coffee and watched me eat.
I engulfed the delicious food. A few minutes later the plate was empty.
"My, but you were hungry," Stacey said in astonishment.
"Sorry," I answered sheepishly. "That was delicious," I added.
"Macy is a great cook, even if it pains me to say so." A wry smile crossed her face. "Old coot," she whispered in a conspiratorial tone.
I smiled.
"So what brings you out in this no-man's land?"
I wiped my mouth and took a quick drink of coffee. "Headed for college... UNLV."
"Nevada... that's wonderful. You a gambler?"
"No, not really. Played a little poker in Iraq to pass the time, but I never liked to gamble."
"What are you going to major in, if you don't mind me asking?"
"Not at all. I was thinking of business... finance."
"I always wanted to go to college," Stacey said wistfully as she looked out the window.
I saw something in her eyes. It was almost sad. Maybe a dream lost.
I smiled and said, "Maybe you could just quit this job and run off to Nevada with me." It was supposed to be funny, but I quickly realized that it missed the mark.
Stacey didn't smile. "Can't very well quit. I own this place and my husband and I run it." She looked around the room with a sad expression.
I hadn't seen a ring. "Oh, you're married."
"For fifteen years. Can't wear a ring around the kitchen... had an employee lose a finger once."
"Didn't know it was that dangerous working in a diner," I said with a smile. "Any children?" I asked. I saw another sad look cross her pretty face. I knew that I had hit a nerve and wanted to take my question back. Suddenly I was afraid that she was going to leave. I was enjoying her company.
It took a moment for her to answer. It appeared that she was holding back tears.
"No, not yet." Then she quickly changed the subject. "Want some more meatloaf?"
My smile returned. "Please."
Macy was coming out of the kitchen taking off her apron. "Macy, you got any meatloaf left?" The older woman looked at me and said, "Got a hungry one here, huh?" She smiled and I saw a few missing teeth. "You ain't from around here are you?" She didn't wait for an answer. "Too cute to be from these parts."
For a moment I thought that she was going to come over and pat me on the head.
"Stop Macy, you'll make him blush. Besides, he's mine."
Another smile crossed the old woman's face. She winked at me. "I think there's a little left," she said. "Well, you two have fun. I'm going home and gettin in my storm cellar before this storm carries me to Kansas or some other foreign place. Goodnight."
"Follow the yellow brick road," Stacey said.
"Huh?" Macy said with a look of confusion.
Stacey shook her head. "Goodnight Macy. See you Monday morning."
With that, the old woman went out the door. I saw her hurrying to her car with her pocketbook over her head as if that would keep her dry. When she pulled out of the lot, it appeared that only Stacey's car and my Jeep remained.
Stacey came back a few minutes later with another plate of food. She sat it down in front of me and took her seat again.
"Thank you," I said. I looked at her as she leaned on the table with her arms folded, pushing her breasts upward. I felt a little chill go through me. A button on her uniform had come undone and I could see a large expanse of her breasts and the frilly bra holding them up. I gulped and turned my head down to my plate, wondering if the button had slipped open or if she had undone it.
"So you grew up in the east? A city boy huh?"
I looked at her and tried to keep my eyes on her face. It was next to impossible. Within seconds I could see that her nipples were hard and poking through the uniform. "Yes, a city boy from Philadelphia," I said.
Stacey reached over and patted my hand gently.
I almost trembled at the soft touch of her hand.
"We don't hold grudges against city slickers," she said and smiled.
I returned her smile and said, "Good."
We talked for a long time. I told her more than I usually reveal about myself. She seemed to have the knack for getting it out of me. Besides that, she seemed almost desperate for news from the outside world. I guess they didn't have a national newspaper or CNN.
"How about a piece of pie?" Stacey offered when we took a break from the conversation.
"Thanks, but I have to get going."
"Oh no you're not. There's no way you can drive in this storm. You don't know how lucky you were to find this place. You'll have to stay here until it's over."
"I have to get to the University by Monday morning," I almost whined.
"If you go out in this, you won't get there at all. I'm sure the college will be there when you get to Las Vegas."
"But you have to close and get home to your husband," I protested weakly, secretly delighted that I could stay a little longer.
"My husband is out of town and I often sleep here when he isn't home. There's no hurry to close," she said as she retrieved a large piece of apple pie and brought it over to me.
I engulfed it and sat back, feeling like a pig. "You're pretty," I said.
It was Stacey's turn to blush. "Would you like me to put the jukebox on?"
"That would be nice. How long do you suppose the storm will last?"
"Hard to tell. They can come and go quickly or last for days. The worst part should be over by morning."
"Morning!" I almost screamed.
"I can get you some blankets and a pillow. You can curl up in one of the booths."
I groaned. Still, I had slept in worse places. "I'm sorry. I really appreciate your hospitality... it's just that... that... oh shit, the school was so nice is making an exception for me."
"Don't worry, they won't kick you out if you are a few hours late."
"I guess you're right."
Stacey went over to the jukebox and put several quarters into the slot. The first song that came on was 'The Righteous Brothers' "Unchained Melody".
"Dance with me," she said, holding out her hand.
I looked at her with surprise.
"Come on," she encouraged.
I stood up nervously. "I haven't danced since my senior prom."
"That must have been... oh five years ago?" she guessed.
"Yes, about," I answered suddenly embarrassed to be only twenty-three.
"At least you've danced. I can't ever get my husband to dance."
Suddenly I was in her arms, surrounded by a sweet perfume that I hadn't noticed before. It had been a long time since I had held a woman like this. Stacey felt good in my arms. Her perfume and warm body against mine made my head spin. Unfortunately, it only took a few seconds for my excitement to show. I tried to pull my hips back, but Stacey's followed.
She obviously felt my predicament and looked into my eyes with what I could only describe as a naughty smile.
"Been a while huh?" she stated in a matter-of-fact tone.
My face turned three shades of red. "I... I'm sorry." I tried to pull away again.
Stacey pulled me back to her and placed her head on my shoulder. "No need to be sorry," she whispered. "It's been a long time since I created a reaction like that in a man."
I started to say that she probably created it in every man that visited the restaurant, but words failed me. We danced around the floor, careful to avoid the barstools and the booths. I finally relaxed and enjoyed the feeling of her soft body pressed to mine. Before we knew it, we had danced to all the songs that she had played with her quarters. When the music stopped, we kept moving.
After a long while, Stacey pulled away and looked into my eyes. "It gets really lonely here sometimes."
I barely heard her words. Like a magnet my lips were drawn to hers. A charge of electricity was set off in the room that matched the lightning outside. I felt the pretty woman melt into my arms. I squeezed her tight, my tongue searching her mouth. I heard her moan and felt her hips pressing forward. My cock was as hard as it had been when we first started dancing.
When my hand reached between us to grasp her breast, she stopped me. I thought that it was over, but was surprised when she smiled and began to slip down my body. I watched with eyes wide as she went to her knees. I saw her fingers trembling as she began to unsnap my jeans.
"I don't do this to every stranger that comes in here," she said as if she had read my mind.
"Uh... no... uh... I'm sure..." I stuttered as I watched her pull my zipper down. A second later her hand slipped into the opening. Her fingers searched for my cock. Another moan escaped my lips when I felt her warm hand wrap around me. It took a minute for her to negotiate the hard shaft out of my underwear and into the open.
"Oh my," she gasped. Her eyes opened wide as she stared at my rampant erection, just inches from her face. The swollen head had a bubble of clear juice on it, which she licked off with a flick of her tongue. Her eyes closed it pleasure.
My legs trembled.
She held my cock in her hand and pumped it with her fist. More juice streamed out and she licked it up, groaning deep in her throat.
Everything seemed surreal. I couldn't believe that I was standing in the middle of the diner, in front of open windows, with this gorgeous woman about to suck my cock. She could see the shock on my face.
"Don't worry; nobody is out in this storm."
I looked outside and saw the rain still coming down hard. I was beginning to like the rain. "Ahhhh!!!" I gasped as I felt Stacey's mouth cover the swollen head of my cock. I reached out instinctively and grabbed her head. I head her moan deep in her throat again.
It had been a while since I had had sex and the excitement of the moment consumed me. I threw my head back and looked up at the ceiling, trying to think of baseball, my friends still overseas, anything to avoid climaxing so soon. My hips began to push forward, forcing the shaft deep into her throat. I moaned and looked down to see that she had taken my entire cock into her throat. I began to tremble all over.
Stacey grabbed my hips and pulled me tightly to her, my balls touching her chin. Then she pulled back, allowing most of my shaft to slip out. She took it deep again.
I felt the large head of my cock reach the breach of her throat and pause each time before slipping in. Her throat muscles worked on the head like a warm glove milking me. My breath was coming in gasps when she let me slip out again. Her hand wrapped around my now wet cock and began to pump it. Her soft lips sucked the swollen head. I hissed through clenched teeth, "God, if you keep that up, I'm going to cum."
I heard another moan and her hand began to move faster. My legs trembled and threatened to give out. I could feel the cum building in my balls. My head began to spin as my hips pushed forward. I froze. A wave of incredible pleasure rushed over me. With a loud moan, juice began to squirt from the head of my cock like a fire hose.



Stacey moaned but didn't stop pumping my shaft. She tightened her lips around the crown of my cock and sucked hard, pulling my juice into her mouth. Every drop of cum was drained from me in a few seconds.
When I finally opened my eyes and looked down, I saw her pretty blue eyes staring up at me. Her cheeks were puffed out with my sperm. She pulled her lips away, making a smacking sound. Then, with amazement, I watched as she swallowed, once, twice and then again. She closed her eyes and licked her wet lips.
A second later she was in my arms kissing me. I moaned as I tasted the flavor of my cum in her mouth.
Finally the now trembling woman pulled away and whispered, "The storm seems to be getting worse. I think we should go into the storm cellar now." With that she walked over to the door and turned the "Open" sign to "Closed". Then she took my hand and led me through the kitchen to the storm cellar.
My heart was pounding in my chest and excitement was growing again. I followed her down the wooden steps. There was one bare light bulb hanging from the stairwell ceiling. At the bottom, Stacey pushed open the thick wooden door and flipped on a light switch. We entered a small room. Inside was a double bed in one corner with a dresser next to it. A single lamp, sitting on the dresser, lit the room with a dim glow. There was an opened door to one side that appeared to lead to a bathroom. A small table sat in the center of the room with a couple of wooden chairs. Along the walls was stored various foods and other supplies on shelving.
"It isn't much," Stacey whispered as she turned to me.
I looked at the shadowy glow of her face and smiled. "It's much better than some of the places I've lived in." With that, I brought my lips to hers. We both moaned. I reached between us and began to fumble with the buttons of her uniform. Stacey broke the kiss and brushed my hands away. With a look of lust in her eyes, she quickly unbuttoned her uniform. When the front buttons were opened, I pushed the starchy white dress from her shoulders and let it drop at her ankles. Then I pushed her back to look at her.
"Wow," I gasped as I stared at her nearly naked form. She had on a lacy white bra that barely held her substantial breasts. I could see her hard nipples poking through the material and the dark circles of her areolas. Her panties matched the bra, allowing me to see a slight bulge of hair between her legs, with a few stray blonde hairs escaping from the elastic. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close again as I searched for the catch to her bra.
A moment later I had her bare breasts pressed to my chest. I searched for her mouth again, our tongues dueling now. We were almost frantic. I felt her reaching for my tee shirt and I let her pull it up and over my head, forcing me to pull my lips reluctantly from hers. We both moaned when our now hot bodies touched again. I could feel her nipples almost burning into my chest. Her thighs pressed against mine.
We kissed passionately for a long time, squirming against each other as my hands squeezed her firm ass cheeks. Finally, I pulled away and reached down to lift her into my arms. I carried her to the bed and gently laid her down. My eyes scanned down her body before my hand reached for her now heaving breasts. I squeezed one, pinching the nipple and listened to her gasp. Slowly I bent my head to take the hard nub into my mouth.
"Oh God," Stacey whispered as her hand caressed the back of my head.
I sucked her breasts until she was writhing with excitement. Then I began to slowly kiss down one large orb until I reached her stomach. My hands continued to caress her breasts as my mouth moved lower. When my lips reached her panties, I pulled back and reached for the waistband. Stacey's eyes were smoldering with lust as she lifted her hips and allowed me to pull the slip of material from her legs. My eyes focused between her legs. I pulled her thighs open and almost gasped. Her inner lips were incredibly swollen and very wet. I could see the sparkle of her juice on her silky blonde pussy hair. I bent my head between her legs.
"What are you doing?" she said in a trembling voice.
"I'm going to eat your pussy," I said, thinking she wanted to hear me say it.
"Oh God," she gasped. "Bill never... never... oh Jesus," she whispered as she spread her legs wide open for me.
I lifted one thigh and kissed slowly down the soft skin, working my way toward her center. I licked and gently bit her flesh as I moved ever closer to her pussy. I could smell the sweet fragrance of her excitement. "Do you want me to eat you?" I whispered and looked up at her.
"I've never... we never... oh God, yes," she gasped.
I pushed her thighs far apart and moved my mouth closer to her sex. When I was only an inch away, I stopped. I used my fingers to open her outer lips, exposing the soft flesh between. I blew warm air onto her quivering lips and she gasped. Then I gently flicked my tongue against the soft skin protecting her clit. Another gasp escaped her... louder this time. I delicately forced the skin at the top of her pussy open until her swollen clit was revealed. It was shiny, smooth and pulsing with excitement. With an animal-like moan I dove in.
"Ahhhhhheeeeee!!!" Stacey gasped as my mouth found her clit and sucked it inside.
Within seconds I was lost in the sweet task of eating her. I loved to eat pussy... almost more than fucking. With sucking mouth and nibbling teeth I worked on her tender flesh until she was squirming wildly on the bed.
"Oh Rory... oh God," Stacey screamed as she pulled my hair with her fingers. Her thighs wrapped around my head, almost smothering me in the process. I took gasps of breath and continued to eat her. My tongue went wild, delving into her hole, searching for her juices. Her hips began to buck up at my face as I held her thighs.
"Ohhhhhh!!! God, I'm going to... to cummmmmmm!!!" she screamed.
I moved my mouth upward to cover her clit again. I sucked.
"Ahhhhhh," she screamed as her body went into convulsions.
I held on as she twisted and jerked on the bed under me. I fought to keep my mouth on her clit as her hips moved wildly. Tremor after tremor rushed through her and she gasped for breath. When one climax ended, another started. On and on they went until I finally felt her begin to relax. But then, I renewed my efforts. Within seconds she was climaxing again. Over and over she climaxed as my mouth and tongue searched for every groove of her pulsing pussy.
I was lost in my own world when I felt Stacey pushing on my shoulders. When I looked up, I saw her exhausted face looking back at me. I pulled back and wiped the juice that was streaming down my chin with the back of my hand. "Had enough?" I said and saw her nod her head and close her eyes. "Gee, I was just getting started."
"I... I want your cock," she whispered breathlessly.
I stood up and pulled my shoes and socks off. Then I unsnapped my jeans and striped them and my underwear off at the same time. Now I was standing with my cock throbbing between my legs. A long string of juice hung from the head in visual testimony to my incredible excitement.
"Fuck me please," she gasped, holding her arms out to me.
"Uh... wait, I think I have a condom in..."
"No," she said quickly, interrupting me. "Fuck me now."
I shrugged my shoulders and crawled between her legs again. I got onto my knees and leaned back on my calves. Then I positioned her thighs across mine, pulling her closer. When her pussy was inches away, I wrapped my hand around my cock and aimed it at her wet hole. I could see her hole opening and closing in anticipation. She trembled as soon as the head touched her. Slowly I moved closer, pushing the head just inside.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned when the crown slipped into her. Her hips jerked and her hands reached for my hips in an attempt to pull me closer.
I resisted, enjoying the feeling of her tight hole caressing the sensitive skin of my cock head. Since I had cum in her mouth a few minutes earlier, I knew that I could last longer this time. I teased her, moving just slightly forward and then back again.
"Please Rory... please, please!"
"Please what?" I teased
"Please... please fuck me!!!" she hissed.
With a grimace of pleasure, I moved forward, slipping my cock slowly into her. I paused halfway... teasing her.
Her eyes opened. "Please," she pleaded.
I moved forward, slipping deeper until I hit bottom. At the same time, I moved over her until my hands were on either side of her shoulders. I looked down at her pretty face. "Is that better?" I whispered.
"Yes... yes," she gasped.
I kissed her passionately, my tongue moving into her mouth quickly. She sucked it.
At the same time, my hips pulled back and then thrust forward again.
Her hips lifted up to me, taking every inch into her body. I did it again and again until we developed a rhythm. As I moved down, her hips came up. Gradually the speed increased until the room was filled with the slapping sound of our sex organs and our moans of pleasure.
Stacey wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. Her breath hissed in my ear as she moaned. "Yes, yes, yes, fuck me. Oh God, it's been so long."
I worked in and out of her with powerful strokes.
"I'm... I'm going to cum," she gasped.
"Cum for me. Cum again for me," I answered.
"Yes... ahhhhhheeeee!!!" she screamed as she began to climax again.
I could feel her pussy pulsing around my cock as the shock waves rushed through her. Her body bucked and twisted under me. I held on. When I felt her settling down, I fucked her harder, bringing her to a peak again and again. The inside of her warm cavern throbbed around my cock, milking me. Eventually, it was too much for me and I felt my climax building. Should I cum inside her? I thought. I knew that she had been trying to have children and might not be on birth control. I decided to warn her. "Stacey, I'm going to cum," I whispered.
Without hesitation she responded, "Yes, yes, cum in meeeeee!!!" With that she began to climax again.
That took me over the top. "Oh God," I gasped as I felt my balls swell. My hips moved up and down in a blur. "Ahhhhhhh!!! I cried and felt my juice begin to hurtle up my shaft. I pushed as deeply as I could and froze. The swollen head of my cock grew larger as my juice began to squirt deep inside her warm and welcoming hole. The pulsing seemed to go on for a very long time, filling her hole with my potent cream. Finally when the last drop was inside her I gasped one last time and collapsed beside her.
It took some time before we could catch our breath. I pulled her to me and she snuggled into my arm. "God, that was amazing," I whispered.
"It was for me too," she said. "I've never cum that much in one session in my life. Thank you."
I felt my face flush. I wasn't used to being thanked for sex. Besides, it was me that should have been thanking her. "I should be thanking you," I said. "You saved my life," I said, just a little facetiously.
Stacey laughed quietly and snuggled deeper into my arm. When we had recovered Stacey began to talk. She told me about her life at the diner and her lost opportunities to leave this place. Now she had resolved that she was going to stay here... probably forever. I was sad for her, but didn't say anything. I told her more about my childhood and joining the Army. We talked for a long time, pausing occasionally to listen to the storm raging outside. It sounded far away. I felt safe, warm and incredibly content.
After a while, I felt Stacey's hand reach between my legs to grasp my soft cock.
"I want to suck it again," she giggled. Without waiting for an answer, she kissed down my chest and across my stomach. She lifted my still wet cock and brought it to her mouth. "Mmmmm," she moaned as she began to suck. Within seconds I was hard again.
Stacey looked up at me and said, "I want it again." With that she moved up and straddled my waist. She grasped my cock and brought the swollen head to her already wet hole. There was no hesitation as she slipped the shaft all the way into her in one movement. A second later she was sitting on my thighs with my cock buried deep inside.
I reached for her hips and pushed upward and then pulled her back down. Both of us gasped. Slowly the movement began to speed up until she was bouncing with abandon on top of me. I watched her pretty face as she gasped in pleasure. Suddenly she threw her head back and let out a moan. Her body froze and then began to shake as another orgasm rushed through her.
This time I lasted a long time, enjoying her cries of pleasure as she climaxed several more times. Finally I pulled her hips tight to me and shot my cum deep into her for the second time.
Sometime early in the morning I awakened. For a moment I was disoriented, wondering where I was. I heard the storm outside. Then I realized that I was in bed with a gorgeous woman. A broad smile crossed my face. She was lying on her side and I was snuggled up behind her. Incredibly I felt myself getting hard again. With a gentle movement I positioned myself so that I could slip into her pussy again. I heard a moan, but I wasn't sure if I had awakened her. When I began to move, I felt her press back into me. I kissed her soft neck and wrapped my hand around her until I could grasp her breast. Just like that we were making love again.
We spent most of the morning in bed, making sweet love. When we finally pulled apart, we needed a shower. Her hair was a mess and her body showed the obvious signs of a night of torrid lovemaking. Still, she looked beautiful.
We showered together and then went upstairs to find that the sun was threatening to break through the clouds. The storm was over. Stacey fixed us a late breakfast and we sat in a booth and ate silently. When we were done, I looked at the pretty woman and saw a tear in her eye. She reached over and grasped my hand.
I didn't know what to say. We both knew that I had to go... and that I would probably never be back again. I kissed her one last time as we stood in the parking lot. The goodbye was tearful and heart wrenching. I drove away and I watched her wave from the steps of the diner.
It had been a wonderful few hours. Yes, I had had sex before, but nothing compared to what Stacey and I had shared... we had made love. As I gazed across the plains, through the mist of my own tears, I saw a beautiful rainbow appear. The sparkling red's, blue's and oranges seemed to go on forever. I looked back one last time and saw that one end of the rainbow seemed to end at the diner.
I knew that I would never look at rain quite the same way again.
I did make it back to that diner, about six years later. I was a traveling salesman for my company and had to pass on my way to Kansas City. When I stepped out of the car, it was 1992 all over again. I looked around and saw the wheat fields blowing in the late summer breeze and large white puffy clouds on the horizon. I knew now that those clouds could change in an instant. I almost wished that they would.
The diner looked like it hadn't changed one bit. I shook my head to clear the memories and walked up the steps. I was surprised to find the place relatively crowded. Behind the counter was a heavy-set woman with a white uniform on. My heart sank. I sat at a stool and ordered coffee. When the waitress brought it over I asked, "Does Stacey Allen still run this place?"
"Yes sir she does. Her and her husband."
My face lit up. "Is she around?"
"Not yet. But she should be here directly."
"Thanks," I said and felt my heart beating faster.
About ten minutes later I saw a beautiful woman come into the diner. It was Stacey and she looked as pretty as ever and not a day older. Her face was bright and her eyes still sparkled. I didn't say anything as she ushered a small boy into the diner and behind the counter. When she turned, I saw a perplexing look on her face. Suddenly her expression changed. "Rory?"
I smiled. "Hi Stacey."
"God," she gasped and hurried around the counter and almost jumped into my arms. Several of the patrons looked up briefly to see what the fuss was about, but quickly went back to their conversations.
"Lord, it's been six years," she said.
"I know. But you haven't changed a bit."
She smiled sweetly. "Thank you," she answered and blushed prettily. Then she looked at me with a strange expression. Just then the boy came running from behind the counter with a toy six-gun in his hand. Stacey grabbed him as he went by. "Rory, I want you to meet Rory Allen," she said, holding the boy by his shoulders in front of her."
"His name is R..." I started to say and stopped. My mouth dropped open as I looked at the little boy. He looked like me at that age. My eyes quickly moved up to Stacey's. My mouth opened but nothing came out. Then I saw it in her eyes.
"Yes, I've always liked the name Rory. Very handsome young man... don't you think?" she said proudly.
"Uh... yes, yes he is," I stuttered.
"Mildred, can you watch Rory for a few minutes?"
"Sure."
Stacey led me to the back of the diner and sat in a booth across from me. We were silent for a few minutes. Finally she said, "You're not mad at me are you? You know... because of Rory."
"Uh... no... I guess not."
Stacey twisted a napkin in her hands and then looked up. "I never thought I would see you again."
"Me either."
"It's been six years and I didn't even know where you were. I thought about writing you a letter at the University a thousand times, but I wasn't sure how you would feel."
I looked into her eyes and saw tears forming.
"I didn't plan it," she whispered. "Rory is five years and three months old."
I did the math. "I don't know what to say."
"I'm as happy as I have ever been in my life."
I heard her words and looked at her face. Then a smile came to my face. "I'm glad. I can see it in your face."
We talked for a while before she called her son over. He sat in the booth next to his mother and looked at me.
"How did you get my name?" he asked innocently.
"Well, your Mom and I met a few years ago and she liked my name. So she named you Rory."
"Oh," the young boy said.
"It looks like the place is getting busy again," Stacey said. "Would you mind watching Rory for a few minutes while I help Mildred wait on some customers?"
"Uh... no, not at all," I answered. "If it's okay with Rory."
"Sure, we can go out back," the bubbly boy said with a wide smile. "We have a swing set."
"Okay," I said and let the little blonde-headed boy lead me out the back door.
Rory and I played for a long time. I pushed him on the swings and actually slid down the sliding board with him. Just at the moment I came flying off the end of the board and onto my butt, Stacey came outside. I heard her sweet laugh.
I looked up sheepishly and got up to dust off my clothes. "Quite a rambunctious lad you have there."
"He is. He's the love of my life."
We fell into an uncomfortable silence. Finally I said, "Well, I guess I had better get going. I still have a long way to go." I saw a sad look come over Stacey's face.
"Rory, why don't you go in and ask Mildred to get you an ice cream."
The little boy's eyes lit up. "Before dinner?"
"Yes, but just this once."
"Oh goody," he screamed and started to run off.
"Rory, say goodbye to Mr. James."
Rory turned around and reached out his little hand. "Goodbye Mr. James. And, thanks for playing with me."
"It was my pleasure Rory," I said and squatted down to his level.
Suddenly he threw his arms around me and gave me a hug. Then he turned and ran back into the diner.
I stood back up and watched him disappear. "Well, I have to get going," I said again and looked at Stacey. She had tears streaming down her cheeks.



"Will you write to me?" she asked.
"I'd love to."
Stacey looked at the back door of the diner and then stepped close to me. A second later we were kissing. It lasted only a few seconds, but to this day I can still feel her lips on mine. I receive letters from Stacey regularly with pictures of her and Rory. He is growing into quite a young man and she is as pretty as ever. She seems very happy. I am married and have two children myself and am very happy as well. Still, every time it rains, I go back to a stormy night in 1992 and wonder what might have been.
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Introduction
I was fourteen when the accident happened. My Mom and Dad were driving home from a dinner party on a rainy evening. My Dad, who tended to drink a little too much, was behind the wheel when he ran a red light. An SUV hit their car on my mother's side... she didn't make it to the hospital. My Dad, who was severely injured, recovered from his physical injuries, but never recovered from the emotional trauma of causing the death of my mother. Over time, his occasional drinking became constant. Finally, four years later (I was eighteen years old), the grief and booze took him. His death left my older sister, Cindy, who was twenty-two at the time and just out of college, and me, on our own.
Cindy and I grew closer after my mom died. She became very protective of me. Still, it was a burden for her to attend college and act like a mother to me. (Fortunately she received an academic scholarship to a local university before my father died.) She never complained about taking care of her little brother though. After college she found a job paying a good salary. Unfortunately, it wasn't enough to keep the house when my father died. He had only enough insurance to bury him. Upon graduation from high school, I took a cashier's job in a small supermarket and attended college at night. My grades were not good enough to obtain a college scholarship and sports were out because I injured my knee playing high school football. Since the supermarket job didn't pay enough for me to have my own place, I moved in with Cindy. While she never said anything, I knew it was difficult for her to have me under her feet in the tiny apartment.
Cindy is a gorgeous girl with light brown hair and hazel eyes. She is built very well, with large breasts and very narrow waist. However, where I am 6' 2" with broad shoulders, she is on the small size at 5' 4". When we were kids, there was always teasing around the house about how she could boss me around. She is a type "A" personality and has always been highly motivated. She generally knows what she wants and how to get it. While I am rather imposing in size, I am far less aggressive and even shy. My shyness kept me from dating very often. In fact, I was a virgin until I was almost nineteen. This story is about losing my virginity to my loving sister...
Chapter 1
I suppose it was when Cindy and I moved in together that I first started to notice her as a woman. When my dad was alive, she handled many of the chores that our mother had done previously. Before that she was on her own most of the time at home... often locked up in her room, on the telephone. To be sure, I noticed that she was a girl and had done my share of peeking at her. But I never really saw her as a sexual person. When I masturbated, I would visualize girls at school or a friend... but not Cindy. That began to change when I was around her all the time though. The first indication was when I would often be cross with her after she had been out on a date. It took me awhile to realize I was jealous. Up to that time I denied that it was anything more than protectiveness. None of the guys she dated were good enough for my big sister... they were all jerks.
One evening, not long after I moved into her apartment, she came home late with a date. Until then she had never allowed a date to come home with her. I suppose she went to their place... I never really thought much about it. I was still awake when she came in. I started to get up and say hello when I heard her whispering and knew that she had someone with her. I went to the door of my room and listened. She was giggling; indicating that she had been drinking... she often gets giggly when she drinks. I heard a male voice and knew that it was the jerk she had been dating. He was a real Don Juan: driving a sports car and flashing money around like it grew on trees. I didn't like him from the start and thought there was something strange about him.
"Shhhhh," I heard Cindy whisper and then giggle. "My bbbrother issss asleeeppp."
Then I heard her moan and the distinct sound of kissing. Suddenly my heart started to pound in my chest. I wanted desperately to open the door. I flipped off my light switch, twisted the knob as gently as I could, and eased the door opened just a crack. The living room was dark and it took a moment for my eyes to adjust. When they did, I almost gasped. My sister was in her date's arms and she was naked from the waist up. I could see her large breasts pressed to his chest as they kissed passionately. Then as I watched, I saw his hands slip down to her skirt and begin to pull it upward. I felt incredibly guilty for watching, but not enough to stop. The guy continued to pull her skirt up until I saw her panties. They were powder blue and clung to her ass cheeks like a second skin. I watched as he hooked his fingers into the elastic around her cheeks and pulled the panties upward until they slipped between her crack, baring both of her ass cheeks. His hands covered her soft flesh as he pulled her tight to him. After caressing and kneading her ass for some time, he slipped the tiny panties down her legs until they lay in at her feet.
In spite of my jealously, my cock was throbbing in my underwear by that time. I couldn't resist. I pulled it out and stroked myself as I continued to watch. Now my sister was almost totally naked with her skirt bunched around her waist.
"Mmmmmm, Dexter, let's goooo tooo my rooooommmm," Cindy hissed.
"Suck me first," he said excitedly.
I watched in total shock as my sister began to slide down his body until she was on her knees. With trembling hands she unbuckled his belt and unsnapped his pants before pulling his zipper down. Then her hand disappeared into his pants. A moan escaped her lips as she pulled his hard cock out. Then, without a moment's hesitation, she wrapped her lips around it and began to suck. The noise of her lips echoed in my ears as I continued to stroke my cock. I couldn't believe that my sister was sucking this guy. I wasn't exactly naive, but I didn't think my sister would do something like that. I watched mesmerized as she moved her mouth up and down on his shaft... the skin now shining with her saliva. I looked down at my cock and then at his... mine was quite a bit longer. Somehow that made me feel better, but I wasn't sure why.
"That's it... that's it, suck me," Dexter said as he grabbed my sister's head and directed it up and down on his cock. "Yes... that's it baby, suck me. Keep it up and I'm going to cum."
I heard my sister moan and assumed that she was going to pull away. Then I watched in total disbelief as she began to pump his shaft quickly, keeping the head inside her mouth. He began to move his hips back and forth, his fingers twisted in her hair.
"Ohhhhh yes!!!" he gasped and pushed his cock deep into her mouth. His entire cock disappeared. When he pulled it back out, it was slick with her saliva. She pumped her fist faster as his hips began to move back and forth. He moaned louder and threw his head back.
A sound, almost a growl, escaped Cindy's throat. I watched as they both froze, her hand and throat the only things moving. She swallowed over and over. It was obvious that he was climaxing... squirting his juice down her willing throat. My sister continued to pump his cock and swallow until the shaft began to shrink. Then she smacked her lips as she pulled his cock out. She kissed the head before standing up again. It obviously was not the first time she had done that.
As they turned around toward the bedrooms, I quickly closed the door. I heard them make their way to my sister's room, which was next to mine. Still feeling guilty, but nonetheless excited, I moved over to the wall between my sister's room and mine. I pressed my ear to the wall. I could hear movement in the room and then the bedsprings squeak. A few minutes later I heard the squeaking become rhythmic. He was fucking her... fucking my sister just a few feet from where I stood. I listened as she moaned quietly. I was sure she was trying to be quiet so I wouldn't hear, but the sound of her whines still reached my ears and was forever burned into my brain. My eyes closed and I pumped my shaft rapidly.
"Yes, fuck me... fuck me," Cindy whispered. "I'm going to cummmmm."
With those words, I felt my balls bubble over. Unable to stop my climax, I turned to the wall a second before my cock began to squirt; stream after stream shot out of the pulsing head, the sperm hitting the wall with a splat. I gasped as I emptied my balls against the cold, hard wall.
Before the last squirt was out of me, I began to feel guilty again. It was bad enough that I had spied on my sister, but I had jerked off while listening to her having sex. I wasn't sure how I was going to face her in the morning.
I quickly cleaned up and slipped into bed. They were still going at it. I didn't fall asleep until their room grew quiet. When I finally did, my sleep was anything but restful. I had dreams of sex... sex with my sister. Several times I forced myself to wake up. Each time I did, I heard the unmistakable sound of sex in my sister's room.
Chapter 2
The morning sunlight was coming into my window when I awoke. I rubbed my eyes and sat up in bed. Suddenly I remembered what had happened last night and guilt washed over me. Still, remembering the sound of my sister's moans and the image of her sucking her boyfriend's cock sent a chill though me. All kinds of emotions ran through me. It was very confusing.
When I finally pulled myself out of bed, I quietly walked over, opened my door gently, and looked into the living room. I'm not sure what I was looking for. Surely they wouldn't have been in the living room. I stepped out, half expecting to see Cindy's boyfriend. However, the first thing I saw was my sister's blouse on the floor... then her bra and panties. Looking quickly at her door, I hurried over to where the powder blue panties lay on the floor. I stood frozen as I stared down at them. Then with a shaking hand I picked them up. The soft and silky material under my fingers sent a tremor of excitement through me. Without thinking I brought them to my nose and inhaled. The scent of her caused an immediate electric shock to rush down my body, making my cock twitch and begin to grow. Suddenly I heard movement in my sister's room. I almost ran to the kitchen. Not knowing what to do with the panties, I stuffed them down the front of my underwear. That made my already twitching cock stiffen. I hastily grabbed a bowl and poured myself some cereal, quickly sitting at the table.
A moment later my sister walked in and I glanced up. She had on a white terrycloth robe tied around her waist. Her hair was messed up and her eyes showed the results of her late night activity. I looked back down at my cereal.
Cindy paused at the door like she wanted to say something. Then she went over to put a coffeepot on and then fixed herself some toast. When it was ready she sat down at the table across from me. I was silent, pretending to read the cereal box. Unfortunately, the silky panties in my underwear continued to make my cock throb.
Finally, Cindy spoke. "Robbie, I... I... want to... to apologize for last night," she stuttered.
I didn't look up.
"I had a little too much to... to drink. I should have never brought Dexter here."
"He's a jerk," I said without looking up.
Cindy let that pass. She knew I didn't like him and was used to my reaction. "Regardless, I'm sorry," she whispered and I heard her voice crack.
When I looked up finally she was looking down at her coffee and there were tears in her eyes. My anger disappeared immediately. "Sis, you don't owe me an apology. It's your apartment... you pay the rent. What I make barely covers my school and food. I shouldn't even be living here."
Cindy looked at me as tears rolled down her cheek. "No, that's not true. You're my brother and I love you. I don't want you to leave."
"I love you to Sis. But I feel like I'm in your way. You have done everything for me. Ever since mom... ever since mom died. I promise I'll pay you back someday." Now I had tears in my eyes. Without thinking I stood up. The panties fell out of the leg of my shorts and fortunately dropped under the table. My cock had lost most of its hardness as I stepped close to her and pulled her to my hip warmly. When I bent over to kiss her cheek I paused. I saw that her robe had opened to the point where I could see the swell of one large breast. As she turned to me, the robe opened further. Suddenly I was staring at her pink nipple. It wasn't the first time in my life that I had seen her naked breast, but it was by far the most exciting. I stared and my cock began to grow.
When I didn't kiss her, Cindy glanced down and saw that I was looking down her robe. She giggled nervously and said, "Opps," and pulled her robe closed.
I quickly kissed her cheek. Then she stood up and turned in my arms. She snuggled into me, pressing her breasts to my chest. "Please don't leave me... you're all I have," she whispered as she placed her head against my chest.
"I don't want to be a burden to you anymore Sis."
"You're not a burden to me Robbie. You've never been," she answered and squeezed me tighter.
We held each other for a few minutes, the feeling of her warmth seeping through her robe. Then the inevitable happened and I began to get excited again. I knew that she could feel it, but yet she didn't pull away. There was nothing I could do so I remained in her embrace, my face turning red with embarrassment. When we finally moved apart, I could have sworn that she glanced down at the bulge in my boxer shorts.
"Well, I have to get ready for work," she said.
I sat back down at the table quickly to hide my state of excitement.
Cindy picked up a piece of toast and took a couple of bites and then a sip of her coffee. "Gotta run," she said and smiled.
I looked at her face and then glanced down to her neck. There was a large purple suck mark on her otherwise smooth white skin.
She saw my eyes and pulled her robe closed. Then she hurried out of the kitchen.
A while later, I was dressed and sitting in the living room pretending to read a school book when Cindy came out, ready for work. "You clean up nice," I said and smiled. She had on a short and tight pink skirt with a white blouse. Around her neck was a pink scarf that matched her skirt. She obviously had to cover up the suck mark.
"Thank you," she said. She walked over and picked up her blouse and bra from last night. Then she glanced around the floor.
I knew what she was looking for... the panties were in my room now.
Finally she shrugged her shoulders and looked at me with embarrassment before taking the clothes to the bathroom hamper. When she came back she stopped in front of me and bent over, resting her arms on my shoulders and looking into my eyes. "Since you don't have school tonight, why don't you get us a movie tonight and we can have an evening together."
I could smell a slight whiff of her perfume and there was a hint of toothpaste on her breath. I shivered. "Okay, how about a Rambo movie?" I said flippantly to cover myself.
"Let me think about that... no," she said immediately. "I had something a little less violent in mind."
"Alright."
"See you tonight." She leaned closer and kissed my lips. I opened my eyes in shock. She never kissed me on the lips... always on the cheek. It was only a peck though.
"Uh... yeah... see you," I stammered. I watched as she turned to leave. I could see the outline of her panties under the tight skirt and felt my cock stir. She had a great ass, even if she was my sister. As soon as she was out the door, I got up and hurried to the bedroom. Quickly I stripped off my clothes, picked up the panties and lay down on the bed. With a moan I brought them to my nose again and took in her sweet smell. Then, with a trembling hand I moved the panties down to my already hard cock. The cool and silky material felt good against my cock as I began to masturbate. I tried desperately to see someone else in my fantasy, but no matter how hard I tried Cindy's face and body kept appearing. I finally gave up and let my imagination run wild. Cindy was sucking my cock... then she was fucking me... sitting on my cock and taking it all the way into her body. It took only a few strokes before I was shooting my cum into the air. It landed on my chest, almost hitting me in the chin. When the last drop had squirted out of me, I took the panties and cleaned my chest. Then I threw them into her clothes hamper, moving around other garments to hide the sodden panties.
Chapter 3
I was in the kitchen when Cindy came home that evening. I wasn't much of a cook, but I had fixed some spaghetti, warmed up some Italian bread, and opened a bottle of her favorite wine. I put a white tablecloth on the kitchen table (we didn't have a dining room) and lit a candle in the middle.
"Robbie, I'm home," she called as she came into the apartment.
"In the kitchen Sis."
"My, my, what a treat this is," she said when she saw what I had done. The house did smell good.
I smiled at her and said, "It's the least I can do. I guess I should fix dinner every night."
"Uh... that's okay," Cindy said with a worried look. When she realized that I was kidding she smiled broadly. "Some things are better left to me."
"Are you criticizing my cooking?" I said, trying to look hurt.
"Well, no. But I do remember the time you tried to cook a roast," she said with a big smile.
"It only took a week to get the burnt smell out of the house," I returned.
"Two weeks."
"Alright, two weeks. But I CAN cook spaghetti."
"We'll see... but you get an 'A' for effort regardless."
"Go get changed, it's almost ready. Here," I added and handed her a glass of wine.
"This is so sweet Robbie," she said sincerely. "It couldn't have come at a better time. I've been on my feet all day."
"Well, get a shower and change, then we'll have dinner. Before the movie I'll give you one of my famous foot massages." She loved it when I massaged her feet.
"Wow, it gets better and better."
"Get!" I said and waved her out of the kitchen.
Later Cindy returned wearing a purple silk kimono housedress that hugged her bust and came down to the middle of her thighs. Her hair was freshly washed and hung in wet curls to her shoulders.
We sat down to eat a few minutes later. Dinner was a success. The spaghetti was passable and the store bought Italian bread was good.
"This was wonderful Robbie," Cindy said sincerely as she sipped her third glass of wine.
"Thank you. It's the least I can do."
Cindy surprised me when she got up and sat on my lap. I wasn't sure what to do so I wrapped my arms around her waist and let her lean against my chest. The smell of lavender soap and her hair shampoo sent a chill through me.
"I'm so glad I have you Robbie. I don't know what I would do without you," she said, snuggling into my chest. Her hips squirmed on my lap.
I didn't answer. I was trying desperately not to get an erection. However, her soft ass on my crotch was too much. I could feel my face turning red with every hardening pulse of my cock. It was uncomfortably trapped in my shorts. "Uh... Sis," I said with embarrassment and lifted her up.
As she stood, I saw her look down at my crotch. A smile came to her face and she whispered, "Sorry."
There was a look in her eyes that I had never seen before. My cock, which was trapped down the leg of my short's throbbed, lifting the material.
"Better fix that before you cut off circulation," she said nodding toward my lap with a smile.
My face turned three shades of red. I jumped up, sliding the chair back quickly. "I uh... I had... I had better get the dishes done," I stuttered.



"No, I'll do the dishes and you get the video set up," Cindy said with her eyes sparkling naughtily. "You might want to take care of that first," she said, referring to my erection. She was obviously enjoying my discomfort immensely.
"Cindddddyyyy," I said with mortification.
I rushed out of the room like an adolescent that had been scolded by his mother. Safe in my room, l leaned against the door and took several deep breaths. My cock still throbbed in my shorts. It took me a few minutes to compose myself. I retrieved the video and then found a bottle of massage oil and a towel. The bathroom was a mess as it was most of the time after Cindy was there. There were makeup articles strewn across the counter and clothes and towels on the floor. I sighed and started to straighten up. I moved her makeup into a neat pile on the side of the counter and wiped it down. When I picked up the towels, a pair of panties dropped to the floor. As I started to reach for them, I realized that my hand was trembling. This is ridiculous, I thought as I picked up the silky underwear.
I walked over to put the panties in the hamper. However, before I could, I found my hand bringing them to my face. It was as if I couldn't control it. I inhaled her sweet fragrance and felt my cock throb so hard that I feared I would cum in my shorts. My head began to spin and I swayed on my feet. Finally, with great effort, I dragged the panties from my face and threw them into the hamper. I slammed the lid with anger. I was still chastising myself as I set up the video.
Cindy finished the dishes and came into the living room carrying another glass of wine. She sat down on the sofa next to me and said, "All ready for me?"
"Uh... sure." After the bathroom incident, I wasn't sure I was ready for her.
We had done this before. She turned on the sofa and placed her feet on my lap. I lifted them and put a towel underneath so as not to get oil on my shorts. Cindy sighed and laid her head on the arm of the sofa as I poured oil onto one foot. She moaned contentedly as I began to gently massage the soft skin on the top of her foot and then down to the arch. When most of her foot was covered in oil, I slipped my fingers between her toes. I heard another moan and glanced up. Her head was back and eyes were closed. There was a serene look on her face. With her eyes closed, I felt safe to look down her body. I saw her breasts move gently up and down under the silky housedress. They formed two soft mounds that stretched the silky bodice. My eyes moved down to see that the hem had ridden up her legs until much of her thighs were exposed. She had great legs. They were smooth and tanned with just the right amount of muscle. Her calves were strong and well shaped, tapering to narrow ankles. I held her gorgeous feet, with red painted toenails, in my hands.
As I continued the massage, I gently moved one leg away from the other. I knew that it was wrong, but I couldn't help myself. I moved very slowly, hoping that she wouldn't notice. When they were a good foot apart, I dared to look between her legs. My heart almost stopped. Her crotch was totally exposed and the light of the lamp beside me gave me a perfect view. She had on a pair of pink gauzy panties that did little to hide her pussy. I could see the outline of her outer lips and the wrinkled and pink inner lips flattened against the gusset. My heart was now thumping rapidly in my chest. In my excitement, my fingers had stopped moving. When Cindy moaned and wiggled her foot, I quickly looked away and began to rub again.
I tried not to look between her legs again, but it was impossible. When I did, several minutes later, I drew in my breath. There was a dark spot on her panties that had not been there before. I didn't know much about female anatomy at the time, so I didn't comprehend that my sister was excited. I continued to stare as I took the other foot in my hand. I made sure her legs stayed open... it seemed easy to do, as I received no resistance from her.
An hour later, I had almost rubbed my sister's feet raw... staring at her pussy the entire time.
Cindy finally came out of her daze and sat up. "God, that was wonderful," she whispered with a dreamy look. "My feet and legs are tingling all over. Maybe you should become a masseur," she teased. Then she suggested that we put the movie on and went to get another glass of wine.
That gave me the opportunity to get up without her seeing my erection. I quickly put the movie in the VCR and sat down. The video had just come on when Cindy came back. She sat close to me, with our hips touching. She laid her head on my shoulder and curled her legs under her.
I bought "Sleepless in Seattle." It was a used rental and only cost ten dollars. I knew it was one of Cindy's favorite movies. However, when I looked at the screen, the usual credits didn't appear. There was nothing but gray static on the screen. I was about to get up when the video finally began to play. It took a couple of seconds to realize that this wasn't "Sleepless in Seattle". It appeared to be a movie made with a home video camera. On the screen was an empty bedroom with a large bed in the center. The covers were turned down neatly. "What's thi..."? I started to say and stopped. A woman walked into the room, followed by a man. When they got to the bed, they turned and faced each other. The woman was wearing a see-through negligee and the guy had a towel wrapped around his waist.
Cindy sat up and stared at the screen. "Oh my God, that... that looks like Mrs. Fields from down the block."
We both fell silent as the woman stepped into the man's arms and kissed him passionately. They were obviously very excited.
"It is Mrs. Fields!" Cindy exclaimed.
"Holy shit!" I yelled. "I think there's been a big mistake here."
We watched as the woman pulled her negligee over her head. With a flick of his fingers the man opened the towel and let it drop to the floor. He already had a huge erection.
Mrs. Fields was in her early forties, but had a great body with very large breasts. The guy, who we didn't recognize, was much younger and very muscular. He definitely wasn't her husband. When Mrs. Fields went to her knees in front of the man, I jumped up to retrieve the remote.
"Wait," Cindy said as she grabbed my arm and pulled me back down. "Let's see what's going to happen."
I sat back down nervously. We watched as the older woman grasped the man's cock and pulled it to her red painted lips. I closed my eyes. My face turned red with embarrassment. I couldn't believe that I was watching a porn video with my sister. I looked at her quickly and saw her staring at the screen. She was biting her lip between her teeth and was sitting forward with her eyes opened wide. When I looked back at the screen, I saw the woman pumping the man's shaft as she sucked him. It reminded me of what I had seen Cindy do with her lover not ten feet from where we were sitting. My cock, which had never really gone completely soft, was as hard as a rock again.
"Cindy, we shouldn't be watching this," I whispered, without conviction. Of course I wanted to watch it, but not with my sister sitting next to me.
"Shhhh," she said and reached over and placed her hand on my bare leg.
Suddenly I was paralyzed. Her hand felt like it was going to burn my thigh. On the screen, the man was moaning and bucking his hips into the woman's mouth. When he yelled that he was climaxing, I felt Cindy's fingernails dig into my skin. The woman drank the man's sperm like Cindy had done with her lover. When she was done sucking the man, she let his cock slip from her lips. She smiled, scooped up some sperm that had dripped to her chin, and sucked it from her fingers.
I started to get the remote again, but Cindy squeezed my thigh and whispered, "Wait." There was obvious excitement in her voice.
The scene faded out for a few seconds and then came back on. On the screen the two were lying on the bed kissing. A moment later the woman turned onto her back. Now she was lying with her leg's spread. Her lover crawled between. He bent down and kissed her. He was hard again. From the camera angle, we had a clear view of the man's ball's and cock with Mrs. Field's open pussy waiting below.
I was now mesmerized as I waited for him to fuck her. It wasn't the first porn video I had seen, but it was the first time I had seen someone that I knew in one. I felt something and looked down. Cindy's hand had begun to move on my thigh. At first it was barely noticeable. I held my breath, my eyes opened wide. I couldn't believe what was happening. I sat frozen as her fingers moved onto my shorts and then higher. When the tips of her fingers reached the tent in my shorts, I almost climaxed. Suddenly she grabbed me... grabbed my hard cock in her fist. I moaned and heard her whimper in response. I stared at her hand, afraid to look at her. When I looked at the screen, the man was fucking Mrs. Fields, his cock moving in and out of her pussy rapidly.
Cindy's fingers began to move up and down at the same tempo as the couple fucking on the screen. I was gasping for breath now. I wanted to grab her hand to stop her, but I couldn't move. Instead I sat frozen with only my chest moving. Soon I felt my balls begin to churn. I heard the man on the screen moan that he was ready to cum. I saw him thrust his cock deeply into her and he froze. Suddenly my hips began to move in time with my sister's pumping hand. It took a few more strokes before I felt my climax coming on. There was no way to delay it. I closed my eyes as I shot my sperm into my shorts.
It was obvious that Cindy knew that I had climaxed. The pumping of her hand continued for a few moments. Then it slowed until it was barely moving. However, her fingers continued to squeeze me for a few seconds. Suddenly, she took her hand away and stood up. Without a word she left me sitting on the sofa and disappeared into her bedroom, closing the door behind her.
I sat in stunned silence. I couldn't believe what had just happened. Had my sister just jerked me off? I wondered. It couldn't be. Yet, I could still feel her hand on my now soft cock and cum was soaking though the front of my shorts, leaving a wet patch. I turned off the TV and went to my room in a daze.
Chapter 4
Breakfast conversation was very tense the following morning... at least for me. I hadn't slept very well. Cindy, on the other hand, seemed her normal self. She tried in vain to engage me in conversation, but only received grunts in reply. I was sulking and didn't even know why. I hadn't really done anything wrong and I certainly wasn't mad at her. It wasn't anger. I felt guilty... like I had taken advantage of my sister. It was irrational I know, but I was confused.
"Well little brother, I have to get to work," she said and got up. "You have a wonderful day."
"Uh... yeah, sure."
"Oh and by the way, don't take the video back. I want to see the rest."
"I bought it," I responded. It was an "as is" final sale. I couldn't take it back if I wanted... especially not without explaining what was really on the tape.
She smiled and said, "Good, then we can watch it as much as we want." With that she was gone, leaving me as perplexed as I had been last night.
I went to work in a mental fog. I rang up people's grocery orders wrong, didn't hear questions customers asked, and generally screwed up everything I touched. I even made a wrong turn on the expressway on the way home after nigh school and had to drive five miles out of my way. I finally resolved to not let it bother me. After all, Cindy was the one that initiated everything. Why not enjoy it and let her dictate how far the exploration went? I thought.
When I walked into the apartment, Cindy was sitting on the sofa painting her toenails. She was wearing a short blue silk robe with one foot up on the coffee table. She looked up and smiled. "Hi Robbie, you're late tonight."
"Sorry, heavy traffic on the freeway," I lied.
"I've been waiting for you so we can watch 'our movie'."
I wondered when it had become "our movie". "Let me get changed and showered. I won't take long."
"Okay," she said without looking up and continued to paint her toenails.
I found myself glancing at her legs. The robe had fallen off one leg, exposing much of her thigh. I could see silky flesh almost all the way to her ass. I forced myself to turn away.
A few minutes later I came out of the bathroom wearing a pair of cut off sweat pants and no shirt. I had boldly left my underwear off. "I'll get a soda. Want a glass of wine?"
"Already had three," she giggled, "but I'll take another."
I placed the bottle of wine on the coffee table front of Cindy and I sat close to her, making sure my hip touched hers. "Ready?" I asked as calmly as possible. However, I was anything but calm inside. My heart was pounding in my chest.
"Yes, I've been excited all day," she whispered as if someone could hear her.
It did feel sneaky watching someone's intimate home movie.
When the video came on, the scene had Mrs. Fields lying on the bed with her legs spread. It appeared to be a continuation of the other scene. The camera zoomed in until it was on her pussy. It was swollen and leaking sperm. Suddenly another man appeared. My eyes opened wide. It was Mr. Fields. I looked at Cindy to see that her eyes were just as wide as mine were. We watched as he crawled onto the bed and between her legs. A second later he was fucking her like her lover had a few minutes before.
It didn't take him long to climax.
When the screen went blank, both Cindy and I let out our breath and relaxed. Before we took our second breath, the screen came to life again. Like the first time, Mrs. Fields came into the room followed by a man. It was a different man this time.
Cindy and I looked at each other and raised our eyebrows. Mrs. Fields was quite a slut. We watched as the pretty older woman went wild with her lover again. As we watched, the camera zoomed in.
I looked at Cindy... we shrugged our shoulders... someone was operating the camera.
The two on the bed fucked in every conceivable position, including her siting on his huge cock and riding him like she was in a rodeo. He climaxed inside her and she fell to the bed. However, they were not done. Within a few minutes, Mrs. Fields was sucking on her lover's cock. The camera zoomed in for a close up. She winked at the screen. When she had the stranger hard, she got onto her knees. He climbed behind her.
"Fuck my ass," she cried.
Cindy and I gasped. Then we watched as the stranger moved the head of his cock to her tight asshole. The head looked far too large to penetrate the tiny hole. Slowly the stranger pressed forward. The sphincter resisted before if finally gave way. Mrs. Fields bellowed in excitement. The stranger began to fuck her hard. Over and over his long cock went deep into her ass until he screamed in climax.
By the time they were done, Cindy and I were very excited. My cut off sweat pants had a huge tent in them and there was a wet circle when the head had leaked juice. However, I didn't try to hide it this time. I had seen Cindy look over at my crotch several times.
Like it happened the first time, after the stranger was done, Mr. Fields took his place.
When that scene ended, I used the remote to flip off the VCR and TV. Cindy and I sat staring at the dark television for a while without speaking. Finally she turned and looked at me. Then her eyes scanned down my chest until they reached my still tented shorts. I intentionally made my cock twitch, moving the material of my sweat pants up and down.
Cindy looked back up at me and whispered, "I want to see it."
I knew what she meant, but I said, "What?"
"I want to see your cock," she whispered excitedly.
When I didn't move, she reached over. I noticed her hand trembling as she stuck her fingers under the waistband of my shorts. She lifted the elastic until she could see the swollen head of my cock. I moaned and threw my head back, closing my eyes.
"Oh my goodness," she gasped. "It's huge."
I could feel her eyes on my cock as I sat frozen with my hands at my sides.
"Wait a minute," Cindy said, letting the elastic snap back in place. She stood up.
I opened my eyes in time to see her sway a bit on her feet. Then I watched her go into the bathroom. A second later she came back with a towel and bottle of massage oil.
"Let me give you a massage."
"Huh?" I said, thinking she wanted to massage my feet.
Then she knelt at my feet, placing the towel and massage oil on the coffee table. Next she reached for the waistband of my shorts. "Lift up," she said.
"Cindy... we... what..." I stammered.
"Just shut up and lift up," she ordered.
When I raised my hips, she quickly pulled my shorts to my ankles. Suddenly I was sitting in front of my sister totally naked with a giant erection. My face turned red with embarrassment. But that did nothing to reduce my excitement. My cock throbbed and juice poured from the slit. A long strand of clear liquid connected my stomach to my cock head.
Cindy stared at my shaft with a look of amazement on her face. I knew that my cock was larger than some men's were. But I hadn't had any experience with women to know how much larger. Apparently she thought it was pretty big.
"God Robbie, it's beautiful... and big."
I blushed.
Cindy reached for the towel and had me lift up so she could put it on the sofa under me. Then she picked up the bottle of oil. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft.
I moaned, lifting my hips excitedly. I couldn't believe how soft and cool her hand felt on my burning cock.
She held my erection and poured a stream of oil over the head. The silvery oil mixed with my juice and ran down the shaft and over her fingers. She put the bottle down, placing her other hand on my cock, one above the other, and began to slide her hands up and down. Her mouth was open as she took gasps of breath... her eyes stared at my cock... her hands slipping sensuously up and down the shaft.
Bolts of pleasure washed over my body as I watched my sister masturbate me. She squeezed me firmly, yet gently, as she twisted and turned her fists. Up and down the shaft she moved. When a hand would reach the head, she would circle her fingers around it and squeeze, moving it in a twisting motion.
I wasn't sure how much I could take. My balls were churning in their sacks and my cock was pulsing, drooling a steady stream of pre-cum juice. However, when I felt like I couldn't take any more, she would squeeze the base of the shaft tightly until the crisis passed. Then with a lustful smile she would start again.
Within a few minutes I was moaning constantly. I had never felt anything so good in my life. My hips moved on the sofa in time with the pumping of her hands.
"God Sis, you're... driving... me crazy," I hissed.
She giggled.
"I've got to cum," I said. But it was a plea and not an order.
"Alright," Cindy said breathlessly. With that she began to move her hands faster.
"Oh God!" I gasped.
Cindy's eyes were fixed on my cock as she pumped her hands up and down rapidly now. The room filled with a sloppy sucking sound and our combined gasps for breath.
"Oh Goddddddd, I'm going to cummmmmm!!!!" I screamed. I lifted my hips from the sofa.
Cindy pulled the skin of my cock downward toward my balls and held it tight.
"Ahhhhhh," I moaned. Suddenly a blast of juice spit from the head, arching high into the air. It appeared to be moving in slow motion... a white streak of juice reaching its peak high above our heads before falling to my chest with a splat. I heard Cindy squealing in delight. Her voice seemed to come from somewhere far away. Blast after blast of juice shot out of my cock, covering my chest and stomach.



"My God!" Cindy exclaimed as it kept coming. She kept pumping until there was only a trickle of juice dribbling from the head. Then she sat back. "Wow, little brother, or should I say 'big' brother, I've never seen so much cum in my life."
I blushed and looked down to see the cream covering my chest and stomach. Cindy's hands, which were on my thighs now, were also covered in sperm.
She stood up. "Did you like that?" she asked rhetorically.
I looked up and nodded weakly.
"Well, I have to get to bed... got an early meeting at work tomorrow." With that she leaned over me and placed her lips on mine.
I was surprised when I felt her tongue pushing on my lips. I moaned and opened my mouth, letting her in. Suddenly we were kissing like lovers. She pressed her mouth hard to mine, twirling her tongue around. I hadn't kissed many girls, but I am a quick learner. My tongue pushed hers back into her mouth. She moaned and sucked on mine. When she finally pulled away, my mouth was open and I was gasping for breath again. My sleeping cock began to twitch.
"See you in the morning," she whispered. She touched my face gently before she disappeared into the bedroom.
I sat on the sofa in silence for a time. Nothing had prepared me for what my sister had just done. My head was still spinning. I couldn't think straight. I pulled myself up and staggered to my room. I flopped onto the bed. Suddenly I heard what I thought was crying coming from Cindy's room. I went over to the wall and listened. What I heard was definitely not crying. There were little whimpers followed by moans. I would have thought Dexter was with her had I not known that she was alone. It was obvious that my sister was masturbating. A little chill ran through me when I realized that she was doing it with cum covered fingers. My cock came back to life immediately. A few minutes later I was shooting another load, into my hand this time, as I listened to my sister's orgasmic cries.
As I lay awake long after our mutual pleasure, I realized that I was desperately in love with my sister.
Chapter 5
The following morning, as I passed the sofa, my mind rushed back to what had happened on that very spot last night... my own sister had jerked me off. I shook my head and forced myself to go into the kitchen.
Cindy was already up. She was sitting at the table with her cup of coffee, reading the morning paper. When I walked in she looked up and smiled sweetly. "Good morning Robbie," she said. From her facial expression, one would never know what she had done to me last night.
I boldly walked over and kissed her on the lips, pushing my tongue into her mouth. Her mouth was sweet with the taste of mouthwash and a hint of coffee. When she didn't resist me, I put my hand behind her head as I explored her open mouth with my tongue. We were both breathless when I finally pulled away.
I saw her surprised look. "Good morning to you Sis," I said. I sat down at the table with a cup of coffee and a wide grin. "Hey Sis, would you like me to get another movie for Friday night? Or watch "our" movie," I smiled lustfully.
"Oh, I'm sorry sweetie, but I have a date with Dexter."
I could feel the blood drain from my face. It seemed as if she had stuck a pin in my balloon. Amazingly, I had forgotten all about Dexter in the last several days. The jerk, I thought and felt my anger building. "What about Saturday night?" I asked, trying to keep the irritation from my voice.
Cindy got a sad look on her face. "Sorry sweetie, but Dexter doesn't have many weekends free and he said he wanted to spend this one with me."
I couldn't hold it back anymore. "What do you see in that jerk? He flashes money around like he's some big shot. He's just a spoiled little rich boy with a giant ego. And, a total asshole to boot," I blurted. As soon as the words were out of my mouth I regretted them.
I saw fire in Cindy's eyes. "Don't talk to me like that!" she almost screamed. "You don't know anything about him. Besides, who I date is my business and not yours." Her face was red with anger.
The room suddenly fell silent. Both of us were steaming. I figured a quick exit was called for. I stormed out of the kitchen, quickly dressed and went to work.
I felt bad all morning about what I had said to Cindy. I debated calling her to apologize. Unfortunately, the store was busy all day, so I never had the chance.
My mind was working overtime though. Dexter was a big problem. He had always been an issue, but now he was coming between my sister and I. There had to be some way to get him out of the picture. I was daydreaming, ringing up a customer's order, when a plan suddenly came to me. I knew just what to do. If my theory was correct, Dexter was history.
Normally I am not a devious person. I tend to take people at their word and believe what they say. However, I had always been suspicious of Dexter. Something about him didn't sit well with me. I thought I knew the reason why.
When I left work that afternoon, I drove downtown to Dexter's office, parking in the lot near his sports car. It was about six thirty when he came out of the office building. He was whistling like he didn't have a care in the world. When he pulled off the lot, I was a safe distance behind him. He stopped at the cleaners to pick up some laundry before getting onto the expressway. I knew he had an apartment in town... so I wondered why he was taking the expressway.
I followed him for over an hour... my old Jeep straining to keep up with his powerful sports car. When we exited the expressway and the traffic thinned, I backed off to make sure he didn't see me. Finally he turned into a long driveway to what appeared to be an estate that had a large iron security gate. There was a brick wall surrounding the property. I quickly parked on the street and found a spot where I could scale the wall. Hoping that they didn't have guard dogs, I stumbled my way through the woods until I could see the house. I waited with my camera.
The sun was just going down and my hopes were dimming when I saw Dexter come out of the house. Behind him was a pretty woman followed by two small children. Got him! I thought. They climbed into an SUV as I snapped photos.
I drove home with a smile on my face. I stayed in my room that evening and put together an envelope with a note. I wrote a message that said, "Here are some photos I took of you and your family. If you don't leave Cindy Matthews alone, the photos will be sent to her." I also included a photo of Dexter and Cindy kissing that I stole from Cindy's room. "The photo of Cindy and you will go to your wife. Have a nice day."
I didn't really know if the woman Dexter was with was his wife or even that the children were his. However, I had pretty good circumstantial evidence that they were. It explained why he didn't have many weekends free. I was assuming that Cindy didn't know that he was married. I was fairly sure that she wouldn't be involved with a married man. Besides, I figured I had nothing to lose by exposing him. Even if he knew that I was doing this (the photo of Cindy and him kissing could give me away), it didn't matter. What was he going to do anyway?
The following evening was Friday night. Cindy was to meet Dexter at a restaurant downtown, as they often did. She and I had not talked since the blowup. However, it was obvious that we both wanted to. When she came out of her room that night she was wearing a pretty blue pleated skirt, white blouse with high heels. The skirt came to mid-thigh, exposing her well-shaped legs. She also had on silk nylons. I wondered if the nylons were pantyhose or thigh-high. I guessed thigh-high. It was a little chilly out so she had a jacket that matched her skirt. She looked very sexy.
I was sitting on the sofa when she walked past. I caught a whiff of her sweet perfume and felt a pain in my heart. "You look pretty," I said as she passed.
She stopped and looked at me as if she was trying to figure out if I were serious.
I smiled and said, "Really."
Her serious face changed to a smile immediately. "Thank you Robbie."
"Sis..."
"Robbie..." we said at the same time. Then we laughed.
"I'm sorry for the things I said," I said sincerely.
"I'm sorry about my reaction too," she answered.
I stood up. "Listen, I was out of line. You obviously can date anyone you want. I had no right to say those things about Dexter. He might be a great guy."
"Thank you again Robbie. He is a good guy... you'll see."
Yeah, I'll see, I thought. "If you like him, I'll try to like him as well," I lied.
A little tear showed in Cindy's eye. She wiped it away and stepped toward me.
I put my arms around her for a hug. I drew in the scent of her hair and sweet perfume. When we pulled away, I looked into her eyes. "Have fun tonight."
"I will," she said as we continued to hold each other.
Then she leaned forward to touch her lips to mine. I suppressed a moan and responded. Her mouth opened when my tongue touched her lips. A moan escaped her throat as our tongues dueled. I felt her tremble.
She pushed me away, closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "I've got to go," she sighed. With that she pecked my lips again then rubbed lipstick from my lips.
Now all I had to do was wait.
I heard the keys in the lock as I sat on the sofa. It was just past ten. I felt excitement and worry at the same time. A million questions rushed through my mind. Did Dexter show up tonight? If so, did they have a fight? Did he deny everything? Was I wrong about him?
As soon as I saw Cindy I had some of the answers. Her eye makeup was smeared, indicating that she had been crying. I jumped up and hurried over to her. "What's wrong?" I asked, grabbing her shoulders and looking into her eyes. I could smell alcohol on her breath. She swayed a bid and I put my arm around her.
"I was stood-up. Dexter didn't show," she hissed angrily. Then she added, "I tried to call his cell phone ten times and there was no answer."
I wanted to leap for joy. However, I caught myself and said, "Well, maybe he just got hung up in traffic."
"Yeah, right," she said with a slight slur to her voice. "He can walk to the bar from his office. I sat at the bar and drank by myself all night... fending off twenty guys trying to pick me up."
"I'm so sorry Sis," I said as sincerely as I could muster. I fought to keep a smile from my face. While I knew what I had done was devious, I had convinced myself that it was the best thing for Cindy. "Come over to the sofa and sit down. Do you want some coffee or something?"
"No coffee. Get me a glass of wine please."
I hurried into the kitchen and poured her a glass of wine. When I came out, she was sitting on the sofa with her head back. I sat next to her, handing her the glass. She turned it up and drank it down.
"Wow," I said, taking the empty glass from her. I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her close.
I heard her sniffle. "You're the best man in my life Robbie. You've always been here for me." She began to sob.
I turned her face up to me and looked into her tear filled eyes. My heart went out to her. "You're the good one Sis. I'm really sorry about Dexter," I said... sincere this time. Our lips were drawn together. It was the sweetest kiss we had ever shared. Her mouth opened wide for me, and my tongue found hers. My hand, which was lying on her waist, slowly moved upward. My heart was thumping in my chest as the back of my hand touched her breast. When I felt the warmth of her flesh through the thin material of her blouse, I realized that she didn't have a bra on. With a bold move I opened my hand and caressed her breast.
"Mmmm," Cindy moaned into my mouth.
I wasn't sure if it was in protest or not. However, she made no move to stop me. I caressed her soft breast for several minutes as we continued to kiss. Then my fingers searched for the buttons of her blouse. Waiting for her to stop me, I slowly opened one button at a time until I reached the waist of her skirt. With a moan I slipped my hand under the material of her blouse and cupped her bare breast. I trembled with excitement at the feel of her warm flesh under my palm.
"Ohhhhhh... mmmmmm," she gasped into my mouth.
When she still didn't push me away, my fingers found an already hard nipple. I tweaked the large nub and then squeezed it hard.
Cindy gasped again and pulled her lips from mine. I feared that she was going to stop me. Instead she threw her head back on the sofa and closed her eyes. I took that as an okay to proceed. I brazenly pulled her blouse from her skirt and opened the last buttons. Then I spread the silky material open until both of her breasts were exposed. I had never seen anything so beautiful. Her breasts were large fleshy mounds of unblemished skin. They sat high on her chest with no sag. The nipples were pinkish brown and the areolas were large, covering a third of her breasts. I squeezed one and then the other and heard her moan with excitement. Then my lips were drawn to them.
"Oh Robbie," Cindy hissed and grasped the back of my head, pulling my mouth to her. Her back arched up, forcing my face into her soft tit.
My head was spinning as I sucked and licked her nipple. With great effort, I pulled away and found the other. Soon both of her nipples were wet with my saliva. I stared at them for a minute, using my fingers to tweak them. Then I kissed her passionately again. She responded by pressing her breasts to my chest and opening her mouth wide. I could feel her hips squirming in excitement
I moved off the sofa and onto the floor at her knees.
Cindy opened her eyes and looked at me dreamily.
I looked down at her legs. Cindy's legs were open and her skirt had pulled up almost to her crotch. My eyes traveled up her legs slowly until they reached the tops of her thigh high nylons. I could see the soft flesh of her upper thighs. It bulged slightly from the compression of the nylon. I held my eyes there for a moment longer, enjoying the view while denying myself the pleasure of looking at her crotch. When I did, I gasped... no panties! I had a clear and unobstructed view of her swollen pussy. She didn't have a speck of hair. The inner lips were protruding through the smooth outer lips and were slick with her juice. There was a bubble of clear pussy juice coming from the hole. As I stared, Cindy opened her legs wider. My eyes grew large at her bold move. I watched the bubble of juice grow until it trickled out and then down between the cheeks of her ass. When I looked up, Cindy was staring back at me. I wasn't sure what she wanted.
"Kiss me," she gasped.
I started to move up and kiss her lips. However, she reached for my shoulders and pushed me down. Suddenly, I realized that she wanted me to kiss her pussy. I almost fainted at the thought of what she was asking. Of course I had seen it done in movies, but I had never actually done it myself. I could hear a roar that sounded like the ocean in my ears. From somewhere far away I heard Cindy's voice again.
"Eat me Robbie. Oh God, eat my cunt." Then she grabbed my head in her hands.
I swallowed hard and took a deep breath. Cindy led my head downward. As I approached her pussy, I could smell her sweet scent. I recognized it from her panties. My cock throbbed in my shorts and I worried that I was going to climax. A second later, my lips touched her smooth and swollen sex lips. I was lost. Her pussy opened, spreading across my lips like a wet, juicy peach. Her slick juices coated my lips and dribbled down my chin. My tongue came out instinctively, sliding between her fat inner lips. When my tongue was back in my mouth, I tasted her sweet juices for the first time. My cock throbbed and squirted a gob of my juice into my underwear. I went back for more, plunging my tongue into her as deeply as it would go.
"Oh Robbbbbbiiiieeee!!!" Cindy screamed.
She screamed so loud that I feared the neighbors would hear. It spurred me on. I pressed my mouth to her pussy and began to suck. Her hips were squirming under my mouth so much that it was difficult to hold my position. I pushed her legs higher until her knees touched the back of the sofa. She slumped down until she was almost doubled over. I began to suck again.
"Robbie, I'm cummmmmiiinnnngggg!!!" she screamed and lifted her hips. Her legs flew up and wrapped around my head, imprisoning me between her strong thighs. I was trapped, but loving every minute. All of my senses were focused on her taste, smell, and the feel of her climaxing pussy. It went on for a long time. When I felt her thighs relax, I began to suck harder.
"Robbiiiiieee, what are you doinnnnnngggg?" she gasped. Still, she didn't push me away. Instead, she pulled my hair, forcing my face deeper between her pussy lips. Seconds later she screamed, "Ahhhhheeeee!!!" and juice flooded my mouth again.
I heard the clock in the background strike 11 P.M. when Cindy's legs finally released me from between her legs. I was surprised that I had been between her legs for almost an hour. I sat back with juice dripping from my chin and a silly look on my face. It was my first time eating pussy, but I knew that it wouldn't be my last.
Cindy smiled weakly before motioning me to join her on the sofa again. When I did, I pulled her into my arms and kissed her tenderly. I held her to me, rocking her gently, for a long time.
Chapter 6
"God Robbie, where did you learn to eat pussy like that?" Cindy said when she had finally gathered enough strength. "I've never climaxed so many times in my life."
I smiled but didn't answer. For some reason, male pride or ego, I didn't want her to know that I had never eaten pussy before.
Cindy finally sat up. She looked at me and whispered, "It's my turn." With that she slipped off the sofa and crawled between my legs.
My cock wasn't as hard, but it was still a formidable bulge in my shorts. I watched excitedly as she reached for my belt. She opened my shorts and quickly stripped them off of me. My cock sprung to attention.
Cindy stared at my weapon and said, "Wow, it looks even bigger than before." She wrapped her hand around the pulsing shaft, holding it up as if inspecting it. Her hand moved up and down the long tube, squeezing juice from the swollen head. Then she used her index finger to capture some of the juice and brought it to her mouth. Her eyes closed in pleasure.
I figured she was going to give me a hand job like she had done the other night. However, it became obvious that she had other ideas. A gasp escaped my lips when she straightened up and pulled my cock down until the head was an inch from her still hard nipple. She pumped the shaft again, causing a large bubble of juice to form at the tip. It hung there for a moment then, as if in slow motion, dropped to her nipple. She rubbed it around the areola until it was shining. Then she moved to the other tit and did the same thing.
I watched with half closed eyes as she tweaked her nipples, making them hard. Then she moved closer until she could place the slit of my cock at one nipple. I moaned as I felt the rough nub of her nipple slip up and down the slit. She smiled up at me and pulled her nipple away.
"Did you like that?" she asked rhetorically.
I answered by moving my hips upward. With a giggle she began again.
Finally, she moved closer and wrapped her soft breasts around my hard cock. She began to move her breasts up and down both sides of my cock.
"Oh God Cindy," I moaned in warning.
She giggled and pulled back again, letting my cock flip back up and slap my stomach. Then she leaned over and brought her mouth close to my throbbing erection. Looking up at me she whispered, "I want to suck it. Do you want that?"
"Yesssss!" I answered. I lifted my hips pushing my dripping cock head toward her mouth. She pulled back teasingly. Then her tongue came out and she lapped the slit, cleaning the accumulated juice from the tip. With a groan deep in her throat she opened her mouth and took the head of my cock inside. However, she only sucked it for a second or two. She pulled away, making a pop with her lips as my cock slipped out. Her tongue came out and she ran it down the shaft and over my balls.



"I love to suck balls," she said. She opened her mouth and sucked one in.
My breath was coming in gasps now.
When one ball was wet with her saliva she moved to the other. Finally she licked back up my cock and hovered over the head. With drooling lips she moved down, taking the head inside again. I gasped as she took me deeper and deeper. Through half closed eyes, I saw her lips reach my pubic hair. I couldn't believe that she had taken all of my cock in her mouth. I could actually feel her throat muscles working on the buried head. Then she pulled all the way back, freeing my entire cock. It pulsed in the air, dripping gobs of saliva.
Cindy gasped for breath with her mouth open. Her eyes were filled with excitement.
I reached for her head and pulled her back. She opened her mouth wide. I pushed her down until I heard her gag. Still, she took most of my cock without a problem. Soon we began a rhythm. My hips pushed upward with each of her downward moves.
I was fucking my sister's mouth. The reality of that was too much for me. "Cindy," I screamed.
She pulled back and grabbed the base of my cock, like she had done when she masturbated me, and cut off my climax.
My mouth was open as I gasped to suck air into my lungs.
Cindy waited a few seconds before she began to suck me again. Over and over she brought me close to my peak and then would stop.
Finally, I couldn't take anymore. "Please..." I begged.
"Please what?" she asked with a smile.
"Please make me cum," I hissed.
"Alright, since you were such a good boy." With that she wrapped her hand around my shaft and placed her mouth over the swollen head. Her hand began to pump up and down as her mouth sucked the head. Within a few seconds I was ready to cum.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" I cried and lifted my hips. My eyes were closed tight.
Cindy held her mouth on the head and pumped my cock with her fist.
"Ahhhhhh!!!" I screamed as my balls unleashed a huge load of sperm. I heard Cindy gag, but she didn't stop sucking. Then she was moaning and swallowing as she pumped me. It felt like my balls were exploding as they pumped their contents into her sucking mouth.
When I finally opened my eyes, Cindy was still sucking the head of my cock. She had been unable to drink all of my juice and some of it had run down the shaft to pool in my pubic hair. I watched as she licked it up.
Cindy looked up at me with a smile and said, "Yum, you taste good little brother." Her tongue came out and she licked a gob of cum from the corner of her mouth.
The sizzling bacon and perking coffee filled the kitchen with the smell of breakfast. I hurried around to get everything ready at the same time. Normally on Saturday mornings Cindy was up early and I was the late riser. However, today, I wanted to fix her breakfast. It was about ready when she came in.
She came into the kitchen wearing her white terrycloth robe. She stretched and yawned, rubbing sleep from her eyes.
"What are you doing up so early?" she asked with a sleepy smile.
"Just wanted to fix breakfast for my sister."
"That's so sweet of you," she returned sincerely.
"Sit down. The paper and coffee is on the table. Everything will be ready in a minute."
Cindy sat down but she didn't pick up the paper. I could feel her eyes on me as I moved around the kitchen. When I turned around, I saw a strange look on her face. "What's the matter?" I asked.
"Robbie, we need to talk."
Uh oh, I thought, here it comes. We went too far last night and now she is having regrets.
"Uh... sure Sis, let me finish getting breakfast ready." I put the food on the table and sat down across from her.
"We'll eat first," she said.
Suddenly I didn't have much of an appetite.
When breakfast was over Cindy reached over and held my hand. I didn't say anything, waiting for what I knew was to come.
"Robbie, we went pretty far last night."
"Sis... I..." I started to say something, I wasn't sure what, but she interrupted me.
"Let me talk please," she said and squeezed my hand. She paused for a moment and began again. "I guess it was because Dexter stood me up and I drank too much. However, I would be lying to you if I said I didn't enjoy it. I think you could tell that anyway. But, we are brother and sister and it was wrong." Cindy paused again.
I still didn't say anything and waited for her to continue.
"We have always been close and I love you... but... not entirely like a brother."
My heart began to beat a little faster.
"While I know that I should say that it can never happen again, deep down inside I don't believe that. We live together and are too close for me to say that."
I was all ears. This was sounding much better than I had hoped.
"But, it can't go any further than it already has... I mean... I mean... we can't actually fuc... well, you know what I mean. There have to be some rules." I saw her face flush for the first time. It was obvious that she was nervous.
"Sure Sis, whatever you say," I blurted in excitement. I was ready to agree to anything as long as it meant that we could still have fun together.
"Don't get too excited," Cindy said and finally smiled. "We have to control ourselves... we can't be suc... uh... doing things every day."
"I understand," I said as seriously as I could. Inside my heart was leaping for joy.
Cindy looked at the clock and said, "I have to get moving. I told Nancy that I would meet her at ten to go shopping. We can continue this conversation when I get home."
"I'm going to play golf with Randy and then we are going to the ballgame tonight," I said, suddenly wishing that I were going to be home with Cindy tonight. "Uh Cindy, what are you going to do about Dexter?" I asked.
Cindy's frowned. "I'm going to wait for him to contact me. If he does, he has some explaining to do. If he doesn't... well, it's all for the best. It will prove that you were right about him. He's a jerk."
I almost said something negative but caught myself. "I am sorry." And, I was.
"I know," she answered and squeezed my hand.
I was walking on air for the rest of the day. I played golf terribly and lost a few bucks, but I didn't care. The ball game was exciting and went extra innings, but I hardly paid attention. My mind was constantly on Cindy. I knew that I had it bad for her. I also knew that I had to go slow and let her take the lead.
It was after 11:30 P.M. when I got home. Cindy had already gone to bed. I saw a note on the coffee table and picked it up. "Robbie, I wanted to wait up for you but I got really sleepy. Shopping for six hours can tire a girl out. lol Goodnight and have sweet dreams," Cindy.
For a moment I thought about waking her up and saying goodnight. Since I knew that she was tired, I decided to go to bed. I folded the note up and put it in my pocket. I was humming to myself as I went to bed.
I wasn't sure what time it was when I awakened for some reason. When I opened my eyes, I saw my sister standing next to the bed looking down at me. She had on a long nightshirt with a picture of Mickey Mouse on the front. Before my eyes could adjust, she climbed onto the bed and straddled my waist.
"I've been thinking about you all night," she whispered with excitement in her voice. "Especially how your mouth felt on my pussy. I was hoping that you would come into my room when you got home."
I shook my head... "Sis, what..." I started to say, but stopped when she reached down and pulled her nightshirt over her head. Suddenly my words caught in my throat as I stared at her now naked body.
"I need you to eat me again," she said and scooted up my chest until her pussy was inches from my chin.
Suddenly my cock sprang to full erection. In spite of the dark, I could see that her pussy lips were swollen and very wet.
"I've been playing with myself," she said. Then she lifted up and moved forward.
I moaned excitedly as she held her pussy over my mouth. My tongue came out to gently lick her swollen lips.
"Oh yes Robbie, lick me."
I did. My tongue slipped between the lips and licked upward to her clit. Her juices were streaming from her hole and onto my chin. I opened my mouth wide and sucked both her inner and out lips inside.
"Ohhhhh Goddddd Robbie," Cindy screamed. Her hips pressed down, forcing my head into the pillow. I had to gently lift her hips upward in order to breathe. I began to eat her wildly. I sucked and licked as her hips worked up and down and back and forth on my willing face. Her thighs pressed against my ears, muting her screams of pleasure. I barely knew when she started climaxing. However, I think it was soon after my mouth touched her pussy. It continued the entire time I ate her.
Cindy's body trembled and shook as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her. It was one sided, but I was only too happy to accommodate her. When she finally climbed off of my face, I closed my eyes and gasped for breath. When I opened my eyes, she was gone. I sat up in bed. Was it a dream? I thought. Did my sister just come into my room and sit on my face? I was still wondering as I dozed off to sleep again. However, I didn't sleep much the rest of the night.
In the morning, I got up early to take a shower. I was letting the refreshing water pour over my head when I thought I heard the bathroom door open. A moment later the frosted glass door of the shower opened. Cindy was standing there with a smile on her face.
"Need some company 'little' brother?" she said and looked down at my soft cock.
The shower stall was very small, but I wasn't about to refuse her. She had on the same Mickey Mouse nightshirt. I smiled. It hadn't been a dream. I watched as she pulled her shirt off and stepped into the tight confines of the shower stall. The steaming water was cascading over my shoulders and rolling down my chest. She pressed her body to mine and said, "Don't I get a good morning kiss?"
Our lips went together immediately. My limp cock began to grow immediately. I pushed my sister back and let it grow between us.
Cindy was smiling as she looked down and watched it grow. Then she took it in her hand. "I owe you one," she whispered... obviously referring to her visit to my room. With that she slid down my wet body to kneel at my feet. She grasped my now fully hard cock with her other hand and I heard her whisper to herself, "Amazing."
"Mmmmm," I moaned as she opened her mouth to suck the head inside.
I leaned against the shower wall, letting the jets of water flow over my shoulder and land on her. I reached for her head, my fingers twisting in her now wet hair. "Oh God Sis," I gasped and closed my eyes as her mouth began to work on me. She sucked me for a long time, licking the swollen head and pumping the shaft with both fists. She smiled up at me and then licked down the shaft to my balls. I watched as she sucked one and then the other. Then she pushed on my hips. "What?" I asked.
"Turn around."
I hesitated for a second and then shrugged my shoulders. I turned around until my ass cheeks were facing her. I hear her giggle and then felt her hands on my cheeks. "Cindy!" I cried when she opened my cheeks. Quickly, before I could protest, her lips moved to my asshole. I felt her tongue tickle my tiny hole. My hips squirmed in a futile attempt to get away. She followed. My breath caught in my throat when her tongue pushed on the opening. It resisted.
"Relax," Cindy said and playfully slapped my ass cheek.
It was difficult, but eventually I willed myself to relax. A moan escaped my lips when her tongue slipped inside. Then she worked in and out of me like I had done to her pussy. After a few minutes, it began to feel good. When she finally pulled away, my hole felt empty. However, I shouldn't have worried. A second later, I felt a soapy finger on the hole. "Cindy no..."
It was too late. Her finger slipped into my relaxed hole. I grunted and gasped. I had never had anything up my ass before. I couldn't believe my sister was doing it. It was embarrassing but yet it didn't feel bad. Slowly my sphincter adjusted and allowed her to pump her finger in and out with ease. I sighed and bent my legs a bit to push my hips toward her.
Cindy giggled again and worked her finger faster. She worked it in and out rapidly.
Suddenly, I felt a strange feeling deep inside. I knew nothing about the prostate... but Cindy obviously did.
"Turn around," she said again.
I was in a daze now and didn't protest.
Cindy let her finger slip out for a moment. However, as soon as I was facing her, she slipped her hand between my legs and found my hole again.
I closed my eyes and moaned.
She took my cock inside her mouth again.
"Cindy," I cried as the feeling inside me built until I was ready to explode. My balls churned in preparation. Suddenly, almost without warning my sperm began to shoot into her mouth. It came out of me in great gobs, hurtling along the shaft and pouring into my sister's mouth in a flood. She swallowed quickly, taking it down her throat. My cock pulsed over and over; squirting everything I had inside my balls into her willing mouth. Long after I should have stopped climaxing, juice was still pouring out of me.
Finally I was drained. My legs couldn't hold me up. I slid down the wall until I was sitting on the tile floor. When I opened my eyes I saw my sister staring at me with a broad grin.
"Was that good?" she asked.
"Oh God," I gasped and pulled her to me. We kissed long and hard.
Chapter 7
I was walking on air after that evening. However, I also felt incredibly guilty. Not about having sex with my sister, but about what I had done to make it happen... what I had done to her boyfriend. I kept telling myself that it was for her own good. Still, I knew it was wrong. I finally decided to tell her.
When I did, she blew up and called me names, screaming at me, "How could you do this to me? What kind of brother are you? And so on. She said she would never speak to me again. I hadn't expected that kind of reaction. I figured she would get mad, but realize that I had done it for her and forgive me right away. However, after a week of not talking, of me bringing her flowers, offering to massage her feet, and anything else she wanted, I was at a loss for what to do.
I went to a friend's house one night and he had some booze. I wasn't used to drinking and had half a bottle of liquor. I told him I was okay and decided to walk home. Well, I passed out in an alley, where I slept the entire night. When I finally got home, my sister was frantic. When she scolded me for staying out all night, I said, "What difference did it make to you. You hate me anyway."
Cindy got a shocked look on her face. She started to cry and said, "I do care about you Robbie. You're my brother and I love you."
"So ignore and refuse to talk to someone you love? Fuck it!" I said and stormed into my room.
A little while later, I heard a tapping on the door. I didn't answer it right away. However, when she didn't go away, I finally gave in. Cindy was at my door with her eyes all red. My heart started to melt. I took her in my arms and we both cried.
After that, we had a long talk. I promised never to medal in her affairs again. She said that she knew I did it because I loved her. So, we finally made up. However, I was afraid to try anything sexual with her for a while.
The next evening, Cindy asked me if we wanted to watch "our" movie. I was so excited that I almost tripped over the coffee table to get the video. We sat on the sofa and watched the rest of the movie. Mrs. Fields took on several other men, with her husband always being the last one to fuck her. I ate Cindy to multiple climaxes and she sucked me off again. After that evening we no longer pretended that we could deny what we felt for each other. Over the next several months, I brought her pleasure with my mouth on a daily basis. I loved eating her. However, she didn't always return the favor. I figured out that it was intentional on her part. She would often tease me unmercifully. Sometimes she would come out of the bathroom naked or accidentally let her towel slip. We would neck on the sofa until I was crazy for her. She would giggle and slap my hands away from her breasts. It kept me at a sexual peak and always wanting her. She used that sexual energy to get me to help around the apartment more than I ever had before. I didn't mind... just being around her was wonderful for me.
We also got along very well. The fact that Dexter was out of the picture and that she wasn't dating anyone helped. I had no reason to be jealous anymore.
Several weeks later Cindy received an E-mail from Dexter. It was short and rude, saying that he was sorry but he had found someone else. Although she was prepared for that, it still hurt. I consoled her that night. I made her climax with my mouth several times before I carried to her bed, exhausted.
As time went on, our relationship heated up. We did almost everything but fuck. On occasion we got very close. One time she was straddling me on a kitchen chair. Her skirt was pulled to her waist and she didn't have panties on. I was in my underwear, my cock sticking through the opening. As we kissed, she lifted up and let my cock slip behind her until it was rubbing between her ass cheeks. I was close to climaxing already. When she realized that, she lifted up again and let my cock head slipped between the lips of her pussy. I heard her whimper. Her hips jerked like she was starting to climax. When the slick and swollen lips wrapped around the head of my cock, I couldn't control myself. I shot off like a cannon, my sperm squirting just inside her lips and running back down my cock. She began to climax with me.
It was a Saturday night when the inevitable happened. I had taken Cindy out to a nice dinner for her birthday... spending almost a week's pay. She had on a tight black dress with pearls around her neck and four inch high-heeled shoes. She looked incredibly sexy and classy at the same time. When we arrived home, we began to kiss, like we often did. Before we went too far, she told me to wait and she went into the bedroom. I figured she was trying to cool us down. However, when she didn't come out I became worried. I knocked gently on her door. I very rarely went into her room. It was one of those unspoken rules. When she didn't answer, I pushed the door open. What I saw took my breath away.
On the bed was my gorgeous sister. Several candles lit the otherwise dark room. Cindy was lying on pink silk sheets. She had on a black corset with a matching black garter belt and nylons. On her feet was the same pair of black high-heels. The corset exposed her breasts, with the metal under-wire pushing them up seductively. The white flesh of her breasts contrasted wonderfully with the black of the corset. One leg was crooked with her shoe on the bed. She didn't have panties on.
My heart was in my throat as I slowly walked over to her. "My God Sis," I whispered.
She looked up at me with lust in her eyes. "I want you Robbie."
"Huh?" I answered stupidly.
"I want you. I want you to... to fuck me."
For a second the words didn't register. When they did, my eyes opened wide. I had a pretty good idea of what to do, but since I had never had intercourse with a girl, I was scared. "Uh... Sis... I uh... I never..." I stuttered.
She got a funny look on her face. "You're never what?" Before I could answer, she got it. "You never fucked a girl?"
My face turned red. "Uh... no," I said with embarrassment.
"Oh my God sweetheart."
"I'm sorry," I said.
"No... no, that's wonderful... that's perfect. Oh God, my brother, my first virgin."
I was totally embarrassed at that point.
"Come here," Cindy said and opened her arms wide.
I crawled onto the bed and into her arms. Our lips went together in a very passionate kiss. My cock sprang to attention.



When our lips drew apart, Cindy said, "God Robbie, you don't know how special this is to me. If I had known you were a virgin... well, we would have probably done this a long time ago."
Somehow I found my voice. "Are you sure this is what you want?" I asked. "I mean... you said..."
"Shhhhh," Cindy said, pressing her fingers to my lips. "Yes, I'm sure. As sure as I have ever been about anything in my life. I don't care if you are my brother Robbie... I love you... I love you with all my heart."
"Oh God Sis. I think I have loved you forever. Every woman I have ever looked at paled compared to you."
"Oh sweetheart," Cindy said and pulled my lips to hers again. Her mouth opened wide and she sucked my tongue inside. We kissed until our lips hurt. When she drew away this time she whispered into my ear, "Fuck me Robbie. Fuck your big sister. I want that cock in me so bad."
I lifted up with my hands on either side of Cindy's shoulders. My eyes gazed down her body. "You are so beautiful," I whispered. My cock was hovering over her pussy. A silvery strand of juice dripped from the head and landed on her pussy lips. "Do you want me to eat you first?" I asked.
"No... I just want your cock... now. I want you to fuck me hard and cum deep inside me. We have waited far too long for this." With that Cindy wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck.
I reached between us with a trembling hand and positioned my cock on her pussy lips. I stared into her eyes, my cock pulsing, waiting at her gate. "Are you ready?"
"Yessssss!!!" she hissed.
I pushed my hips down and felt the head penetrate the inner lips. I paused and gasped as her sphincter snapped around the crown of my cock. It was tighter than I expected.
"Oh Robbie," Cindy gasped. Her fingers dug into my back and her legs pulled on my waist.
I resisted, enjoying the feeling of her warm hole around me. I moved back and forth ever so gently, letting her swollen lips caress the stretched skin of my cock head. It was excruciatingly pleasurable for both of us.
"Please Robbie," Cindy moaned.
Eventually I gave in and lowered my hips. Inch by inch my cock slipped into my sister's pussy. I could feel every inch of her warm and wet cavern. Finally, I heard Cindy grunt and felt the head hit bottom. I was all the way inside her. I could go no further. My balls were lying on her outer lips.
Cindy was making little whimpering noises now. Her hips twitched and her body trembled.
"I'm going to fuck you now Sis," I whispered.
"Yes, yes, yes," she answered.
I pulled out slowly and heard her moan. Then I pushed back in hard.
"Ahhhhheeeeee!!!" she screamed. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
I groaned and began to move in and out with powerful strokes. My hips jerked up and down, lifting her off the bed. The bed springs squeaked loudly... louder then they did that first night I heard her making love. I buried my face in her shoulder and sucked the soft skin into my mouth. I knew that she would have a large bruise there tomorrow. I felt my sister tense and knew that she was close. "Yes, yes, cum for me Sis... cum on my cock," I whispered excitedly.
Cindy began to climax.
Soon the room was filled with our gasps of pleasure. Over and over I pushed into her, my cock becoming a blur. Juice ran from her pussy, lubricating my shaft and spilling onto my balls. I fought to control my own climax. I wanted it to last... I never wanted it to end. Still, my sister's wet and warm pussy was milking me. The tight walls grasped my cock like a warm glove. Her climaxing pussy was sucking the cum from my balls.
Suddenly I bellowed, "I'm cummming!!!" I pushed in deeply and froze, the head of my cock resting against the back wall of her pussy.
"Yesssss, cummmmm innnnn meeee," Cindy screamed as her climax continued.
I felt my sperm rushing up the shaft. It flew from the swollen head with great force, splashing against the walls and flying back onto my cock. I could feel her pussy filling with my hot juice. When there was no room inside her, my sperm began to seep from her tight lips, dripping onto the sheets below.
When my balls were empty, I collapsed onto my sister, gasping for breath. Cindy's chest heaved against mine as she sucked in precious air. We didn't speak as I rolled to the side, pulling her with me, leaving my slightly shrinking cock inside her. We kissed and looked into each other's eyes. No words were necessary.
I fucked my sister three more times that night and then once in the morning. It was the most glorious night of my life and one I will never forget as long as I live. It was the night I lost my virginity... to my wonderful and loving sister.
Epilog
It has been seven years since that night. Cindy and I are still together today and very much in love. In fact, we have been talking about having babies. I've been doing research and if the risk is low enough, we will have them together. If not, we are going to use a donor. I hope the babies can be mine though.
I know what we have done is not for everyone. Many would condemn it. However, who is to say where you find true love. There are people in this world that live their entire lives and never find what we have. We were thrown together by faith and it seems that it was meant to be.
The End



        

  
    A Life Changing Trip with Mother Ch. 01
  
  A Life Changing Trip with Mother Ch. 01

        Mother and son take a trip to Switzerland.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-life-changing-trip-with-mother-ch-01

Title: A Life Changing Trip with Mother Ch. 01

Author: rgjohn

Category: Illustrated

Description: Mother and son take a trip to Switzerland.

Tags: younger man, older woman, switzerland, vacation, molther, son, milf

Series: A Life Changing Trip with Mother


Chapter 1
Melissa Jacobs slowly forced her eyes open as the morning sunlight peeked through the blinds. She looked at the clock on her bedside nightstand and saw that it was almost 8 a.m. It had been quite some time since she had slept this late on a Saturday morning. She yawned, stretching her arms above her head, causing the pink silk sheet to slip from her large breasts, tickling her nipples into erection as it fell. A chill of undeniable excitement rushed through her and she trembled. She sighed with a bit of frustration at how easily her breasts responded to the slightest touch. Her nipples had always been very sensitive, but in the past six months she could barely touch them without feeling a tingling between her legs. She chastised herself for the inability to control what she considered inappropriate basic instincts ... after all; she was a thirty-six year old divorced mother of an eighteen-year-old boy. Women her age didn't have those feeling, or so she tried to convince herself.
She threw the covers from her naked body and climbed out of bed. She rarely slept naked, but found it to be fun and sensuous on occasion. She sighed as she made the bed neatly before walking toward the bathroom. As she passed the full-length mirror she paused for a moment to scan her body.

The years had been good to her and she had remained fit, thanks to the expensive exercise equipment her ex-husband had installed in the basement. Her natural 36 "C" breasts were a perfect match for her narrow waist and smoothly flaring hips. She knew she looked good in whatever clothes she chose to wear, yet she tended to dress conservatively, the result of her strict religious upbringing, preferring to wear jacketed business suits on workdays to cover her slightly tight blouses and slacks (the tightness she attributed to a couple of pounds she had gained since the divorce two years earlier). Her mother had taught her that "good girls" didn't flaunt their sexuality. "Good girls" were always properly dressed. Those lessons stayed with her over the years and therefore, she tended to cover up when in public, wearing fuller cut tops and dresses as well as full bathing suits on the beach instead of the string bikinis that many younger women wore.
As she gazed at her figure, her eyes traveled down her flawless breasts and the still hard pink nipples to her flat stomach and on to her pubic mound. Her larger than normal clitoris and protruding inner lips seemed to flower outward from her smoothly shaven outer lips. The size of her clit and labia had embarrassed her when she was young but not now. No one saw that area of her body anymore.
She pursed her lips as she turned this way and that, looking at the sensual curve of her hips and her strong and shapely thighs. But her eyes invariably went back to her hairless pubic mound. Roy, her ex-husband (sixteen years of marriage) insisted that she keep herself shaven, regardless of her protests. Although it sometimes felt embarrassing, it was easier to give in than to argue. Surprisingly, after years of being clean-shaven, it felt more natural than having hair. And besides, it didn't matter since, in spite of the best efforts of her friends, she hadn't even had a date since the divorce two years ago.
Without thinking, Melissa's hand idly slipped across her breast, sending a now familiar chill through her as she lightly touched her nipple with the palm of her hand. Almost without realizing it, she moved her feet apart, allowing her hand to continue to move downward until it paused at the top of her sex mound. Her face flushed hot as she spread the fleshy hood covering her clitoris, exposing the penis shaped nub to the cool air. Her breathing grew rapid as she stared at the now swollen clit.
Melissa knew it was wrong to be doing this, but despite her internal admonishment, her legs slipped further apart, almost obscenely exposing herself to the mirror. With eyes wide, she stared at her pussy, watching the swollen clit pulse with excitement. She knew her clit was larger than normal... she had seen other women in playboy magazines found hidden under her son's mattress. Sometimes she wondered if she was a freak ... her clit was twice the size of any of those women. As she continued to stare, she dared to move her finger across the stretched surface of her clit, bringing a moan of pleasure, or was it remorse, from her lips.
This was crazy, she thought as she suddenly forced her hand from between her legs. With a sigh she strode into the bathroom to sit on the toilet. Yet, the feeling did not diminish as she began to relieve herself. The tiny pearl of skin at the top of her lips almost throbbed. Her legs began to tremble and she wondered if she was losing her mind.
Instead of rising after relieving herself, she sat back and spread her legs. Again her fingers found her clit. With a moan she began to rub herself, bringing excited whimpers from her lips. Up and down her fingers traveled, gently massaging her now pulsing clit until she felt tingling in her toes ... the tingling climbed up her legs to her pussy, making her body shake with excitement. It had been a long time since she dared to pleasure herself. She knew it was wrong, but it was almost too late to stop. Her head started to spin and she began to gasp for breath.
"Mom, are you awake?" Eric called through the bedroom door.
Melissa gasped and sat straight up at the sound of her son's voice. She pulled her hand from between her legs like a kid caught with a hand in the cookie jar. The excitement of the moment collapsed like a balloon pricked with a pin.
It took her a second to respond. "Uh... yes, I'm in the bathroom."
"Sorry. I just wanted to let you know that I was going over to Jimmy's house. I'll be back about one or two. Do you want me to pick up anything at the store?"
"Uh ... yes, wait a minute," she returned. She hurried out of the bathroom and to her dresser where she retrieved a pair of panties. As she pulled them up her legs and the material touched her still swollen clit, she gasped. A tremor of renewed excitement rushed through her. Without waiting for the feeling to pass she reached for the first article of clothing available, a sheer pink nightgown. It was her favorite nightgown made of a sheer wispy silk material covering her body from her shoulders to her feet ... yet it was so sheer it really hid nothing. She never wore it when anyone would see her. She pulled it over her head and hurried to the door without thinking of the transparency of her gown. After a moment's pause she took a deep breath and opened the door to see her son's handsome smiling face.
"Sorry to bother you," he said with a smile.
Melissa saw his bright blue eyes sparkled as he looked at her. She knew that her hair had not been combed and her face was flushed and she worried that somehow he would know what she had been doing seconds ago in the bathroom. When she saw her son's eyes drift down a bit her face flushed redder and she crossed her arms over her almost bare chest. "Uh ... no problem. I was just getting dressed," she said, pushing her shoulder length red hair back with one hand. "Did you ... did you say you would stop at the store?"

"Yes, but it won't be until this afternoon."
"That's fine. I need some milk and bread. Let me get you some money." With that Melissa turned, relieved her hide her near nudity from her son's eyes, and saw her pocketbook sitting on the floor next to the bed. Without thinking she bent over to retrieve her wallet. As she did the gown stretched across her nearly bare ass. When she heard what she thought was a gasp, she stood up quickly and turned around.

It was Eric's turn to blush and his eyes shifted away.
Melissa knew that he had been spying on her for a long time. It was nothing terribly overt, but noticeable nonetheless. It had begun several years earlier. She figured that he thought that she hadn't noticed. She had, but she chalked it up to adolescent fantasy and something he would grow out of. While she was a bit flattered by the attention, she was also worried. He was 18 now and in college and should be thinking of girls his own age. Much to her embarrassment, the feelings she received from his sometimes lustful stare were more than a little uncomfortable and not entirely mother-like.
She worried that without a father in the house, it was going to be left to her to discuss the birds and bees with her son, and she knew it would not be a comfortable conversation for either of them.
"Wanna go out for pizza tonight?" Eric asked hopefully.
"Don't you have a date? I mean, wouldn't you rather go out with friends instead of your old mom?"
Eric smiled and said, "First of all, you're not old. Second, I would rather go out with you than any of my friends in school." Eric's face flushed again. He sounded like a lovesick schoolboy. But in truth, that was exactly what he was.
Melissa felt a strange feeling rush up and down her body. She told herself she was still recovering from touching herself. She cleared her throat and said, "All right. I want to talk to you about a couple of things anyway." She handed him the money and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. As she watched him walk away in his jeans, tennis shoes, and tight tee shirt, she sighed. She had to admit that he was a gorgeous boy: not overly tall—he still had some growing to do, but with a handsome face, dark hair, blue eyes and a sparkling smile, he would be a lady killer soon. She wondered why he didn't have loads of girlfriends already. There was a nagging feeling that she really knew the reason and it scared her.
Chapter 2
"Ready to go mom?" Eric called as he stood at the foot of the stairs waiting for his mother to come down. They had reservations at 6:30 at a local pizza restaurant.
Melissa put the finishing touches on her makeup before she hurried out of the bedroom. When she arrived downstairs she was surprised to see that Eric had on a suit. He rarely wore a suit and in fact it general took a great deal of pleading from her to get him to put one on. She was justifiably impressed. "Very nice," she said as she sized up the suit he was wearing. The last time she had seen the suit was when a friend got married several months earlier.

She had on a pair of striped slacks and a blouse with a cashmere sweater underneath.
"Wow, you look great too, Mom," he said.
"Thanks," Melissa responded and suddenly her son's stare made her nipples harden under the sweater. She rationalized that it was just the result of a draft in the old house. But then she felt her panties rubbing on her swollen clit and a shudder when through her. She swayed a bit.
"You okay, Mom?" Eric asked.
"Uh ... uh ... yes. I just got a little light headed. Guess I'm hungrier than I thought," Melissa responded quickly. She held out her arm for the coat and turned away from her son to hide her still flushed face.
Eric drove the couple of miles to the restaurant and soon they were sitting in a booth waiting for their pizza order. Eric ordered a Coke and Melissa got a pitcher of Sangria. She needed something a little stronger than Coke after a day of worrying about the conversation she was about to have with her son.
For a few minutes the two of them made small talk, with Melissa drinking three glasses of wine to bolster her courage.
"So, Eric, tell me something," Melissa said.
"Sure, Mom, anything for you," he returned with a smile.
"I ... I ... was wondering why you ... why don't you date more. I mean ... like tonight you're going out with me and its Saturday night." There she had said it.
Eric looked a bit shocked at the question. "Uh ... that's a strange question, Mom."
"I know, Hon, but I'm worried about you. That's what mothers do. I see you staying home every night with all those pretty college girls around and ... well, you should be dating."
"I do date occasionally. I went out two weeks ago as a matter of fact."
"Yes, and you were home by eleven."
"Mom, most mothers would be happy that their kids are home early."
"That's true, but you're a young man and should be sowing your wild oats a little. You know ... have a little fun with the girls."
"I can't believe I just heard you say that," Eric said with a look of amazement. Then his face turned serious. After a pause he said, "It's just that girls my age are so immature."
Melissa laughed loudly. Then she put her hand over her mouth and looked embarrassed at her loud outburst.
"Why are you laughing?" Eric responded defensively.
"Sorry. It's just that that's what girls generally say about boys, not the other way around."
"It's true."
The smile left Melissa's face as she said, "I know you are mature for your age, Eric. Still, there have to be girls who you can date that are mature."
"Well, maybe, but they are few and far between."
Melissa paused for a moment before she asked the next question. "But, what about ... what about ... you know ... sex?" Melissa blushed.
"Mom!" Eric gasped. "You're not supposed to ask your son that type of question."
It was Melissa's turn to look serious. She reached over and grasped his hand. "I know, but without a father around all the time ... and we have been so close since the divorce ... I just thought you might need someone to talk to." This was even harder than she had anticipated. She paused again before saying, "I'm messing this all up." Tears suddenly came to her eyes.
"You are seriously worried aren't you?" Eric squeezed his mother's hand warmly and smiled.
"Yes. I'm your mother, and father, and I don't know about boy stuff. Your dad is across the country now and remarried, so he can't do it."
There was a long silence as she watched her son stare at her with a questioning look. She figured he was trying to decide if he was going to open up to her. She hoped he would and at the same time prayed he wouldn't. It was all so confusing raising a teenaged boy as a single mom.
Finally he took a deep breath and said, "All right, if you want me to talk to you like I would if dad were around, fine, but don't get embarrassed."
Melissa smiled as she wiped her eyes. "I can't promise that."
"All right, you asked for it. As I said, girls my age are so immature ... even the upper class girls. I just want more from a relationship than 'dating with benefits'.
"Dating with benefits ... what's that?"
Eric paused and then said in warning, "Remember you asked."
Melissa nodded her head and waited expectantly. She really had no idea what he was talking about.
"Dating with benefits is where you go out with a girl and afterward, because you paid for dinner or the movie, she ... well, she does things."
Melissa was still clueless. "Does things?"
"Yes. You know ... uses her hand on you, or her mouth." Eric sighed and added bluntly, "You know, like a handjob or blowjob."
Melissa's eyes flew open. "Oh!" she exclaimed.
"I warned you."
Melissa took a gulp of wine and then a deep breath. After a long pause she gathered her composure and said, "Go on."
"After the date and the 'benefit', you may or may not go out with her again. Or, you might never see her again. It's what all the kids do. It starts in junior high."
"Good God! Junior high school?"
"Yes. But, it's not like sex."
"It's not sex? Then what is it?" Melissa asked with astonishment.
"That's when you actually do it."
"You mean intercourse?"
"Yes."
"This is hard to believe," said Melissa.
"It's true," returned Eric.
Melissa thought for a moment and said, "And you say all the kids do it ... meaning you?"
Eric's face flushed, looked down at his glass, lowered his voice and said, "Yes."
"So you have had girls use their ... their mouth, or, or their hand on you," she asked, the wine giving her the courage to continue the line of questioning.
"Of course."
"What about 'real' sex ... intercourse, have you done that?"
"Oh wow, Mom."
"Come on. It's honesty time. Just act like you're talking to a friend or your father."
"I don't think I would talk to dad like this," Eric returned.
"Well, have you had real sex?"
"Yes. A few times."
Somehow, Melissa felt almost relieved. "Did you use protection?"
"God, Mom!"
"Well?"
"Yes, but not with handjobs or blowjobs, which is what we do most of the time. That would take all the fun out of it." Eric laughed nervously.
Melissa giggled nervously. "I suppose you're right. Your dad used to say that it was like taking a shower in a raincoat." She suddenly realized that she was still holding her son's hand. It felt very hot in hers. Her heart was beating faster for some strange reason. "Dating with benefits, huh," she said, almost to herself.
"Remember, Brenda Kramer?" Eric asked.
"Yes, you had her over here a couple of weeks ago."
"Remember when you came downstairs to ask if we needed anything before you went to bed?"
"Yeah."
"Well, if you had come down about one minute earlier, you would have seen what dating with benefits really is." Eric smiled.
"You mean she was giving you a hand ..." Melissa started to say and paused.
"No. You said she had something on her chin. It wasn't food ... well real food." Eric laughed.
Melissa looked confused for a moment.
"You're not that naive are you?"
Suddenly she knew what he meant; Brenda had just finished giving her son a blowjob and had his cum on her chin. Melissa felt her face turn red. She remembered it distinctly now. Both of the kid's faces were flushed. She thought they had just been kissing. Now the sticky substance on her chin made sense. Although she was embarrassed at Eric's revelation, an unwanted chill of excitement rushed through her and made her tremble.
"You okay, Mom?" Eric asked when he saw his mother tremble.
Melissa saw her son's eyes on her now hard nipples. "Uh ... yes ... it's a little cold in here," Melissa said.
"Anyway," he continued, "as soon as you left, I was on the floor with my face buried between her legs."
Melissa gasped and her eyes opened wide.
At that moment the pretty waitress arrived with their pizza. She sat it on the table and turned to Eric with a sexy smile. "Anything else for you?"
Melissa saw her look and felt a twinge of anger. She answered for Eric. "No, that will be all," she said curtly.
The waitress gave her an irritated look and strode away.
"I have to go to the bathroom," said Melissa. With that she got up and swayed a bit from all the wine she had consumed. Incredibly, like earlier at the house, she could still feel her panties rubbing on her swollen pussy lips. A moment later she was in the restroom in a stall. When she pulled her panties down she was aghast to see that the crotch was literally soaked with juice. She could see her swollen clit sticking out like a miniature penis, almost throbbing with excitement. She was not only shocked, but also mortified that the conversation with her son had excited her. Still, the alcohol rushing through her brain would not let her process the enormity of what had just happened. She sat down to ponder the strange feelings that seemed to be engulfing her more often everyday. She didn't have any answers.
A few minutes later she returned to the table, walking slowly to avoid swaying, but also to keep her panties from stimulating her still swollen clit. She sat down and looked at her smiling son. She took a deep breath and let it out, wondering if the conversation had been a good idea in the first place. Then she remembered the other thing she wanted to tell Eric. "Oh, Eric, I've been waiting to tell you some exciting news. Do you want to hear?"



"Of course. What is it?" he asked curiously.
"Well, on Friday, I won first place in a system design contest at work. I designed a solution for a flaw in our fabrication process that helped keep the reverberator's from freezing up ..."
Eric's grimace showed that he had no idea what she was talking about. He held up his hand. "Mom, what did you win?"
"Oh yes, I won a trip for two to either Florida for two weeks or..." Melissa paused.
"Wow, a trip to Florida," Eric exclaimed.
"Or" she said again louder. "A trip to Zermatt, Switzerland."
"What? You won a trip to Zermatt?" Eric almost screamed.
Melissa smiled at his enthusiasm. Now it was her turn to hold up her hand. "Wait a minute. The trip to Florida includes a great condo on the beach in St. Petersburg. The Switzerland trip is to a cabin on the side of a mountain. I saw a picture and it is pretty rustic. I think it does have running water though. The place belongs to the Chairman of our company and he put it up as a prize. I think he inherited it from his grandmother who lived there most of her life. I don't know how good the accommodations will be."
"It doesn't matter. I don't even care if it doesn't have electricity. Two weeks in Zermatt, God, that would be a dream come true."
They both loved to ski but had not been for almost a year.
Melissa smiled. "I thought that's what you would say, so I told them Switzerland."
"Oh, Mom, that's incredible," Eric said and jumped up and came around the table to hug his mother. He sat down in the chair next to her and pulled her close, feeling her soft breasts pressing to his chest. The hug lasted for a long time. "You're the greatest, Mom. When can we go?" he asked.
"Well, since you're on winter break from school, now is as good a time as any. I have the tickets for the flight. We leave Monday." Melissa could see that she had bowled her son over. His enthusiasm made her forget her state of sexual excitement.
For the next half-hour they chatted excitedly about Switzerland as they ate their pizza. Then Eric drove them home, with his mother falling asleep on his shoulder before they reached the main road. Wine always made her sleepy ... and horny.
Chapter 3
"Mom, wake up," Eric said as he gently shook his sleeping mother." When she opened her eyes he said, "We're home."
"Oh, I guess I dozed off."
"You were snoring," Eric laughed.
"I'm sorry. I always get sleepy when I drink wine." Melissa watched as Eric jumped out of the car and rushed around to open the door for her and help her out. Then he put his arm around her and they walked up the sidewalk toward the house.
When they were inside, he stopped. "Thanks Mom, that was a great evening, especially the part about Switzerland. But, you know what? Talking to you was great too. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but I really appreciate that you're interested."
"You're welcome," Melissa said as she stared into her son's pretty blue eyes. "It was nice for me too." The room suddenly grew very quiet. For some odd reason her heart started to beat faster. Without realizing it their lips moved slowly toward each other. When they touched, it was like an electric current had begun charging through her. She tingled from head to toe.
For reasons Melissa would never admit to herself, she allowed Eric to squeeze her tight and work his lips against hers. Her arms went around his shoulders as his lips parted. The tip of his tongue entered her mouth ...

"Mmmmm," Melissa moaned deep in her throat.
"Rinnnnngggggg"
Suddenly the spell was broken when the telephone rang. They both jumped. Melissa quickly pulled away, or more correctly staggered away. She walked in a trance to the jangling telephone. "He ... hello," she stuttered. "It's Tony, for you," she said, holding the phone to Eric, a clear look of disappointment, or maybe relief, on her face.
Eric appeared to be in a fog as well. "Uh ... hi, Tony. Yeah, I was out getting a pizza. Naw, I don't want to go out tonight. It's after ten already. I know, but I only said maybe." He paused and listened. "Brenda and Julie want to double date, huh?"
Melissa couldn't help showing a frown as she stared at her son.
"No, I still think I'll stay home. By the way, my Mom won a trip for us to Switzerland. Yes, we're leaving Monday. " The two boys talked for a few more minutes. Apparently Eric's friend was still trying to convince him to go out. It didn't work.
Melissa hurried to the shower before Eric's conversation was over. She let the almost cold-water rush over her as she tried to wash the excitement of the conversation and kiss from her mind. It had definitely excited her. It was almost overwhelming that she had kissed her own son like that. However briefly, their lips had touched and his tongue had touched hers. She could still almost feel his tongue in her mouth. She didn't know what would have happened if the phone hadn't rang.
A few minutes later she stepped out of the shower and used a large fluffy towel to dry. She walked out of the bathroom and sat down at her vanity, looking at herself in the mirror. Her face was still flushed and she could still feel twinges of excitement rushing through her. She rubbed her thighs together and felt a ripple of excitement between her legs. She thought for a moment about finishing what she had started that morning. "No," she said out loud and stood up.
She put on her nightgown, the same one she had on this morning, and walked out of the bedroom and down the hall to say goodnight to Eric. When she reached his room, she raised her hand to tap on the door. However, she found the door partially open. When she peeked through she gasped at what she saw ... Eric lying on the bed naked and he had his cock in his hand. Her face suddenly felt flushed again and her heart started beating rapidly. She knew that she should turn away, but her eyes were drawn to his strong, young athletic body.

Melissa stared in wonder. His penis was huge. He was much bigger than his father was. The head was swollen and shaped like a small plum. Her legs grew weak as she watched him move his hand up and down the shaft.
"Mmmm," he moaned.
His cock throbbed and it looked to be ready to explode. A bubble of clear juice appeared at the head and then slowly trickled down the side. A steady stream of juice followed.

Melissa had to place her hand on the door jam or risk collapsing. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Suddenly her clit began to throb with a life of its own and she felt like she might climax. She squeezed her legs together to try and stop it, but that was the wrong thing to do. Her legs trembled as waves of excitement rushed up and down her body. She bit her lip in a last effort to stop the on-coming climax. It was impossible. Her body shook as incredible pleasure rushed through her. Her head spun and her eyes hooded over.

She had never climaxed without manual stimulation before. In fact, it had always taken quite a bit of stimulation to bring her relief. But now, without a touch, she was climaxing. Her body shook and her knees almost buckled as the pleasure continued for some time. As the waves began to subside, she realized that juice was running down her thighs like a river.
Inside the room, Eric was lying back on the bed with his eyes closed, his hand around his cock stroking himself. Little moans of pleasure continued to escape his lips.
Melissa was almost successful in tearing herself away from the door when she glanced in one last time. Her trembling had barely stopped when she saw her son now stroking himself rapidly. All reason left her and she reached between her legs and began to stimulate her still pulsing clit. Her breathing grew labored as she rubbed herself and watched her son play with himself.
She heard a moan and saw him squeeze his fist around his cock, pulling the skintight and making the large head swell even larger. Seconds passed as the purple head grew larger and the entire shaft throbbed.
Suddenly, with a low moan, the swollen head pulsed and a huge bolts of cum shot from the slit like an erupting volcano. The thick sperm arched upward several feet into the air before falling back to his chest with a splat. Another blast followed, and then another. Over and over his cock pulsed, spewing an incredible quantity of juice into the air, only to splatter on his chest and stomach. Finally the throbbing stopped and the remaining juice streamed down his fingers.

When it was over, his stomach and chest were covered in juice, leaving a trail all the way to his chin.
Melissa saw his eyes close as his hand continued to milk his slowly wilting cock. She had begun to climax again at the sight of the first squirt of juice from her son. The waves of pleasure rushing through her made it difficult to keep her eyes open. Her second climax was stronger then the first and threatened to overwhelm her senses. She had never felt anything like it.
The vision of her son masturbating would be burned into her mind forever. Eric's father's equipment wasn't anywhere near as large as her son's was, nor was the quantity of sperm. In fact, the amount of juice coming from Eric had to be double or triple his father's. She wondered with shame what his squirting cock would feel like inside her. It had been a long time since she had felt cum inside her.
Eric moaned contentedly as his hand finally dropped from his cock, juice covering his stomach, chest and fingers.
Melissa came to her senses before Eric opened his eyes. She rushed from his doorway and back to her room. With her door securely locked, she dropped the robe and crawled onto the bed naked. With visions of her son's spewing cock in her mind, she spread her legs, reached for her favorite vibrating dildo and slipped it inside her. She had gotten it as a gag gift years earlier and it had been in her underwear draw since then. She had never had the courage to use it until now.

Moans began to slip from her lips as the mechanical penis began to do the trick. She left the vibrating device inside her, preferring to let it do its work without help from her hand. It was sweet torture to feel it squirm insider her throbbing pussy. She squeezed her still strong pussy muscles to hold it inside. She threw her head back as waves of pleasure began to rush through her. "Oh, God," she gasped. "Eric ... Eric ... Eric ... oh God, I'm cummmmmmmmiiiinnnnngggg," she gasped as another climax came on quickly.
* * * * *
Unknown to her, outside the bedroom door Eric stood in shock.
He had stopped over again to say goodnight. Before he could knock, however, he heard his mother moaning. It took him only seconds to realize his mother was masturbating. Amazingly, it sounded like she was saying his name. He didn't think that was possible, but the thought of it excited him nonetheless.

In record time, his cock began to throb again. He took it out of his pants and began to stroke himself. He knew how crazy it was, but he couldn't help it. He listened closely as he moved his hand rapidly. Suddenly, with little warning, he began to cum, spraying his cream against the door and on the carpet at his feet.
When he finally returned to his senses, he realized he had made a mess. He sheepishly and quietly went to the bathroom and found a towel to clean the door and the carpet.
* * * * *
The following morning, Melissa heard her son before she saw him. She stood at the stove with her back to him. She didn't turn around as he took a seat at the table and picked up the Sunday newspaper. Melissa brought a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon over to the table and set it down.
"Good morning, Eric," she said.
"Good morning," he returned without looking up.
Melissa was feeling embarrassed about what had happened last night. She had watched him masturbate and then fantasized about having sex with her own son. She has an almost irrational fear that he knew she had spied on him.
Taking a deep breath she said, "We have to get our skis and suitcases down from the attic. Can you do that for me?"
"Sure, Mom," Eric answered as he looked up from the paper for the first time. "What time do we leave tomorrow?"
"Really early ... we have to get up at four thirty a.m. I think the flight is at six-thirty. We go to England, Heathrow, and then on to Zurich, Switzerland. I think we arrive about five or six in the evening, their time.
"Uck! I can't sleep on airplanes. Oh well, I guess we can sleep when we get there. I'll get the luggage and our skis as soon as I eat," he said. "I'm really hungry for some reason this morning." He had masturbated twice more that night, thinking of his mother.
Melissa had climaxed twice in the hall without touching herself and then twice that night, using the dildo.
End of Part 1
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Chapter 4
Neither Melissa nor Eric minded the long flight to Switzerland. The excitement of skiing in Switzerland overcame the fatigue of the grueling trip. However, when they arrived and had loaded everything into the rental car they decided that they were too tired to drive to Zermatt that evening. Instead they rented a hotel room for the night. Eric said it was senseless to waste money on two rooms so they rented one with double beds. Then they went to dinner at the hotel restaurant.
The restaurant wasn't fancy, but it was good enough for them to get a quiet meal. At dinner Eric begged his mother to let him share a bottle of wine. He pointed out that in Europe teenagers could drink wine and beer at 18. She relented since they didn't have to drive that evening.
Eric had a broad smile on his face as he held up his first official glass of wine for a toast. "To a great ski vacation with my favorite woman."
Melissa responded with, "To a great vacation with my favorite son."
"Hey, I'm your only son."
"And you said the other day that I was your only woman ... not just your favorite."
They laughed. But the smile on Eric's face said that she was both.
By the time dinner was served they had consumed half the bottle of wine. It was obvious from Eric's actions that he was not used to drinking. It appeared that the wine had also made him a bit bold when he asked, "Mom, what happened between you and dad? I mean, I heard the arguments, but everyone has those. There had to be more."
Melissa sat her fork down and sighed. "It's a long story."
"I have all night," Eric returned with a laugh.
"All right. Well, you will probably understand better after you're married. Married couples, any couple, really need time to get to know each other. You were born right after we were married and that created problems almost immediately."
Eric raised an eyebrow.
"Yes, I was pregnant when we got married. Are you shocked?"
"No. I saw the marriage license once and realized it was dated after I would have been conceived. Unless I was born four months pre-mature." He laughed.
"You were not pre-mature ... believe me I know, I carried you for 9 months and I had the back pain and now the wider hips to prove it."
"So you had a rough start with a baby right away. Plenty of couples start out like that," Eric said.
"That's true. But a lot of marriages don't make it either. I think all couples need time for themselves, to learn about each other, to have the privacy to enjoy life, to be able to save money for their first house and so forth. A baby within a couple months of marriage throws a monkey wrench into all of that."
Melissa reached over and touched Eric's hand. "Don't think that we didn't want you. You were ... are the best thing that has ever happened to me. It was just that it made it even more difficult for us. Beyond that, things change. Your father ... uh ... your father ... I'm not sure how to say this," she said and hesitated, taking a quick gulp of wine.
"Come on, Mom. I told you some pretty personal things."
"Yes you did." Melissa paused in thought, running her finger around the rim of her wineglass. Finally she said, "Well, the truth is, your father was never much on the sex thing. His religious upbringing always caused problems."
"I guess that's why he ran away with that female bible beater," Eric said with a frown.
"Yes. I tried to make sex interesting, but he didn't seem to have the sex drive. And, he wasn't very good in bed." Melissa laughed nervously, then quickly added, "Not that I would know what 'good in bed' really means."
"What does 'not very good in bed' mean with dad?" Eric wanted to know.
Melissa hesitated. "Uh ... well, he wouldn't let me do what you and Brenda did for one thing."
Eric looked shocked. "You mean he wouldn't let you give him a blow ... uh ... suck ..." he stuttered.
"Nope. No blowjobs or eating pussy," she said bluntly, shocking both of them with her language. Melissa put her hand over her mouth and giggled. "I'd better slow down with the wine."
"Wow," Eric said. "Have you ever done either?"
"No, I've never been with anyone but your father."
"Really?" Eric said rather loudly.
"Nope, just your father. Because he wasn't interested in sex, I guess I suppressed all my desire until ... until recently."
"Recently?"
"I shouldn't tell you this stuff," Melissa said, ignoring caution and pouring another glass of wine.
"Come on, Mom... I told you stuff I have never told anyone else."
Melissa sighed and continued. "Recently, I have had ... I don't know ... I've felt all this sexual desire. It's much stronger than I ever remember." Melissa paused again. This was just too embarrassing to be talking about to my son, she thought. She decided to change the subject. "We were talking about me and your father, not sex. One day he just said he had found someone else and that was it."
Eric shook his head in dismay. "I can't imagine any man leaving you."
"Thank you, but I'm a long way from perfect. It wasn't all his fault."
"It was too. Look at you. You're a gorgeous woman who could be a model if you wanted. You are bright, caring, and a great mother. Not only that, you're a career woman with a great job that pays good money ... more than most men make in fact. And you're sexy as hell." Eric blushed as the wine made his lips loose.
"Well thank you again, sweetheart." She squeezed his hand again.
"Another question, Mom."
"You're full of questions tonight."
"Do you mind?"
"No. I like it. I haven't really had anyone to talk to since your father left. And for the past few years of our marriage we just argued."
"I like talking with you," Eric said sincerely. "Last question, I promise. Why did you only have me? I mean ... did you want more children?"
"Yes, I wanted a house full. But your father didn't want anymore, and he wouldn't budge."
"I'm like him less and less as we talk."
"No, don't say that, sweetheart," Melissa said looking at him sadly. "He's your father. As I told you before, I'm not perfect. To make a marriage work, it takes two people. I don't want to sour you on him. That would give me great pain." Melissa had tears in her eyes.
"Your defense of him tells me that it was not your fault. Someone that cares that much would have worked things out had the other party been willing."
"Let's change the subject, okay?" Melissa said as she dried her eyes.
"You're right," he said, and quickly added, "So do you still think you can beat me down the slopes?"
"Of course," Melissa returned with a smile. The two of them had always been competitive. They challenged each other at sports, games, and anything else that even resembled competition, especially Chess.
"I was a year younger the last time we went skiing and so were you. I don't think you can beat me anymore."
Melissa said, "Well, we'll see."
They both smiled.
They talked for a long time. But not like mother and son. They shared their wishes and dreams. It was an intimate conversation that would have been more appropriate for lovers, or a husband and wife. Neither realized how fast the time was passing until they looked around realized that the restaurant was almost empty.
"We better get to our room," Melissa said and stood up. She felt the wine go to her head and swayed.
"You okay, Mom?" Eric said, but he swayed himself.
Melissa looked at Eric with a mock disapproving smile. Then they both laughed.
The two of them walked arm in arm, using one another for support. They entered the elevators and then went into their room.
"You want to take your shower first, Mom?"
"Okay, sweetheart. I won't be long."
While Melissa was in the shower, Eric flipped through the channels on the TV. Unfortunately the only show in English was CNN.
Melissa peeked out of the bathroom about a half-hour later. "Uh ... Eric, could I borrow one of your long sleeved shirts. I don't want to dig into my bag."
"Sure, Mom," Eric volunteered. He grabbed one of his shirts and took it over to her. She took it from his hand and closed the door. A few moments later she came out wearing the shirt.

"Wow, Mom, you look great in a man's shirt," Eric said.
"Thanks. But it's a little short," she said, trying to pull the bottom down as far as possible.
"That's fine with me," Eric said with sparkling eyes.
"Eric, I'm your mother," Melissa said, trying to appear stern, but the curl in her lips gave her away.
Eric got up quickly and went into the bathroom.
Melissa had seen a tent begin to form in his shorts. Her heart fluttered a bit when she realized that she had made that happen. Then she chastised herself again.
When Eric returned from the shower, he had shaved and put on a pair of white boxer briefs and a sleeveless T-shirt. The boxer briefs and T-shirt were a stretch material and fit him snugly.
Melissa noticed that although his erection had subsided, there was still a very noticeable bulge in stretch briefs. She was sitting up on the bed with her back supported by pillows. The tail of the shirt was pulled down at her thighs as far as it could go, covering only the last several inches of her upper thighs. Her legs were crossed with the material pushed between them. She was reading a book with her glasses sitting on her nose.
Eric smiled and said, "You look like a school marm now."
Melissa took off the glasses and got a pout on her face. "First I'm sexy and now I look like a school marm?"
"A very sexy school marm," Eric returned.
Melissa couldn't help looking down at the crotch of Eric's shorts. She suppressed a gasp. He definitely had half an erection. She quickly put her glasses back on and looked down at her book.
Eric flopped on the bed and began watching CNN again. "I'm tired, but not sleepy," he said.
Melissa looked over her glasses at him and said, "Me too. Must be jet lag."
"Want to play a game of chess?" Eric asked.
"Sure. We haven't played chess in months. And, if I remember correctly, you're still working off the bet you lost last time."
Melissa had used the games to get Eric to do things around the house. After losing the last bet, he had to wash her car every other week for two months and do the dishes twice a week.
"All right, if I win this time, all my bets are paid off," Eric responded.
"But if you lose, everything is doubled ... another two months of washing my car and doing the dishes twice a week."
"Deal," Eric answered.
The two of them had always been competitive. Eric was much better at computer games. However, Melissa beat him at board games most of the time.
Eric found the portable chess set and sat them on the bed in front of him. "Come on and take your beating," he said.
"Yeah, right," Melissa said as she came over to the bed and sat down with her feet on the floor, legs facing away. She realized that that position was not going to work. She tried as gracefully as possible to turn and bring her legs onto the bed. She crossed them yoga style, pushing her shirt down to cover her panties. It barely did the job.
Although she knew Eric was trying to concentrate on the chess game, she also knew that he was sneaking peaks at her legs. Along with a strange feeling of pride, she felt a chill go up and down her spine. Whenever he looked up, his eyes went to her bare thighs and the tiny slip of material between her legs. Incredibly she allowed the shirt to pull up slightly, allowing her panties to show. She was certain that he could see her panties now. Her heart began to beat harder and she felt her pussy lips getting wet and wondered how long it would take before it showed through the thin gusset of her panties.
As they began to play the game Melissa found herself watching Eric's eyes more than concentrating on the game. She could see that he was distracted as well. His stare made her even wetter. Soon she knew that her crotch was wet. When she glanced down at her son's crotch she almost gasped. He definitely had an erection and, although he tried to hide it, there was a wet spot at the head of his cock. Melissa knew she had to put a stop to this.
"It's after midnight. I think it's about time for me to go to sleep," Melissa said, her voice almost trembling.
"Me too. We'll continue the game tomorrow with the same stakes. Okay?" said Eric.
"Okay."
Melissa saw him glance between her legs one last time. To her utter amazement, Melissa found herself leaning back just a couple inches. The arch of Eric's eyebrows told her that he could plainly see the wet spot that had formed in the crotch and now made her panties almost transparent. She looked at the bulge in his shorts and saw it twitch.
Eric gasped but tried to cover it up by acting like a playing card had cut his finger. "Shit," he exclaimed, bringing the finger to his mouth.
"Paper cut? I hate those," Melissa said as she got up went to her bed. She chastised herself for being so bold as to let her son see her panties. Her only excuse was the wine she had drank, but deep inside she knew that was a lame excuse. There was more going on here the she cared to admit. She quickly crawled under the sheets.
Eric crawled into his bed.
* * * * *
The following morning Melissa awoke to a bright room. She realized that she had not closed the drapes. She looked at the clock and saw that it was only 6 a.m. She got up and went over to the window to pull the drapes. When she did she glanced down at her son. A gasp escaped her mouth when she saw that the sheet had pulled from his body. He was lying sprawled on the bed and there was a large tent in his shorts. Melissa realized he probably had a "piss hardon" as his father used to call it. His cock was pulsing. When Eric stirred and moaned, Melissa quickly crawled back into her bed.
Chapter 5
By 9 a.m. Melissa and Eric were dressed and ready to go. Melissa wore a green jacket and form fitting jeans. Eric wore a red down jacket, jeans and tennis shoes. They ate breakfast before the drive to Zermatt.
It was a beautiful sunny day with the temperatures in the low 30's as they left Zurich for the 150-mile drive. Eric drove while Melissa navigated. They tried to stay on the interstate as long as possible. However, the mountain scenery was just too alluring, so they took smaller roads through quaint towns. The views of the villages and mountains were breathtaking and every scene was a postcard. There was snow everywhere but Switzerland depended on tourism for their economy. The main roads were kept clear, no matter the weather.
When they reached the mountains, the speed of travel slowed down and snow began to fall. Fortunately the snow didn't come down heavily until they were close to Zermatt.
"I think we turn here," Melissa said, pointing to a small road heading toward a steep mountain.
"Are you sure?" Eric asked. "It doesn't look like the road goes anywhere."
"Yes, here's the road on the map. We have about five miles up the mountain. I was told that there's a caretaker who lives in a chalet below the mountain cabin."
The road went back and forth with hairpin turns as they climbed higher and higher. Finally when they thought the road was ending, they found a small house with a car parked outside. There was smoke coming from the chimney. "This is the caretaker's house I'm sure," Melissa said.
Eric parked the car and they got out. From inside the house came an old man with two large dogs behind him. He smiled as he walked up to them.
"The Jacobs I presume," he said in English with a German accent, holding out his hand. "I'm, Leon Schmidt."
"Yes, pleased to meet you. We have the cabin for two weeks," Melissa answered reaching out her hand to the old man.
Eric knelt down and called the dogs over. They charged at him, knocking him over and he slipped onto his butt in the snow. He was laughing as the two large dogs began licking his face.
"Luke, Alexandra," the old man called. But, the dogs didn't listen. "Sorry, they love people," he said to Melissa.
"That's okay, we love dogs."
"I can tell," he said, looking at Eric now wrestling with the dogs. "Good to have someone in the cabin for a change. Mr. Hemsley doesn't make it up here much anymore. I don't think he can ski now with his bad knees. Do you know Mr. Hemsley?"
"Yes, he's the chairman of the company I work for. Nice man."
"Very nice. His grandmother lived in the cabin for years. She refused to move no matter what her grandson tried to do. Mr. Hemsley used to come up here quite often after she passed. He loved to ski. Nobody's been here for a year or so. But I keep it nice just the same."
"I'm sure it's very nice," Melissa said.
"Well, it's small and doesn't have all the modern conveniences, but it should suit you and your husband fine. And the skiing is world class around here."
Melissa started to say that Eric wasn't her husband but for some reason let it go. She was flattered that the old man thought she was young enough to be Eric's wife. "I know. We haven't been skiing in a while. We're really looking forward to it."
"Well, let's get you up there then. We can ride up the mountain about a mile and then you'll have to walk a couple hundred yards to the cabin. I can ride with you two and then walk back down."
"Are you sure you want to walk back down?"
"Do it almost everyday. Up and down."
The old man got into the back of the car and they drove the final mile straight up the mountain. When the road ended they stopped and got out.
"Oh my," Melissa said as she looked out over the valley. "The view is breathtaking." Then she turned and looked at the cabin sitting above them. It was an A-frame type cabin and almost appeared it was about to topple from the hill. "I guess you can't be afraid of heights if you live up here."
"That's for sure," returned Leon with a laugh.
They each grabbed luggage and began to walk up the snow-covered path leading to the cabin. By the time they reached the front door, they were all out of breath. Leon opened the door without a key. "No one's gonna come up here to steal anything," he said to Melissa's unanswered question.
"They'd have to be in great shape," she said as she caught her breath.
Inside the cabin was a large room with a stone fireplace covering most of one wall. A roaring fire was burning, throwing off heat for the room. There was a large picture window looking out over the valley with an amazing view. The room was sparsely furnished with a small sofa, comfortable looking stuffed chair, wooden rocking chair, and a rug on the floor in front of the fireplace. To the left were steps that led to a loft.
"As I said, kind of rustic, but Mr. Hemsley didn't want to change any of the furniture. Left it just like it was when his grandmother was alive. Didn't even put in a furnace. But you've got plenty of wood outside for the fireplace and stove. You'll have to keep it going all the time to stay warm."
Melissa looked at Eric and shrugged her shoulders. She hadn't expected not to have central heating, although she was relieved when Leon flipped on the light switch. At least they had electricity. She wondered about a flush toilet.
When Leon saw Melissa's look he said, "You have running water, flush toilet, and a butane-gas hot water heater. I turned hot water heater on so you should have hot water tonight."
"Thank you," Melissa said with a bit of relief. At least we will at be able to take hot baths, she thought.
They sat the luggage down and followed Leon into the kitchen. "Here's the kitchen. Got a stove, refrigerator and staples in the closet. You'll have to go to the store to get perishable stuff." Then he led them to the bathroom. There was an open door leading to the single bathroom. Inside were a sink, toilet, and, although antique in style, a free standing tub that looked as if had been recently installed.



Finally they went upstairs to the loft where they saw one king sized bed. Again Melissa looked at Eric. "Only one bed," she whispered with a look of concern.
Eric shrugged. "Well, they told you it was rustic," Eric said with a sardonic smile.
"Yes, it is a bit rustic, but you should do fine," Leon said when he heard Eric's comment. "The down bed cover is warm and the fireplace should provide enough heat." Then Leon walked back down the steps to the living room with Melissa and Eric following. "That should about do it. I'm just down the mountain if you need anything."
"Thank you," said Melissa as she walked outside with Leon. For a moment she wondered if she should tip him but decided not to. She said goodbye and came back into the house.
Melissa looked at Eric and sighed. "A little more rustic then I pictured."
Eric looked around and answered, "True, but we'll be on the slopes most of the time, so it doesn't matter. I can sleep on the sofa."
Melissa looked at the sofa. It was short and rather lumpy looking and she knew it wouldn't be comfortable. "You can't sleep there."
"Then I can sleep on the floor in front of the fireplace."
"That's silly. We're adults. The bed is plenty big enough for both of us."
Eric paused for a moment as if thinking about the proposition. Then he smiled. "Okay, if you insist."
Melissa returned the smile and said, "I insist."
"Well, of course you will wear your 'see-thru' night gowns," Eric said referring to the gown she had worn when he saw her in her room the other day.
"Eric, I'm your mother," she said in mock exasperation, placing her hands on her hips.
"Yeah, sometimes I forget that," he laughed.
The strange feeling ran through Melissa again. She shivered but then recovered. "Let's go out of the balcony and have a look."
They stepped outside and both caught their breath. The view was more than breathtaking.
"Wow, this looks like a picture postcard," Eric said as he stood close to his mother and looked out over the valley.

"Yes, it's amazing," responded Melissa. They watched it snow for a few minutes and then Melissa said, "Let's get unpacked and check out the town."
Several hours later they had toured the town and found out where the slopes were located. Then they stopped at the local grocery store and bought milk, bread, cereal, fruit, and other perishable foods. After trudging them up the hill to the cabin, they put the groceries away and Melissa began fixing dinner. By the time they had eaten dinner of pasta with tomato sauce, green beans, fresh bread and a bottle of wine, they were ready to take baths and go to bed.
Melissa went first, filling the tub with steaming water. She moaned as she sunk into the deep tub. For some reason Melissa's mind wandered back to her vision of Eric when they were still at home. She could see him in his room with his cock in his hand, stroking himself. Slowly as the vision clarified in her mind, her hands slipped between her legs. With a quiet moan she began to stroke her clit. Her legs were spread to each side of the tub. The excitement built rapidly with the vivid images of her son parading before her.

The climax came on slowly and grew until she strained to keep her moans from escaping the bathroom. She bit her tongue as she reached her peak and slowly went over the top. Then she came slowly back to reality.
The climax had been very satisfying and somewhat exhausting. As a result, she fought to remain awake. Before she fell asleep, she got out, dried herself and put on a pair of panties and then slipped her nightgown over her head. When she looked into the mirror, she saw that her breasts were plainly visible. She thought for a moment about wearing a bra, but discounted it because of how uncomfortable it would have been ... or so she told herself.
The house was warm and toasty with the smell of burning logs in the fireplace when Melissa came out of the bathroom. She had on a sleeveless shirt and short jogging shorts.
"Continue our game of chess after I take my shower?" Eric asked.
"Okay, but just for a while until we get tired."
Eric went downstairs to take his shower. When he came out of the bathroom, he came upstairs. He had on his boxer briefs and a T-shirt again. It was obvious that he was getting very comfortable being around his mother with just underwear on.
Melissa was sitting on the bed cross-legged.
Eric stood at the end of the bed and looked at his mother.
She could see his eyes move to her top where she was pretty sure he could see her nipples.

"Want some wine?" Melissa asked.
"Sure," Eric answered, pleased that his mother didn't question letting him drink wine.
Melissa got a bottle of red wine, two glasses, and a bag of pretzels.
A half-hour later, most of the wine was gone and both of them were feeling a little tipsy.
As the game progressed Melissa could see her son's eyes spending more and more time staring at her nearly naked breasts swaying under her top. She knew she was teasing him, but the wine, the warmth of the cabin and the excitement of the snow falling outside was making her lightheaded. She could feel illicit excitement coursing through her.
Across from her it was obvious that Eric was feeling the same way; there was noticeable tent in his shorts.
It took a few minutes for Melissa to notice her son's condition. When she did, she couldn't help glancing at the pulsing bulge. She felt her heart begin to beat faster and she tried not to stare. Soon she could feel her pussy begin to leak. She knew why he was hard. Her motherly side told her to cover up, but her female side was pleased that she could excite a young man so quickly at her age. Whenever she moved she felt her breasts sway, rubbing her nipples against the material and keeping them hard. She felt her clit throb.
Melissa closed her eyes as if she were resting them and sighed as she leaning her head back. She knew what Eric could see. He could see her breasts moving up and down and if he looked lower, he could see the crotch of her panties under her short shorts. She could feel her pussy moistening and hoped it wasn't showing through the crotch. Now pretending to have dozed off, she opened her eyes just a crack. She felt she like she might pass out as she watched her son's hand move slowly to the bulge in his underwear. Then he paused as he glanced up at her face, obviously making sure she was asleep.
Forcing her eyes to remain hooded she watched his hand begin to move up and down the bulge in his underwear. Almost without her conscious knowledge she spread her legs. Now, she was pretty sure he could see the crease of her pussy under her panties.
Eric moved his hand faster. There was a wet spot at the top and it began to grow with each stroke as if he were pumping his pre-cum juice from a tube.
She wanted to look away ... she wanted to get up and run, but there was no place to go. She knew she could put a stop to it immediately by closing her legs. Yet, it was as if she didn't have control of her lower parts. They seemed paralyzed. Her head was saying stop it, but every other part of her body was in a state of excited frenzy.
She heard Eric moaned softly and he continued to stroke himself slowly. Suddenly she saw his body stiffened and his eyes closed tightly. Then the stain in his shorts began to grow larger. Melissa watched the wet spot grow as her sons hand moved faster. Like an explosion in her mind, she realized that he was climaxing. Her son was climaxing right in front of her. She couldn't actually see it, but he was only inches from her. She could feel the bed move with his trembling. It was too much for her. Again, without the benefit of manual stimulation, she felt her clit begin to throb. She bit her lip to keep from crying out. Her squinting eyes continued to stare at the ever-enlarging stain on Eric's shorts. He was climaxing... her son was jerking off in front of her and she was watching it. The pleasure ripped through and her body twitched. She was grateful that Eric's eyes were closed and couldn't see her orgasm. However, she could not have stopped it even if he did see her.
A minute later she felt movement on the bed and knew that Eric had gotten up. She only opened her eyes when she heard the bathroom door close. She sighed with relief. She quickly pulled up the sheet and comforter and slipped underneath. When she looked at the cover, she saw a large wet stain where she had been sitting. To keep Eric from seeing it, she turned out the lamp next to her bed. By the time Eric came out of the bathroom, she was pretending to be asleep again.
Chapter 6
"I'll race you down to the bottom. Loser does dishes for a week," Melissa yelled as she took off with a head start on Eric. He sped off behind her, trying to follow her zigzag pattern down the hill.
It was early morning and gorgeous sunny day on the slopes and as of yet it wasn't too crowded.
Melissa looked over her shoulder and saw her son close behind. She pushed her poles into the snow and increased her speed. She wasn't sure she could beat him now, but she was certainly going to try.
The snow was powdery and dry, making the skiing ideal. She hoped to use her skill and experience to overcome the weight difference between her and Eric. As they rounded the final turn and head toward the finish line she was still in the lead. She knew Eric was trying as hard as he could, but seconds later she crossed the finish line first.
Melissa raised her ski poles into the air in celebration and then slid to the snow in exhaustion. It had taken all she had to beat him.
"You cheated," Eric complained as he fell beside her laughing and gasping for breath. "You had a head start."
"I should get a head start. I'm older than you ... and besides I'm a girl," she said with a pouting smile.
"Let's get some hot chocolate and then I want a second chance," Eric said, helping his mother up.
After a break and a ride back up the mountain, Melissa proceeded to beat Eric again. He wasn't laughing the second time.
It went like that all day. Eric was frustrated and a bit sullen when they went to dinner later that evening at a small restaurant on the main strip of Zermatt.
"Come on Eric," Melissa said, "you don't want me to let you win do you?"
"No," he said from across the table. "But you know I don't like getting beaten ... especially by a girl."
"Uh ha, so that's the problem," Melissa teased.
"You know what I mean."
Melissa reached over and touched her son's hand. "Give me a little leeway here. It won't be long before I can't beat you anymore. Besides, I won't tell anyone," she said with a serious face.
Finally Eric laughed. "You had better not," he warned jokingly.
"I'll let you beat me at chess tonight," she returned.
"You're not going to have to let me win. I'm going to beat you fair and square."
"We'll see."
After dinner they drove back to the cabin. Melissa realized she had drunk a little too much wine as they walked up the snow-covered path toward cabin. The footing was difficult even without the wine and Melissa had to hold onto her son's arm. Suddenly she slipped, falling to the frozen snow. Her weight pulled Eric down on top of her and they began to tumble back down the hill. Halfway down the slope a snowdrift stopped them, with Melissa plowing backward and Eric falling on top.
They were both in gales of laughter as Eric's weight pressed his mother into the snow.
"Now look what you've done," Eric said. "We were almost at the cabin until you fell."
Melissa looked up at him, the full moon casting his face in an almost angelic glow. "Sorry," she said as seriously as she could muster. But a second later she began to laugh again.
Eric had stopped laughing as he stared at her.
Suddenly she stopped laughing too. Her son's head blocked the moonlight and she could see a strange look in his eyes. A moment later his lips were on hers.

Melissa was stunned, but, incredibly, she did not try to push him away. Her head began to spin as their lips moved together. When she opened her mouth, his tongue entered and she moaned.
Melissa had no idea how long the kissed lasted. She only knew that she had sucked his tongue and he had sucked hers. They were kissing like passionate lovers. When she finally came to her senses, she pushed Eric away. He fell to the side and she struggled to stand up. However, she couldn't make it up the slope on her own.
When Eric got up, he was silent as he took his mother's arm and helped her back up the hill. When they entered the cabin, they saw that the fire had all but gone out. As Melissa went up to the bedroom, Eric loaded more logs onto the glowing coals and stoked them until they were roaring again. Then he went into the bedroom and found his mother already in bed. "I thought we were going to play chess?"
"I'm exhausted from the slopes," Melissa answered. "Maybe tomorrow night."
Eric shrugged his shoulders and went in and too a quick bath. Then he crawled into bed next to his mother. She was lying with her back to him and appeared to be asleep.
However, Melissa's eyes were still open. She couldn't go to sleep. She was replaying in her mind what had happened at the bottom of the hill. She had kissed her own son and let him put his tongue into her mouth. Her face was still hot from embarrassment. Or was it something else. Her beating heart told her it was something else. As she turned over onto her back, she felt the bed moving and wondered what was causing it. She listened and heard heavy breathing. She dared a quick glance over at Eric.
What she saw made her heart beat even faster. Eric was masturbating. She could clearly see his hand moving up and down under the sheet. She watched with fascination and curiosity.
Suddenly their eyes met. Instead of stopping, he moaned and moved his hand faster. A few seconds later, his hips began to move up and down and he began to grunt. He was climaxing.
It was the third time Melissa had seen her son masturbate. Suddenly, she said, "Do you do that everyday?" She didn't know where she got the courage, except that she could still feel the effects of the wine coursing through her.
"Huh?" Eric asked as if he hadn't heard the question.
"Do you masturbate everyday?" she asked again.
"Uh ... yeah ... I guess," he answered as his face turned red.
"Do most boys do that?" she wanted to know.
"I don't know. Some do I guess," he answered.
"What do you think about?"
"Mom, what kind of question is that?"
"You don't have to answer. Just thought we were being honest with each other."
Eric started to say something then paused. Suddenly he said, "You."
Melissa sucked in her breath with shock. However, deep down, she wasn't really surprised. Maybe that was the answer she was fishing for.
"Do you masturbate?" Eric returned.
Melissa took a moment to answer. "I have, but not in a long time," she lied. She couldn't be sure he had known that she had climaxed outside his door or in bed later.
"Why not?"
"I ... I ... I don't really know," she answered truthfully.
"Do it."
"What?"
"Do it now. Masturbate."
"I ... I can't do that."
"Sure you can. Just put your finger on your clit and rub it. You know you want to."
Suddenly Melissa's heart was pounding so loud she thought Eric might hear it. "Eric ... this ... this isn't right."
"You watched me do it."
She almost gasped. She wondered which time he was talking about. Melissa paused for several long moments. Then, while her brain was screaming no, her fingers seemed to have a mind of their own as they moved under the sheet. This is crazy, she thought. Yet, she could feel her pussy pulsing and she knew her clit was swollen and sticking from between the protective lips. She pulled her nightgown up ... she had chosen not to wear panties tonight. Her body felt on fire. "Ohhhh," she moaned when her finger reached her clit. She opened her legs slightly and moved one finger of her other hand to her lower lips.
Slowly she moved a finger inside her as another finger began to tease the swollen head of her clit. "Mmmmm," she gasped as her body reacted quickly to the stimulation. Her legs clamped together on her hand as both fingers moved rapidly ... one went in and out of her pussy and the other up and down on her clit. A moment later she began to climax. "Ohhhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh," she gasped as her hips lifted from the bed and her body shook. She could almost feel Eric's eyes on her and it sent incredible waves of pleasure through her. It was like fireworks going off in her head as her body movements caused the bed to shake.
Finally, she settled back down on the bed and her fingers fell from between her legs. Mortification at what she had done quickly engulfed her like a dark cloud. She turned her back to Eric.
"Wow, that was amazing," Eric whispered. "Good night, Mom," he said. "I love you."
Melissa whispered too quietly for Eric to hear, "I love you too."
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Chapter 7
The next day on the slopes it had begun to snow, making the trail somewhat faster. This time it was Eric who challenged his mother to the race. He had a plan. As she took off down the slope, he intentionally stayed behind. When she had a good lead he headed after her. About halfway down the slope, they came to a spot where the trail veered right and left. Everyone, including Melissa went left.
Eric went right. It was a dangerous section, which only the best skiers attempted. Someone had told him yesterday that it was a way to get down the mountain much faster.
Eric moved swiftly onto the unfamiliar trail. It was dangerous, but the desire to win was even stronger. He owed his mother too many chores already. With all his skills, he moved swiftly down the slope. However, on one sharp turn, the snow under his ski's crumbled and suddenly he was launched into the air, heading for a tree and rock strewn crevice. The binding on his skis snapped and they flew in different directions. He hurtled downward. Fortunately for him, he hit the top of a spruce tree and his descent was slowed. Trying to brace his fall with his hands, he still hit the snow-covered rocks hard.
Fortunately there had been a group of people on snowmobiles in the area and they saw Eric leave the trail. Otherwise it would have been hours before he was found and he could have bled to death.
* * * * *
Melissa looked behind her as she reached a straightaway, but she didn't see Eric. She smiled, thinking he had probably fallen in his attempt to catch her. However, when she reached the bottom and she still didn't see him, she became worried. A few minutes later she went to the ski patrol shack and asked if they could check on Eric.
The attendant radioed the patrol at the top of the hill and asked them to check the slopes. They radioed back that a snowmobiler had seen someone crash and they were on their way to the site.
It was almost an hour later when the ski patrol finally got back to her. Melissa was in a panic. "Is he okay? What happened to him?" she gasped breathlessly.
"They found him at the bottom of a crevice. He apparently took the dangerous route down the hill."
"Oh God," she gasped, "How is he?"
"Well, he was knocked out when he hit the rocks and he's bruised up, but they don't think there are any broken bones."
Melissa was relieved by the attendant's words, but still very worried.
A few minutes' later two ski patrol members came sliding down the slope with Eric strapped to a stretcher between them.
Melissa climbed into the ambulance next to Eric, who was still unconscious. She held his hand and cried all the way to the hospital. It was her fault. She was the one that kept the challenge going. She should have let him win.
It was sometime later when the doctor came into the waiting room and asked for Mrs. Jacobs.
"That's me," Melissa said, standing up as the doctor walked over to her.
"I'm Doctor Spitzer," he said holding his hand out to Melissa.
She shook it quickly and said, "How is Eric, Doctor?"
"Sit down please."
That didn't sound good. When Melissa was seated, the doctor sat in a chair beside her.
"Well, your husband is in good shape considering where he crashed," said Dr. Spitzer in a heavy German accent. "He has a nasty bump on the back of his head and a concussion, but there doesn't appear to be any internal head injury. He also has a number of bumps and bruises in other areas, including a bunch of sprained joints. I have put bandages on the areas I could. In general, he should be kept immobile for at least twelve hours. He is sedated, but you can take him home if you like as long as you keep a close eye on him."
"Yes, I will."
"You can get your car and the nurses will have him at the door in a few minutes."
Suddenly Melissa had tears running down her cheeks ... tears of relief. Through her sobs, Melissa thanked the doctor. Then she went to the parking lot and drove her car to the entrance of the hospital. She saw Eric sitting in a wheel chair on the sidewalk with a nurse holding an umbrella to protect him from the rapidly falling snow. There was an ice pack strapped to the back of his head, but she couldn't see anything thing else since he had the hospital gown on and a blanket covering him. He was slumped over in the chair.
"He's sedated," a nurse said when she saw Melissa's panicked look. Then she handed Melissa a bottle of pills and said, "Give him one of these every four hours. Keep the bandages from getting wet and make an appointment to see the doctor in three days." Finally she handed her a bag of Eric's clothes and added, "He'll be fine. We've seen a lot worse from skiing accidents up here."
"Thank you," said Melissa. She let a male hospital attendant put Eric into the passenger side of the car and then she headed home. The snowfall had grown heavier and it was coming down in large flakes, making it difficult to navigate back to the cabin. When she got to the caretaker's house she stopped. Suddenly she wondered how she was going to get Eric to the cabin. It was at least 200 yards up the mountain to the front door. She got out of the car and knocked on Mr. Schmidt's door.
When he answered, Melissa said, "I'm sorry to bother you Mr. Schmidt, but there's been an accident."
"Leon please," he returned. "What happened?" he asked, looking at the car and seeing Eric with the ice pack on his head, leaning on the side window.
"Eric crashed on the ski slope this morning. He has a concussion and several sprains, but otherwise the doctor thinks he will be okay. Unfortunately, I can't get him to the cabin by myself. He's sedated."
"No problem," Leon said. He turned and called "Luke, Alexandra." The two large dogs came running. "Let me get my sled and we can have your husband in the cabin in a few minutes."
"Oh thank you so much. You are being so kind. I can pay you for your trouble."
"No ma'am. Wouldn't think of it. You're guests here in Switzerland."
Melissa felt like she had insulted him with the offer to pay. "Thank you, Leon," she said again.
Leon retrieved a sled from the back of his house and put it in the trunk with the end sticking out of the back. Then he loaded the dogs in the car and climbed in with them.
Melissa drove up the hill, parked and then watched Leon place a collar on Luke and Alexandra and attach leather straps from their collars to the sled. Then she helped load Eric onto the sled. A few minutes later they were at the cabin.
"Just get him to the bed and I can take it from there," Melissa said.
Leon helped a half-unconscious Eric onto his feet and walked him into the house. Melissa got on one side and with Leon on the other they managed to get Eric up to the bedroom. There they laid him on the bed.
"I don't know how to thank you, Leon."
"You have already thanked me. I hope your husband is okay," he said as he started to leave. Then he stopped. "Oh, by the way, there is a real bad storm coming. Do you have everything you need in the cabin? You might not be able to get out for a few days."
"Yes, I think so," said Melissa.
"Good, because these storms can hit us hard this time of year. Still, if you need anything, you know where I am. Feel free to call on me."
"I will and thank you again, Leon."
"Take care, Mrs. Jacobs."
With that, Melissa walked back into the cabin to Eric. She saw him lying where they had left him on the bed. He had on the green hospital gown. She sighed and went over to him, lifting him to a sitting position so she could take the gown off. He was naked underneath. A gasp came from her lips when she saw the cuts and bruises over his body. Most of them looked superficial, but there were scratches on his thigh that looked like a large cat had scratched him and he had a swollen bruise high on his thigh that looked ugly. She sat on the bed and took his hand. Unfortunately she couldn't help looking at his naked form. Her eyes traveled up and down his body. He was a strong boy with a well-defined chest, narrow waist, and strong legs. Her eyes eventually fell to his penis, which was lying flaccid on his thigh. Although she tried to see him as her son and knew any other view was wrong, she couldn't deny the unwanted excitement that trickled through her.
Eric's penis was long and big around, even while soft. She knew how it looked hard. It had been years since she had seen it soft like this though. Although she felt guilty, she continued to stare. Her fingers were but inches from it and she tried to suppress the un-motherly urge to reach out and touch it. Finally, losing the battle, she reached her hand over to casually lay it on top of the long tube. Her heart was thumping in her chest now. Suddenly, she felt his penis move under her palm. It was warm, almost hot to the touch, and had a soft silky feeling. She could almost feel the blood pulsing through it. She lifted it and closed her fingers around the shaft.
For several long moments she held it, almost unconsciously squeezing the tube in her fingers. Inevitably, it began to grow larger in her hand until it was erect. Her mouth was open as she gasped for breath. The long tube felt alive in her hand. Suddenly she realized what she was doing and she quickly let it go. It throbbed and stood up like a statue. With one last look, she chastised herself and stood up. After pulling a sheet over him, she went into the kitchen on wobbling legs to make a cup of coffee.
Several hours later, Melissa was sitting next to the bed reading when she heard Eric stir. She saw his eyes open and almost sighed in relief.
"Where ... what happened?" he asked in a quiet voice.
"You crashed on the mountain." Tears of relief filled her eyes as a smile crossed her face.
Eric tried to sit up.
"No. You have to stay immobile for several more hours," Melissa said, pushing him back down.
Eric moaned and brought a hand up to his head. When he saw the bandages on his wrists and elbows he asked, "Shit, did I break my arms?"
"No, just sprains. The doctor says they should be okay in a couple of days, but he doesn't want you to move them, or get the bandages wet."
"I'm so stupid," he whispered, dropping both arms back to the bed.
"It was an accident. My fault."
"How was it your fault?" he said, the memory of what happened slowly coming back to him.
"I let the challenge go on. I should have stopped it."
"Bull, Mother. It was my fault. I should have never tried that route down the hill." Suddenly tears came to Eric's eyes. "Now I've fu ... screwed up our vacation."
Melissa reached over and grasped his hand. "You didn't screw it up. There's a big storm blowing up so we couldn't have skied for a couple of days anyway. Once the storm is over, we can do some sightseeing. I really wanted to see more of Switzerland anyway."
Eric smiled indulgently at his mother. "Thanks, Mom." Then he tried to sit up again.
"You can't get up."
"But I gotta pee," he protested.
"Hmmm," Melissa said. "Wait a minute." She got up and went to the kitchen, coming back with a mason jar a few moments later. She held it out to Eric.
"What's that for?" he asked. Then he suddenly realized what the jar was for. "I'm supposed to pee in the jar?" His face turned red. "Come on, Mom."
"Sorry. You're not supposed to get up, doctor's orders. I can help if you want."
"No," Eric answered quickly. Then he reached for the jar. However, as soon as he took it, it slipped through his hands.
Melissa caught it. "Guess you don't have much choice. Turn over on your side."
"Oh, Jesus," sighed Eric in resignation. He turned over facing his mother.
She pulled the sheet to his feet.
Eric closed his eyes.
Melissa reached out with a trembling hand and grasped her son's penis, directing the large head inside the jar. She held it there for a minute or so. Suddenly his penis began to grow. A small smile came to her lips and she almost giggled.
With his eyes still closed, Eric said, "I don't think I can do it. This is soooo embarrassing."
"I know, honey, just try to concentrate on something else." The penis in her hand continued to grow until it was half-hard.
"Mom, it's not going to work," Eric said, almost in a panic now.
"Why?"
"Your ... your ... hand ... and uh ... I ... I ... can't concentrate with you watching and holding me."
"Will this make it better?" Melissa said as she pulled the sheet back over him, keeping her hand on his still growing penis. A second after he was covered, his penis was fully hard and pulsing in her hand. Melissa knew she had a dilemma. He had to go to the bathroom and the doctor didn't want him to get up. Yet, he couldn't go while he was hard. Suddenly she knew what she had to do. She began to move the hand on his cock.
Eric opened his eyes wide when he felt her hand moving. "Mom!" he gasped.
"Shhhhh," she whispered as she held the jar with one hand and began to pump his shaft. She couldn't believe she was actually masturbating her son. She recalled the saying, "Desperate times call for desperate measures." At least that was her justification for what she was doing.
"Oh God," he gasped. His facial expression showed that he still couldn't believe what was happening.
Melissa could feel her panties soaking through as she pumped her son's cock. The blood was rushing to her head, making her feel faint. She was glad she was sitting or she might have fallen. Yet, she told herself she had to do this. There was no other choice.
"Mom," Eric gasped as his hips began to move with the pumping of her hand. It didn't take long. "Mom, I'm going to ..." he gasped and paused. Suddenly his body stiffened. "Ohhhhhh," he moaned.
Melissa squeezed her legs together as she felt his cock pulse. Then she felt the cream rushing up the shaft of his throbbing cock. She could actually feel cum moving through his cock. Suddenly, as the juice began to squirt into the jar, her climax started. She tried to remain still, but her hips moved up and down as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her. It was an intense climax and lasted for a long time. When she finally recovered, she realized that Eric's cock had grown soft in her hand. When she glanced over she saw that Eric still had his eyes closed. She squeezed his cock several more times before she let it go. "Now you should be able to pee."
It took Eric a couple more minutes before he was finally able to relieve himself into the jar.
Chapter 8
Melissa was in the kitchen cooking breakfast when she heard Eric get out of bed. It sounded like he was coming down the steps haltingly. She moved the frying pans to a cold burner and hurried to the steps. She got there just as he disappeared into the bathroom.
"Mommmmm," Eric gasped when his mother stepped into the bathroom.
"Sorry," she said, I heard you come down the stairs and wanted to make sure you were all right. I'll wait outside."
"Can you get me something to wear?" he asked.
"Sure," Melissa said and left the bathroom. A moment later she reached her hand into the door with a pair underpants and a T-shirt. He took them and began to put them on. It took him a long time to get the underwear on as he tried to avoid putting pressure on areas that hurt, which was most of his body. Then he tried to pull the shirt over his head and began to struggle again.
"Here, let me help," Melissa said as she came into the bathroom.
When the shirt was over his head and pulled down Eric looked at the shower/tub and said, "I need to take a bath but I can't see how with the bandages and all."
"You're right, you do need a bath. You have dried blood and hospital disinfectant all over you. Come on in to breakfast and we will figure something out." She could feel her son's eyes on her as she walked away. She had on the same pink nightgown she had worn the other day. Underneath she had thong panties and no bra.
As they sat down to eat, Melissa reached over and cut his food into small pieces. Then when she saw him try to pick up a fork in his bandaged hand without success, she placed one in his fingers.
He began to eat like he hadn't eaten in days. During a brief pause in eating, his eyes went to his mother.
She could see him staring at her almost bare breasts. For a moment she thought of covering her breasts with her arms, but made no move to do so. She stared back at her son until he saw her. His face turned red and his eyes shifted to the window where the snow was coming down heavily outside.
"It really snows here when it snows," he said nervously.
Melissa smiled. "Yes, I've been listening to CNN and they said it is going to be one of the worst blizzards that they had seen in this areas in a quarter of century."
"Do we have enough food?" Eric asked.
"Yep. I checked everything and we could last for about a week. If the blizzard lasts longer than a week, the house will be buried anyway. It's unlikely they will open the slopes until next week, so we aren't missing anything."
"Where's Paul Bunyan when you need him," Eric said and laughed.
"Are you feeling better?"
"A little. In fact pretty good considering what happened. My head is a little sore and my legs and arms hurt like hell, but otherwise I'm good."
"Well, I guess you can't do the dishes like you owe me."
"Sorry," he said, holding up both bandaged arms.
"You'll do anything to get out of doing the dishes, but this is going a little too far," Melissa said. Then she added, "The bandages can come off in a couple of days if we can get to the doctors office." She got up and took dishes to the sink. When she turned around she saw Eric staring at her behind.
His face turned red with embarrassment. "Uh ... uh ... there isn't much I can do for you or myself."
"I know sweetie. Now, about that bath, I can help you."
"You mean like wash me?" Eric asked incredulously.
"Well, yes. I've seen you naked you know. Remember I changed your diapers for a few years," Melissa said with a smile. "You certainly can't go for days without a bath. And, quite frankly you smell like hospital disinfectant ... amongst other things."
"I can try to do it myself if you fill the tub."
"But you can't sit in the tub."
"Maybe I can stand and wash."
"All right," Melissa replied without conviction as she watched him go to the bathroom. A moment later she followed him. She stood in the doorway and watched him try to lather his face to shave.
"Ouch!" he exclaimed when the razor cut his cheek.
"Having trouble?" Melissa said as she stood in the doorway with her arms folded.
Eric looked exasperated. "Yes. I can't even shave myself." However he didn't miss the fact that his mother had on the same see-thru nightgown he had seen previously. Her nipples were already hard.
"I'm sorry, honey. Sit down on the toilet and I'll shave you."
"Do you know how?"
"I've never shaved a man, but I think I can learn. After all, I've shaved a few parts of my body," she said. Suddenly she blushed, wondering if Eric had seen her shaved pussy. A shudder went through her and she quickly fished the razor out of the water in the sink. "I can see the line where you normally shave. Is that where I start?"
"Yes, start at the right cheek and draw the razor downward. Nice even strokes."
Melissa folded a towel, placing it on the floor and knelt next to Eric. "This is going to be fun," she said.
Eric moved his face from one side to the other, directing her where to put the razor. When she was done, she got a washcloth and gently washed his cheeks and chin.
"Pretty good job, if I say so myself," Melissa said when she had wiped the excess cream from his face. Then she rubbed her hand across one cheek and then the other. "Nice and smooth," she said, pausing with her hand on his cheek.
Suddenly the room grew very quiet as the two stared at each other.



"Uh ... I had better run your bath," Melissa said as she got up and moved over to the large freestanding tub. She bent over and turned on the water. Without thinking, she moved her ass back and forth in front of her son's eyes. She stayed bent over for some time, testing the water and making sure it wasn't too hot. When she turned around, she saw Eric look away quickly. Her eyes traveled down to his crotch and she saw an unmistakable bulge. She knew he had gotten hard looking at her ass. "Okay, let's get your clothes off."
"I can do it," Eric said. When he tried to pull the shirt over his head, however, it was just too painful.
Melissa reached over and pulled his shirt up. Then she smiled as he turned around to hide his growing erection and tried to pull down his underwear. "Let me," she said, as she remained kneeling. She quickly pulled his shorts down, leaving Eric standing naked with his cock half hard. Suddenly she was staring as his half-hard cock just inches from her face.
"Oh, God," he moaned under his breath and closed his eyes. He quickly stepped into the bathtub, avoiding looking at his mother's face.
Melissa picked up the washrag and the soap. Then she slipped to her knees and washed his stomach acting as if she did this everyday. She tried to act casual, but as her hands moved lower, her hands began trembling. She began to wash his legs, trying to ignore the pulsing appendage in front of her face.

Eric opened his eyes looked down at his mother and then his own cock. It was now almost fully hard. He looked away again and his face turned red.
The room was suddenly filled with sexual tension. Melissa could feel her heart beating in her chest as she stared at the long throbbing shaft. It mesmerized her. With shaking hands she continued to wash his thigh, washing it from top to bottom. Then she told him to put his foot on the side of the tub so she could get to his foot. But when he had done that, she paused. Instead of washing his thigh she brought the soap and the washcloth to his cock. It was almost as if she were hypnotized.

Eric gasped.
Melissa began to wash it gently as if she did this everyday. But the last time she washed him like this he was five years old.
Eric sighed and kept his eyes closed tightly.
Melissa grew fascinated with her son's large cock. She had never looked at the male sex organ like this before. His balls were huge in their wrinkled sacks and hung down several inches below his cock. Both orbs moved inside their sacks like they were alive. She guessed in a way they were alive ... at least the sperm inside. She felt her pussy throb at the thought.
She heard Eric moan when she began to slowly move her hand back and forth, supposedly to clean him. She moved her hand to the base of his cock before sliding it back to the head. She began to pump the shaft.
"Ohhh!!! Eric gasped.
Suddenly her breathing became labored. She could hear Eric moaning, but it sounded like it was coming from far off. Her head began to spin as her hand moved faster.
"Mommmm. Watch out!!!" Eric cried out in warning with his last ounce of energy.
The words didn't register as Melissa continued to pump her son's cock. Her mouth was open as she gasped for breath. Her eyes were wide as she watched and felt the long shaft throb. She could feel the head grow larger in her hand. Suddenly Eric exploded. The soap fell from her hand as his thick cream blasted from the head like a bullet, hitting her directly in her face.

She gasped, but didn't stop pumping her hand. The next shot followed quickly and hit her tightly closed lips. The squirting juice came out in torrents for several long seconds before finally slowing down. The weaker squirts hit Melissa on the neck and then dripped to the material of her nightgown and covering her still heaving breasts.

When the last drops were squeezed from Eric's cock, Melissa stood up on unsteady legs. She squeezed her legs together and tried to maintain her balance. She couldn't believe what she had just done. She knew it was incredibly wrong, yet her pussy was throbbing, burning with desire. She felt Eric's sperm begin to run down her face and then drip from her chin.
She closed her eyes as if that would change what she had just done. It didn't work. Instead, a vision of Eric's spurting cock jumped into her mind. Suddenly and unexpectedly, a climax ripped through her. She squeezed her legs tighter and tried to control the movement of her hips. With hooded eyes she stared at her son who had yet to open his eyes. That was a small blessing.
When her climax eased, Melissa used the washcloth to wipe the cum from her face. Then she dipped it into the water and wrung it out. Without a word, she began to wash Eric again. She took care of his lower half before moving upward to wash his chest and back. She took special care to wash the sections of his arms and chest that were not bandaged. Finally, she got up and retrieved a large bath towel. She began to dry her son rubbing the towel up and down his strong body. Neither of them said a word as he stepped out of the tub and let her finish drying his feet. Then she helped him put on his shirt and sweat pants.
The remainder of the day was quiet. They spoke, but only about normal things. Nothing was said about what happened in the bathroom. Yet, both of them were reliving it over and over in their heads ... Eric with excitement and Melissa with excitement tinged with a great deal of remorse.
Chapter 9
Melissa got up early the following morning, putting on a bathrobe she found in the closet. She looked out the window and saw that the snow was coming down as hard as it had the day before. She was beginning to wonder if they would be stranded there all winter. While under normal circumstances that might be an exciting thought, deeper down, she was worried about what was going to happen between her and Eric after the incident in the bathroom. They were trapped together in the small cabin with little to do and nowhere to go.
She went into the bathroom and put on a sweater and a pair of jeans. As she glanced in the mirror, she saw that both items fit her rather snugly. In fact, the jeans were quite tight in the crotch. It was funny that she hadn't noticed that previously. The seam rubbed on her strangely swollen clit. It seemed to be that way all the time now.
When she came out of the bathroom, she saw that Eric was still sleeping soundly. The covers were down to his waist exposing his strong upper body. A shiver went through her and it felt like the crotch of her jeans had grown tighter. With a shake of her head she went to the kitchen to fix a cup of coffee.
It was two hours later when Eric came into the kitchen, wearing underwear and a tee shirt.
"Good morning, sleepy head," Melissa said.
"Hi, Mom. What's for breakfast?"
"So you're hungry again?"
"I'm starved."
"That's a good sign. I'll get things going. How do you feel?"
"Still sore, like a train ran over me, but otherwise much better," he replied looking at his mother and smiling weakly. As he walked over to the table to sit down, he had a strange look on his face ... as if he was wondering if what happened yesterday was just a dream.
Melissa's face turned red at her son's stare and the room fell silent.
"I'll go get dressed," he said to break the silence.
"Need help?" Melissa asked before thinking. She turned away from Eric to hide her still red face.
"Uh ... no ... maybe. Let me try."
A few minutes later Eric returned with a shirt unbuttoned down the front and a pair of jeans with the top open and zipper down.
"Can you help?" he said with an embarrassed smile.
He looked like the little boy she pictured in her mind. Melissa suddenly felt silly over all her worries. There was no reason they couldn't live together a few days without getting crazy. "Sure," she answered with a smile. She turned to him and began to button his shirt. When she finished the last button, she sat down on a kitchen chair to button and zip his pants. Suddenly she realized this was almost the position she was in last night when Eric shot cum in her face. Her face felt hot and her fingers suddenly began to tremble. It took her twice as long as normal to get the zipper in place and close the top button.
"Want to play chess after breakfast?" Melissa asked.
"Sure, what's the bet?"
"Don't you think betting has gotten us into enough trouble?" she said.
"How much trouble can we get into cooped up in this cabin? We're not racing down the slopes. Come on, it will break the monotony."
"I guess you're right."
"So what's the bet?" Eric asked.
"Let's see. If you lose, you do the dishes everyday and clean the house when we get home for two months."
"Wow!" he said in surprise. "Don't you think that's a heavy bet?" Then he smiled at her cockiness. "Pretty sure you're going to win, huh?"
"Certain," she returned with a smile.
"All right, two can play that game. If you're so certain, here is what I win, you have to wear whatever clothes I pick out for you, for the rest of the vacation."
Melissa looked at her son strangely. Wear whatever he wants? she thought. "What do you mean?" she asked. "Why do you want to chose what I wear ... I didn't bring that much stuff."
"It's what I want," Eric responded with a grin.
Melissa shrugged and said, "All right if that's what you want."
"That includes to bed," Eric added.
Suddenly it dawned on Melissa. He could tell her to wear anything, even his shirt with nothing underneath, or nothing at all. A tremor suddenly rushed through her. "Wait a minute, I'm not so sure about this now."
"Okay, the bet's off. Obviously you're afraid you're going to lose."
"Fine, the bet's off. But I'm not afraid to lose," she said in a huff.
"Really? Then why don't you take the bet?"
Melissa's competitive nature was challenged and she was more than a little irritated. She thought for a moment and then her eyes narrowed. While she still didn't know entirely what he was up to, she knew it had to be devious. Her competitive nature kicked in. "Okay, but its three months of dishes and cleaning the house and you have to wash my car every week."
"Three months! No way!" he almost screamed.
"What? Are you afraid to lose?"
Eric's face showed his anger. He paused, pursing his lips. "Okay, you're on. Let's play."
The bravado suddenly drained from Melissa. She swallowed hard and was about to call it all off when Eric turned and left the room. She went to the stove and began to fix breakfast. Her hands were shaking as she began to scramble eggs in a bowl.
A few minutes later, when Eric returned to the kitchen, Melissa's was ready to reason with him. "Eric, I think we have cabin fever already. Let's forget this bet."
"Bet's a bet," he returned, sitting down at the table.
She sat a plate of food in front of him and then sat down. They ate breakfast in silence. By the time breakfast was over, Melissa's confidence had returned. "Do you want to start your chores early and do the breakfast dishes?" She smiled smugly.
"Can't with the bandages on," he said holding up his arms. "Besides, I'm going to win," he returned with his own smug smile.
"Right!" Melissa returned. Then she got up, cleaned up the table and put the dishes in the sink. She could feel her son's eyes on her almost every second. It was a strange, but not entirely an unpleasant feeling. Again she felt the crotch of her jeans tighten. Each movement sent a shock wave through her. She moved as if she was in a trance. A few minutes later she was worried that there would be a dark stain on the crotch of her jeans.
"Come on Mom," said Eric. He had found a chess set in a closet and set it up. "You can't delay it any longer."
Melissa finally came to the table and sat down. Her heart was beating rapidly. Suddenly Melissa wondered what she was worried about. First of all, she would probably win, and secondly, so she had to wear some scanty clothes around the house. What would that hurt?
The two played for a solid hour with the advantage going back and forth many times. The tension in the room grew with each move until it was thick enough to cut with a knife.
Finally Eric made a critical move and sat back. "Check and Checkmate!" he exclaimed with undisguised pleasure. His face was beaming while Melissa's face was very serious. "Okay, I think I'd like you to put on those skin tight leggings and top you use under your ski suit. But no underwear."
Melissa thought her heart was going to pound out of her chest. Those clothes were meant to be worn with something over top. Most of her breasts would be visible and the bottoms were so tight that every curve would be on display. She could just tell him no and that would be that. Yet, they had bet for years and always paid off, no matter what.
Eric stared at her, his gaze never flinching. He had a smug look on his face.
She had no way out and she knew it. It was nuts, but there was nothing she could do. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity she got up and went to the bedroom. There she dug the top and bottom leggings out of the dresser. She stripped off her clothes and put on the top. It hugged her breasts like a second skin, her nipples plainly poking through. The undersides of her breasts were also visible. Slowly she pulled on the bottoms. Her body was now squeezed into the tight elastic material. She could feel the seam of the bottoms pulling between her pussy lips and upward between her ass cheeks. The first step she took almost brought her to her knees. As she walked down the steps, she felt her pussy begin to moisten.
Melissa heard Eric gasp when she walked into the kitchen. She knew he was shocked that she had actually gone through with it. She was shocked herself. As her breasts bounced with her movements, she could feel his eyes watching her. The nipples were poking out and as big as pencil erasers and there were goose bumps up and down her arms.
She looked at him and saw his eyes run up and down her torso until they centered on her crotch. She took a deep breath because she knew that he could see her pussy lips ... and she was getting wet.
There was a look of defiance on Melissa's face as she turned and walked to the sink to do the breakfast dishes. As she stood at the sink she could still feel her son's eyes on her. That sent ripples of unwanted excitement through her. Within a few minutes she felt her juices begin to soak the crotch of her leggings. She squeezed her thighs tighter. However, that only made her excitement worse as she placed pressure on her already swollen clit. She was near climax when she finally finished the dishes.
A moment later, when she turned around, Eric was still staring at her. "I'm going to catch up on some reading," she said as she strode past him feeling her engorged clit pulse with each step. She knew that this was way over the top for a mother/son relationship, but she couldn't help herself. The fact that they were confined to the house, with no way to get away, seemed to create a sexual tension that bordered on uncontrollable. It was crazy, almost surreal.
Suddenly, a strange feeling came over her. Like everything was going to be fine. After all, it was only she and her son here and no one else would ever know. She began to think that whatever happened would be confined to this cabin in the middle of a blizzard in a foreign country. She could control it.
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Throughout the day the sexual tension within the cabin grew. Melissa tried to act as if it were perfectly normal for her to be walking around in the skintight outfit with her breasts and pussy almost showing. Yet the throbbing in her pussy was anything but normal.
It was after dinner when Eric said, "Well, I guess it's time for my bath. Before we do, I want you to put on what I laid out on the bed for you. Oh, and by the way, I want you to sleep naked tonight."
"What?" Melissa said like she didn't hear what he said. But he was already gone. Melissa rose and went upstairs; almost glad to be getting out of the tight clothes she had been wearing all day. However, what she saw on the bed was even worse; it was nothing but a thong. When she picked it up she was even more shocked. Eric had cut the crotch out, leaving only the two seams on the outside. And there was no top to be found anywhere. This was far worse than the leggings and top. For a moment she thought about refusing. After all she was the mother and she could simply say no. She threw the panties on the bed and crossed her arms as if in defiance. But then a strange feeling came over her. It was almost as if she was helpless and had to do what her son said. Then her heart started to beat faster and she began to tremble. With trembling hands she undressed and slipped the tiny pair of panties up her thighs. When she looked down she saw that her entire pussy was exposed ... and, incredibly, she was already sopping wet, with strings of her juice sticking to her thighs.

She grabbed a towel and wiped herself. She paused a few moments to collect herself before she went back downstairs. When she did, she found Eric waiting in the bathroom. Steeling herself, she strode into the room ignoring his wide-eyed stare at her near nudity. She could feel her bare breasts bounce with each stride and her juices were bubbling out of her pussy again.

Ignoring her son's wide-eyed stare, and without a word she began to undress him. As she helped him pull the tee shirt over his head, she glanced down. It wasn't a surprise to see that he was already erect. There had been a bulge in his pants since breakfast.
Melissa went to her knees and pulled his pants down. His hard cock sprang out, making her gasp. With now trembling hands she found the soap, and allowed Eric to step into the tub. Like the night before, she washed him carefully. The soap nearly fell from her hands several times as she worked it over his strong body. She couldn't, however, take her eyes off of his pulsing cock. Gently, she began to wash it, avoiding any stroking in fear that he would cum again.
When she was done, she rinsed him thoroughly, removing the soap from his penis and balls before using a bath towel to dry him. When that was done both of them remained in position, almost frozen.
The sexual tension in the small bathroom was palpable as Melissa stared at her son's now dripping cock. A bubble of juice formed at the slit and she watched it slip lower, leaving a clear spidery string of juice attached to the slit. Then her hands moved toward his cock as if she couldn't control them. Her mouth was open and her tongue came out to lick her suddenly parched lips.

Her heart was pounding in her chest and her head was spinning as her hand grasped his cock again ... this time they both knew it wasn't to wash him. What am I doing? She thought. She closed her eyes for a second; almost as if this was just a weird dream ... something from a wild fantasy, never to be thought of in the light of day. She almost hoped it was a fantasy. However, when she opened her eyes her son's cock was still staring her in the face.
It's so big, she thought. The girth and length of it simply amazed her. Her fingertips could barely touch. Suddenly she gave a start when she felt Eric's hand on her head.

She looked up and saw that his eyes were closed and his mouth was open. Then she felt pressure on the back of her head, drawing her face closer to him. This was crazy, insane ... this was her son, she thought. Yet, she put up only a moment of resistance before allowing him to draw her lips closer and closer to his swollen cock. A second later her lips were touching the dripping head. With a flick of his hips, she felt his cock part her lips and enter her mouth.

"Ohhhhh, Mom!" Eric moaned.
"Mmmmphhh," Melissa answered, making a weak attempt to pull her head back. She felt Eric's fingers entwine in her hair, holding her gently, but firmly, in place. A moment later she could taste the juice dripping from the head. "Mmmmm," she moaned as the sweetness reached her taste buds. It was the first time she had ever had a cock in her mouth. She began to suck.
"Yes, suck me, Mom," Eric hissed.
The room quickly filled with the sucking sounds coming from Melissa's lips.
"Oh God, Mom," Eric gasped, his hips beginning to move slowly back and forth in a fucking motion.
Melissa grasped the back of Eric's thighs, her nails unintentionally digging into his soft flesh. Her head followed the movement of his hips. There was no longer any hesitating. She had longed to do this to Eric's father, but he would never allow it. Never in her wildest imagination would she have believed that she would be doing it to her son. Her mind could not process the enormity of that. Instead, she allowed illicit pleasure to rush through her like an uncontrolled demon. It blocked all rational or moral thought from her mind. The feel, the smell, and the taste of her son's cock were like aphrodisiacs, overcoming any shred of resistance she had left. She was floating on a wave of sensuality like she had never felt before. There was a ringing sound in her ears. Suddenly, she felt Eric's legs trembling and heard him moaning something. It sounded far away.
"Mom, Mom, Mom," Eric gasped. "I'm ... I'm ... going ... to ... cum," he warned.
She heard the words, but it took seconds to register. When she realized that he was close to climaxing, instead of pulling away, she sucked harder. Then she felt Eric's body tense. In the back of her mind she knew what was happening. But now instead of reluctance, she wanted him to cum. It was crazy, perverted, but she wanted it ... wanted her son's sperm in her mouth ... wanted to swallow his cum. She moaned deep in her throat.
"Ahhhhheeeeeeehhhh!!!" Eric cried.
Melissa felt the head of his cock grow in her mouth. Then suddenly she felt a blast hit the back of her throat. "Mmmppppphhhh!!!" she mumbled as her mouth began to fill with his warm and sticky sperm. Her overheated pussy began to spasm. As she swallowed the first load, she began to climax. "Mmmmmm," she moaned when she tasted sperm for the first time in her life. It was strong, salty, and slightly bitter but not unpleasant. The fact that it was coming from her son's balls overcame any hesitation she might have had.
Although she had anticipated his cum, the quantity surprised her. Her mouth filled and her cheeks bulged. Some of the precious liquid slipped out from the side of her lips and dripped to her chest. With each squirt of Eric's cock, her pussy throbbed and sent another blast of pleasure through her.

She kept the rest of his cum in her mouth, refusing to let any more escape. Her mouth filled. She swallowed a second time. Her pussy pulsed as her climax continued unabated. Each squirt brought another throb of her pussy and another wave of pleasure.
She sucked Eric for a long time after the last drop was pumped into her mouth and eagerly swallowed. She pulled away when she felt Eric pushing on her head. When she looked up she saw him staring at her. It took her a moment to focus. It was almost as if she was waking from a dream. When the realization of what she had done dawned on her, her face turned red with shame. She closed her eyes, hoping it wasn't real. But when she opened them again she was still on her knees in the bathroom, her son was still staring at her, and the salty taste of sperm was in her mouth.
Eric's face was filled with what could only be described as amazement and shock.
Without a word, she stood up and rushed from the bathroom.
* * * * *
Melissa was in bed when she felt Eric crawl in next to her. She had gotten into bed naked, as Eric had requested. Now she lay on her side, facing away from him with her eyes closed but still wide-awake. She glanced over and saw that his eyes were closed. Assuming he was asleep, she slipped her hand between her legs. She paused for a second when her fingers reached the top of her pubic mound. She knew what she was about to do was wrong ... masturbating in the bed next to her son ... but her body was still on fire and her pussy throbbing. With a tiny whimper she slipped a finger between the lips and then into her very wet hole. She began to move her fingers slowly in and out, trying to keep her movements to a minimum.
"Mom," Eric whispered as he quick rolled over next to her and placed a hand on her thigh.

Melissa jumped at the sound of Eric's voice and the touch of his hand. She quickly pulled her fingers from her pussy. When she tried to answer him, she couldn't find her voice. She froze when she felt Eric's fingers begin to move down her thigh.

When she realized where Eric's hand was heading she screeched, "Eric, no!" But by the time she reached for his hand, it was too late ... his fingers had found her pussy.

"Ohhhhh, please, Eric," she gasped, unable to pull his hand from between her legs.
"God, you're wet," Eric said as his finger began to rub across her swollen clit.
"You ... you ... we ... shouldn't ... be ... doing ... this," she managed to gasp. Yet, even as she protested, her legs slipped apart, giving him unrestricted access to her most intimate parts. "Eric, Eric, Eric," she pleaded as his fingers began to move back and forth.
"Cum for me," Eric whispered. "You know you need to cum again. Your pussy is literally dripping juice." Eric began to move his hand faster, now pushing two fingers into her receptive hole.
Melissa moaned and lifted her hips to the now rapidly moving fingers. "Oh, oh, oh," she gasped as tremors began to vibrate up and down her body. She felt a finger searching for her clit again. A second later it found her swollen nub. "Ahhhhhh," she screamed and began to convulse in climax. Her hips moved up and down as she grasped the sheets with her hands. As waves of pleasure continued to course through her, the dim light of the room began to fade. She passed out.
Chapter 11
When Melissa awoke the following morning, she sat up in bed wondering where she was. When she turned and saw Eric lying in bed next to her, it all came rushing back. Her face suddenly flushed white-hot. Quickly she swung out of bed. When she stood up she noticed a note on her night table. Her fingers were trembling as she opened it and read: "Your clothes for the day are on the dresser. Love, Eric."
She quickly looked over at the dresser and moaned. The outfit, if you could call it that, was only the bottom half of a tiny pink nightly. Her breasts would be totally bare again. It was obvious that her son had a fascination with her breasts. A chill ran down her spine at the thought of him nursing at her motherly breasts not so many years ago. She shook her head to clear the image.
It was an hour or so later when Eric came downstairs. The snow had let up and the sky was blue, but the weather report was for more snow. In the kitchen Melissa was at the stove cooking breakfast.

"Good morning, Mom," he said cheerfully as he sat down at the table.
"Good morning," Melissa returned without turning around. She could feel his eyes on her and she knew that the cheeks of her ass were exposed below the elastic of the tiny panties.
When she turned around with a plate of pancakes, her face was scarlet. Now he had a clear view of her naked breasts. She took some solace in the fact that at least her pussy lips were covered ... but just barely.

Her son stared at her naked breasts. In spite of her embarrassment she felt excitement at the look in his eyes. Strangely, his stare made her proud that she had kept her figure and that her breasts could still compete with those of much younger women. She felt her pussy lips begin to moisten as she walked slowly to the table. She sat the plate down and joined him. Almost immediately she felt her nipples becoming erect.
Unable to look at her son, she turned toward the window and said, "It's clear now but it's supposed to start snowing again."

"I heard that on the radio," Eric responded as he stuck a fork into a stack of pancakes and pulled them to his plate.
Melissa picked at her food, her rising excitement taking away her appetite. Every so often she would glance up at Eric and find him staring at her breasts. Once she opened her mouth to speak but stopped. She had no idea what to say. She had no excuses for what had happened last night. Plus, she couldn't deny that she enjoyed it and it was obvious that Eric knew it. There was nothing to be said.
Eric spoke, "You want the last pancake?"
Melissa shook her head and watched him finish the last pancake. Then he stood up and silently walked past her. She heard him place his plate in the sink and then felt his presence behind her. Over the smell of her cup of coffee, she could detect something else ... something earthier. She trembled.

A moment later she turned her head and her eyes opened wide as she saw his hard cock inches from her face.

Her breath caught in her throat when she saw her son's pulsing cock. The coffee cup slipped from her fingers and crashed to the table. "Eri ..." she started to say, but her words were cut off as he forced his cock into her mouth. "Mmmmpppphhh," she grunted, but only struggled for a moment.

Just like last night, she stopped protesting when she tasted his sweet cock. This time a moan of surrender escaped her lips, which were now wrapped tightly around his cock.
"That's it Mom, suck me. You did a great job sucking my cock last night."
Melissa's face flushed at his words, but she continued to suck. Her heart was throbbing in her chest as she nursed on the swollen head. She could taste his sweet pre-cum juice as it poured into her mouth. She had to admit that she loved the taste.
"That's it, suck me," Eric whispered as he gently grasped his mother's head. His hips began a slow dance back and forth. "Yes, yes, yes," he whispered.
Melissa pulled her head back until the cock head was out of her mouth. She looked at the swollen plum with amazement. At the tip was a clear bubble of juice. She watched as it grew and finally began to drip. With a little moan, she stuck out her tongue and let the drop land on her tongue.

When she pulled her tongue back into her mouth and swallowed the sweet bubble of pre-cum she nearly climaxed. The taste sent her floating on a wave of pleasure. Eric pulling on her head brought her back to the present. She resisted his attempt to have her take his cock back into her mouth. Instead she began to lick the head, moving the tip of her tongue up and down, smearing a steady stream of juice across the now shimmering head. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she sucked the head back inside.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Eric moaned loudly. His hips began to move back and forth as he pulled on his mother's head.
Melissa sucked her son for a long time. She wanted to draw it out, make him wait for the ultimate pleasure. Incredibly, she was enjoying teasing him. She realized that she enjoyed sucking him more than she ever imagined. Maybe it was because it was her son, and it so wrong. However, this time it didn't seem as wrong as it had last night. While there was still pangs of moral regret flashing in her mind the excitement of giving her son pleasure washed them away.
Eric's moans of frustration finally made Melissa relent. She began to suck harder and pump his shaft at the same time. Her other hand slipped into his underwear and pulled his balls into the open. Now with her mouth on his cock and her hand on his shaft she caressed his balls. They felt warm and alive. Slowly, ever so slowly, she took more and more of his cock into her mouth. Inch by inch it disappeared until the head breached her throat and slipped deeper. She fought the urge to gag.

"Jesus, Mom," Eric hissed as he felt his mom take his cock into her throat.
Even Melissa was amazed that she was able to take most of his cock. Needing to breath, she allowed the long shaft to slip back out until only the head was in her mouth. Then she took him deep several more times, slowly forcing the head into her throat until she had it all. When she pulled it finally, the shaft was now covered with saliva. She used the saliva to coat her hand. Slowly she began to stroke him until she was pumping her hand up and down with just the head in her mouth. A little whimper escaped her lips ... now she wanted his sperm.
"Mom, oh God, I'm going to cummmmmm!" Eric moaned. "Ahhhhh!!!" he screamed.
Melissa felt his balls tighten ... she could feel them moving in her hand like they were alive. She knew another blast was coming and relaxed her throat. She felt the slick and warm cream squirt deep into her mouth. She pulled her head back slightly so she could taste him. His sperm came out in great quantity. Again the amount surprised her. And again some began to escape.

She closed her lips tightly. As her mouth filled she squeezed her legs together. "Ahhhhh!!!" she gasped as she swallowed, and her own climax began. Her mouth filled over and over with her son's hot sperm. Each swallow spurred the pulses of her climax.
When the last drops of Eric's cum were sucked from him, Melissa stood up on unsteady legs. Then she turned and walked to the sink. An irrational exuberance rushed through her as she began to wash the dishes. For some reason she had no feelings of regret this time. It almost seemed natural. She loved her son, so why not give him pleasure? She shook her head to try to bring her senses back but the taste of her son's cum in her mouth made that impossible. The strong taste of semen sent a strange kind of warmth throughout her body ... like the tiny seeds of life were suddenly in her blood stream. No negative thought could penetrate the feeling.



Eric placed his hand on the table, still gasping for breath, his head turned to his mother. When he could move, he slowly walked up behind her. He stood there for a moment.
Melissa could feel him behind her. She could feel his breath on her neck. Then his lips touched her bare shoulder. She felt herself being turned around until she was in his strong arms. A second later her lips were covered by his.
With a moan, she melted into his embrace. The feeling of warmth inside her grew. She pressed her body to her son as the kiss grew ever more passionate. Their tongues dueled as their saliva mixed. When she felt his cock begin to stiffen between her legs, she pushed him away. She wasn't sure why. She said, "I have to get the dishes done." She turned around and began to wash the dishes again, but there was a smile on her face.
Eric sighed and moved away.
Melissa cleaned up the house and then sat down to read again. Eric finally joined her, picking up a novel he had been reading. While they both appeared calm, there was still an incredible air of sexual tension ... after all Melissa was still half-naked.
It was after lunch when Melissa told Eric they needed to talk. She sat him down at the table, taking his hands gently into hers. She looked at the injured wrists, rubbing her fingers across the backs of his hand. "Eric ... Eric, Hon," she started and stopped.
"Mom ... he started to say something but Melissa put her fingers to his lips.
"Let me try to get his out," she said, her eyes suddenly misty as she searched his. "Eric, what we have done is wrong ... very, very wrong."
It was obvious from the look on her son's face that he thought she was going to admonish him. She looked at her son's hands clutched gently in hers as she continued. "I don't know if it's the setting or being locked up in this cabin, but I have obviously lost all reason. I am having an incredibly difficult time thinking straight ... especially ... especially when I am close to you." She glanced up into Eric's eyes before she continued. "I can't change what has happened. In fact, I don't know if I would want to ... I mean ... damn, it's all so confusing."
"Mom, I love you," Eric blurted.
"I love you too, Eric."
"No, not like a mother. I love you like ... you know, like a woman," Eric said.
Melissa sighed and wondered if she should tell him that she thought she felt the same way about him. She decided not to say anything now. Instead, in response she squeezed his hands gently. "As I said, I don't know if I would change what has happened. But I can try and control what happens until we leave here."
A pained expression came to Eric's face and his eyes began to tear.
"Unfortunately, I don't think I can resist you while we are closed up in this cabin."
Now Eric's face brightened.
A tiny smile curled at the corners of Melissa's lips. "But we have to control ourselves. What I mean is that we can't let this go any further than it already has. I am your mother, not a lover."
Eric face showed his distress. "You mean we can't do ... do ... you know, what we did this morning?"
"No ..." Melissa said and paused. She saw Eric wince. "What I mean is we cannot go any further."
Eric looked confused. "Huh?"
Melissa smiled at his confusion. "We can still ... I mean ... I can still suc ... you know, do what I did in the bathroom and this morning, but we can't do anything else."
Eric's face broke into a broad smile.
"And that lasts only while we are here in this cabin, not when we go home."
It was obvious that Eric had barely heard the last comment. "Wow, Mom," he gasped.
"I mean it, Eric. We cannot take what we do here back home," she admonished him. She knew he wasn't listening. "Okay, since we both have cabin fever, let's get our ski suits on and go for a little walk. The fresh air will clear our heads."
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Chapter 12
That evening Melissa washed Eric as usual, but she didn't do anything sexual with him. Eric was obviously disappointed. Melissa gave him a smile and went to the bedroom to wait for him.
When Eric came upstairs Melissa saw that he was only wearing a towel. She smiled and patted the bed next to her.
He dropped the towel and quickly he crawled onto the bed and lay down.
Without a word Melissa bend over him and began to kiss his stomach. With little licks, she worked her way across his lower abdomen toward his already hard cock. She grasped his cock with one hand as she continued to kiss around his erection. For quite some time she avoided touching his cock, until finally, when she felt his hand on her head, she allowed him to lead her mouth to his cock. With a moan from both of them she engulfed him.

"Oh, God, Mom," he moaned. His hands directed her head up and down as his hips began to move.
Melissa's head began to move faster and her hand began to pump his cock. Within minutes she was gasping for breath as she worked to make him cum. She suddenly needed his cum ... needed it desperately. A moment later she got what she wanted.
"Ohhhh," Eric groaned as his balls pulled tight to his groin. Then he screamed, "Ahhhhhheeee," as his cum rushed up the shaft and into his mother's sucking mouth.
Melissa's pussy began to throb when she felt the first blast of cum spew into her mouth. She swallowed and trembled. The cum kept coming until it began to slip from her lips and down her fist to pool on his stomach.

When Melissa had all the cum cleaned from his cock she bent her head and began to lick up the juice that had spilled on his stomach.

Eric watched his mother with total amazement on his face.
When she finally pulled away, there wasn't a speck of cum to be found. She had it all in her stomach. It now felt strangely comforting to have swallowed her son's sperm. It made her feel warm inside. Then her heart began to swell with something ... a strange feeling ... something she hadn't felt in years. With shock she realized that she loved her son ... but not like a son ... like a man ... like a lover. The realization made her head spin and her heart pound.
Suddenly the room grew very quiet. Melissa pulled away and moved up to lie on the bed next to Eric, who had his eyes closed, but he was still breathing heavily.
A moment later Eric opened his eyes and smiled at his mother. She returned the smile. "God, you're beautiful, Mom."
Melissa blushed. She closed her eyes. "Thank you," she whispered.
Eric found he couldn't resist touching her. Slowly his hand reached out and rested on her breast.
Melissa's eyes flew open. "Eric," she gasped, yet she did nothing to remove his hand.
"You have the prettiest breasts I have ever seen," he said, almost in a trance.
When Melissa felt his hand began to knead her flesh, she knew she should stop him. Yet, she couldn't move. She closed her eyes and groaned quietly. She allowed Eric to place his mouth on hers and their tongues began to duel. Eric's cock grew hard again.

Eric began to squeeze her breast more firmly. Soon he was massaging and pinching the nipple. His hand moved to the other breast.
Melissa was breathing through her mouth and she kept her eyes closed tightly. She knew what was about to happen but couldn't stop it.
Eric slowly bent his head and took the hard nipple into his mouth.

"Errrrriiiiccc, nooooo!!!" Melissa gasped. She reached for his head, but his hand caught hers and their fingers entwined. Her hips began to squirm.
He sucked one nipple and then the other, nursing on them as he had done when he was but an infant.
A few moments Melissa felt Eric begin to move. His mouth moved down her breasts to her stomach. "Eric, no," she whispered. "This is so wrong." Her hands remained on his head as it moved lower and lower.
Swiftly, before another protest, Eric moved between his mother's legs onto his knees. He stared down at her pussy.

He had never looked at one so close before, but he knew his mother's was beautiful. It was hard to believe that he had come out of that hole eighteen years ago. He could never have imaged that he would someday lick it. His eyes ran up and down the swollen lips watching them quiver with anticipation. The lips were open and ready for his mouth. He could see a stream of juice coming from deep inside and his mouth began to water. He had to eat her.

He lifted her legs and gently placed them on his shoulder.
"Eric, what are you doing?" Melissa asked as if she had no idea.
"I know Dad never did this for you, but I want to."
"What ... oh, Eric ... you ... we can't."
"Yes we can. I want to eat your pussy. I want to make you feel good like you've done for me."
"It's wrong," Melissa whimpered without opening her eyes.
"No, it's right. You're going to love it. Just relax."
"Ohhhh, Eric," Melissa whispered in surrender as she grasped the back of her thighs and pulled them to chest. There was no attempt to push him away now.
Melissa could feel the juice dripping from her hole and running to the sheet below. For a moment it embarrassed her. But then she felt Eric's mouth on her pussy.

"Ohhhhh, mmmmhhhhhh," she screamed. She had never felt so excited in her life. This was something she had fantasized about for years ... fantasized about a man eating her ... but certainly not her own son. "Eric," she gasped when she felt his tongue split her swollen lips. "Oh, God!"
Eric moaned as he moved his tongue up and down her wet slit. He tickled the inner lips, then drawing the juice coating his tongue into his mouth. He pushed her hips back further and opened his mouth wide. His head moved down with his tongue out. He plunged it into her.
"Ahhhhhheeeee ... oh God, oh God!!!" Melissa screamed. She froze with her hips raised. She could feel her son's tongue swirling deep inside her, then plunging in and out. Her mouth opened as she gasped for breath, trying desperately to draw oxygen into her depleted lungs. "Ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh!!!" she moaned.
Eric tongued her for a long time. Then he pulled back and opened his mouth again. This time it came down on her swollen clit. He sucked the almost penis shaped clit into his mouth.
That was more than Melissa could take. "Ahhhh, I'm cummmmmiiiiinnngggg!!! she screamed. Her hips lifted from the bed and then froze. Fireworks exploded inside her head. Waves of incredible pleasure washed over her, bringing her pleasure like she had never known. The pleasure grew with each wave until she could no longer think ... she could only feel ... feel pleasure in every cell of her body. It no longer mattered that it was her son eating her. In fact, it made it sweeter ... it was forbidden, against every moral code she had been brought up to believe and that made it so wrong, but yet, it was so, so exciting.
Eric sucked her hard, then softly, then hard again. He pulled her clit into his mouth and gently nibbled it. His tongue worried the smooth crown, gently flicking it. The drool from his mouth mixed with his mother's copious juices and ran down the crack of her ass and onto the bed.
Melissa's climax went on and on until exhaustion took over and she collapsed onto the bed unconscious.
Chapter 13
Melissa was humming to herself as she fixed breakfast the following morning. She was naked since Eric had not laid out any clothes for her. She felt Eric behind her before she heard him. She smiled and turned her head to the side as he gently kissed her neck. His hands slipped under her arms and grasped her bare breasts.
"Good morning," he whispered.
She leaned back into son and said, "Good morning." Suddenly she gasped when she felt Eric's hard cock touch her ass. "Go sit down so I can fix you breakfast."
"I'd rather have you for breakfast," he joked.
"Later," she said.
With a moan, Eric turned and went to the table and sat down. His cock was already hard.
When she turned and looked at him, he spread his legs, letting her see his hard cock. "Come here," he said ... it was almost a command.
Melissa paused for a moment. Then she moved the frying pan to a cold burner and turned. With slow, almost hypnotic steps, she came over to her son. Without a word she went to her knees. She knelt in front of him, staring in his eyes as she gently caressed his cock.

Then she bent and took his cock into her warm and wet mouth.

Eric moaned and dropped his head and closed his eyes. His hands went to her head as he gently held her in place.
It didn't take him long to cum. He threw his head back and gasped.
Melissa was ready for his sperm. She swallowed the first blast and waited for the second. The pleasure rushing through her body made her forget for a moment that sperm was pouring into her mouth. A large glob escaped her lips and ran down Eric's cock.

She quickly closed her mouth tightly around the head to stop any more precious fluid from escaping.
When Eric's cock finally went limp Melissa pulled back and gently licked the cum from his cock and balls. When she was done she quietly got up and went back to the stove to finish breakfast. They ate in silence. When they were done Melissa got up and left the table. Eric followed.
When she got to the stairs she turned and smiled at her son. Her eyes were burning hot as she stared at him with her most lustful smile. She could feel her pussy throbbing and juice was starting to trickle down her thighs. She turned and slowly walked up the steps toward the bedroom.
A few moments later he walked into the bedroom. With a lustful smile he joined his mother on the bed, crawling between her legs.
However instead of letting him eat her, she pushed him over until he was on his back. Then she squatted over his mouth and lowered her pussy to his lips. It was something she had read in a Cosmo magazine and always wanted to try. Her husband would have none of it. Now she had a willing partner.
"Ohhhh!!! she gasped as she began to squirm her pussy across his tongue.

Eric moaned, as he tasted her sweet juices. Soon he was eating her like a starved man, filling the room with loud sucking sounds.
Melissa added her screams of pleasure to the sucking sounds. She began to climax almost immediately. Waves of pleasure rushed over her like an incoming tide. Electricity shot through her body, making her tremble with total abandon.

When her climax ended, she relaxed, almost sitting on her son's face. She thought it was over.
However, Eric had other ideas. He kept sucking her, using his tongue like a miniature cock to push in and out of her sopping hole. Melissa moaned in renewed pleasure. She lost her balance and was suddenly sitting on her son's face. If he minded, he didn't show it. She moved back so that he could find her clit. "Ahhhhh," she screamed as he sucked it into his mouth.
Melissa began to climax again. Her legs shook and threatened to collapse under her. She placed her hands on the bed on either side of his head, letting the pleasure take her again. Her mouth was open as she gasped for precious air. Her head spun as the climax intensified bringing grunts of pleasure. "Oh, Eric, oh, Eric," she gasped. The pleasure seemed to go on and on. Her juice was bubbling out of her like a river, only to be swallowed by her new lover. She was afraid she was going to drown him, but when she tried to lift up, he pulled her back down. She didn't have the strength to fight him so she let him continue to suck her until her pussy became too sensitive. She fell onto the bed in exhaustion.
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Chapter 14
Later that morning Eric and Melissa put on their snowsuits again and went outside. The snow had let up a bit, but the forecast was for a foot more. They found some snowshoes in a shed out back and took a long walk across the hill toward the crest of the mountain. The view was breathtaking, but so was the relationship that had developed between the two of them. As they stood on the crest of the mountain, overlooking the valley, Eric reached for his mother's gloved hand.
Melissa smiled at her son and pulled their gloves off so they could hold hands without the gloves. Then she reached up and touched his face. A moment later they were kissing. It was a sweet kiss that quickly turned passionate as Melissa opened her mouth and allowed Eric's tongue inside. She sucked it, moaning quietly in her throat as she felt excitement building again. She couldn't believe it. She had already climaxed more times this morning then she had in years, yet she felt her pussy begin to leak again. Of course it wasn't a surprise when she felt Eric's hard cock pressing against her.
A moment later Melissa pulled her mouth from Eric's and said, "Maybe we should head back home."
There was a big smile on Eric's face as he allowed his mother to lead him back to the house and up to the bedroom.
A few moments later they were naked and in each other's arms, kissing. This time Melissa did not hesitate and thrust her tongue into her son's willing mouth. They both moaned.

The kiss lasted a long time before Eric pulled away. He stared into his mother's loving eyes. "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, Eric," she whispered. A tear appeared in the corner of her eye.
Eric pushed his mother onto her back and gently crawled between her legs.
"Eric!" Melissa exclaimed as she felt her son slipping between her legs. "We can't."
"Can't what?" Eric asked.
"You know what," Melissa returned seriously.
"Why not?"
"Because I'm your mother."
"But we have done almost everything else."
"It's not right," Melissa said firmly.
"All right, but can't I just lay here for a few minutes."
"I ... I guess that would be okay," Melissa answered hesitantly.
Eric settled between her legs. Suddenly he was in the standard missionary position with his mother's legs wrapped around his waist. He bent his head to kiss her again. At the same time he pressed his chest to hers, feeling her nipples burning against his chest. "Mmmm," he moaned.
Melissa gasped when she felt his hard cock touching her stomach, just inches from her exposed pussy. She felt him moving his hips back so his cock could slip lower. "Eric," she warned.
"I won't do anything you don't want me to do," he answered.
Melissa felt her head begin to spin and knew she was in a very dangerous situation. She couldn't let this happen ... it was wrong. She had to stop him; yet she couldn't bring herself to push him off. "Ohhhh," she moaned when she suddenly felt the large head of his cock touch her pussy lips. "No, no, no," she groaned, throwing her head from side to side.
"Don't worry, Mom, I just want to feel the head touch your sweet pussy. That warm and wet pussy that I sucked until you passed out." Eric moved back a fraction of an inch, allowing the swollen head of his cock to touch her dripping hole. He bent and kissed his mother again and as he did, he slowly slipped the head into her warm cavern.

"Eric, stop!" Melissa almost screamed.
"Okay. I won't go any further. Just let me leave it there for a minute."
Melissa began to tremble in unwanted excitement. She could feel the swollen head of her son's cock stretching her pussy ... a pussy that had not had a cock inside it for years. She didn't know if Eric's cock head felt so big because it had been so long since she had had sex or if it was because of the size of his cock. Either way it was stretching her tight muscles.
"God, that feels so good, Mom," Eric gasped. "You're so tight."
"Eric ... we ... you can't go ... go ... any deeper," Melissa stammered. It was almost a plea.
Ignoring her, he gently pushed a little deeper, bringing a moan from her lips.

She didn't push him away. Instead her eyes closed and a look of pure lust crossed her face. Her mouth opened as she gasped for breath. There was little protest left in her.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she felt Eric's cock move deeper. Suddenly she realized that he was all the way inside her. She could barely catch her breath. She had never felt so full. No one had stretched her so or gone so deeply. Yet, her mind was screaming, "Stop! This is my son with his cock in me."
Eric leaned down to his mother and whispered, "I'm in all the way in your pussy, Mom. How does it feel? How does it feel to have a cock so deep in your pussy after so many years?"

"Oh, Eric, we can't. You ... shouldn't ... be ... you shouldn't be ... be inside me," she stammered.
Now cocky with confidence Eric said, "Okay, I'll take it out." Eric pretended that he was about to pull out.
"No!" Melissa screamed and wrapped her legs and arms tightly around him, holding him to her body. "Just let it stay there for a minute," she said.
Eric smiled. He waited patiently, loving the incredible feeling of he tight pussy around his cock. It was so tight that he thought he could actually feel her heart beating from inside her pussy.
Soon, Eric needed to move. He whispered, "I'm going to fuck you now, Mom. I'm going to fuck you like you have never been fucked."
"Ohhhh," Melissa cried. No words were left to say. Even if she wanted too, she knew that protesting was futile. It was too late. She couldn't think. She could only feel. The years without sex now conspired to drive her beyond where any mother should ever go. Her own son was going to fuck her ... and she was going to let him ... she couldn't stop him. Her mind screamed "No!" but her body screamed, "Yes."
Eric began to slowly pull his cock from his mother's pulsing pussy. When he had it almost all the way out he thrust back in with one push.
"Ahhhhheeeee!!!" Melissa screamed. She felt every inch of his cock as it rubbed against the walls of her long denied pussy. At the same time his position on top of her allowed the top section of his cock to rub her elongated clit. The friction brought on her climax almost too soon. She gasped and squirmed, trying to fight if off. She couldn't let it happen. Couldn't climax with her son's cock inside her.
Eric felt her trying to hold back. He said, "Go ahead and climax mom. I want you too." He emphasized it by moving his cock in and out of her rapidly, thrusting into her with all his strength.
"Ohhhhh nooooo, oh Godddddd!!!" Melissa screamed as she began to explode. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. Yes, climaxing from being eaten was good, but this was different. The waves of pleasure started at her toes and rocketed up her body and exploded like fireworks in her head. Even before the first explosion was done, another hit her, and then another and another. It was so good it was almost frightening. She had no control over her body as it trembled and shook. Her hips thrust up at her son as he pushed down.
Eric was moaning now too. He was thrusting his long cock all the way to the bottom before pulling out again. His mother's climaxes made her pussy muscles grip him like a vise. If she wasn't so wet he knew he would not have been able to move so rapidly.
His hips were a blur now. The rapid in and out movement began to create a sloppy sucking sound that echoed from the wooden walls of the cabin. The juices from her pussy were seeping around his cock and streaming between her ass cheeks to the bed below.
Eric kept fucking his mother through one climax after another. Eventually he was ready to cum. Melissa felt him plunge all the way into her and then he paused.
He whispered, "Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum. Ohhhhh!!!"
Suddenly Melissa came to her senses. Through the fog of repeated climaxes she hissed, "No! Eric, I left my birth control pills home."
But it was too late. The pent up sperm in Eric's cock had already began its journey up the shaft. He didn't even hear his mother as he screamed, "Ohhhhh, Gooooddddd!!!" With that his hot cream spewed deep into his mother's pussy, shooting from the swollen head of his cock in a virtual flood. Pulse after pulse filled her until there was no room left. Then the juice began to drip out along the sides of his cock and between his mother's ass cheeks.

The thought of being filled with sperm was too much for Melissa and she began to climax again. Her hips lifted to her son's thrusts, forcing his cock deeply into her. She could almost feel the swollen head spitting his sperm against the back wall of her cavern. Then she couldn't think anymore. Her body convulsed in illicit pleasure as she accepted her son's fluid deep into her.
* * * * *
When their lust was temporarily satisfied, Melissa and Eric lay quietly on the bed, deep in their own thoughts. The glow and excitement of their recent coupling had faded and Melissa was left with a mix of satisfaction and concern.
Finally Eric broke the silence. "I'm sorry, Mom."
"It's okay," Melissa replied rather unconvincingly.
"No, I shouldn't have gone that far. I took advantage of you."
"You didn't do anything I didn't let you do," she responded. "I'm the adult here," she added with a bit of self-recrimination.
Eric was quiet for a few moments, mustering his courage. "But ... but what if you get ... get, you know, preg ..." he said and paused, unable to say the word.
Melissa didn't answer for a few moments. She knew better than he what a dangerous thing they had done. "Well, I should be okay. Not taking the pill for a few days will mess up my cycle but it should still be safe." Melissa paused and then said, "We have to be more careful in the future."
Eric looked over at his mother lying naked next to him. "You mean we ... we can do ... you know, do what we just did again?"
Melissa bit her lip and then took a deep breath. She knew it was too late to stop. She could deny her feelings all she wanted, but there was no way she could be in this cabin with her son and not have sex. There was no sense in pretending anymore. "As I said, we have to be careful. Unfortunately, we can't get out to a drug store where I could get my prescription for birth control pills filled."
"Wait a minute," Eric said and got up from the bed. He disappeared downstairs and came back a moment later with something in his hand.
When he held his hand up, Melissa saw a single prophylactic inside a foil packet. The condom was flattened and the edges of the foil were tattered, indicating that it had been in his pocket for quite some time. Without thinking Melissa broke into laughter. When she realized that she was embarrassing her son she put her hand over her mouth, but she couldn't stop a giggling.
Eric's face showed his utter embarrassment.
Melissa felt bad, but he looked so cute standing there like a petulant teenager.
Then Eric looked at the tattered condom in his hand and realized how absurd it was. Suddenly he burst into laughter too.
That caused Melissa to begin laughing again. Suddenly they were both in gales of laughter. When Melissa caught her breath she wiped tears from her eyes and said, "Even if that thing worked after all these years, it's only one rubber. I assume there will be more than one more time before this storm breaks and we leave here."
Eric's face beamed at his mother's words. "I figured this one would last us for the next hour," he said with a smile. He rolled over and took his mother into his arms. Their lips met in a passionate kiss. When he pulled away, he began to kiss down her neck, placing gentle bites and licks on her sensitive skin. Slowly he moved downward until he was hovering over her large and firm breasts. "I love your tits," he said. His face turned red. "I mean your breasts."
Melissa laughed and pulled his head down to her already hard nipple. "You can call them tits ... they are your tits tonight," she returned. "Suck them," she said as she gently held his head and lifted her breast, allowing him to nurse on her nipple for a long time. Then she gently pushed his head to the other breast. She could feel her already saturated pussy begin to pulse again. She would need his cock again in just a few minutes. She moaned, almost plaintively.
Eric seemed to get the message and slipped between her legs. He pulled his head from her breasts as he lifted her legs, pressing them back. On his knees now he brought his rampant erection to the more than ready opening of his mother's pussy. He slipped in through the juice that had so recently been deposited there and brought a moan from both of them.

"Yes, sweetheart, fuck me, fuck me hard," Melissa gasped. There was no hesitancy in her now. She wanted, no needed, her son's cock inside her. It felt so good. It felt so natural. Although it was terribly wrong, it felt right.
"Oh God, Mom, I love you so much. I can't believe I'm fucking you. I've dreamed about this for so many years."
"You've dreamed about fucking me; fucking your mother?"
"Yes. In all my fantasies. All the girls in my life pale in comparison to you. I've jerked off thinking of you a thousand times."
"Oh, Eric, I love you," Melissa responded, her heart swelling with love. She pulled her son's hips downward, forcing his cock all the way into her body. She lifted her hips upward as he pushed down forcing it deeper than she though possible. It touched places where nothing had ever been before. "Ahhhh yes, fuck me, fuck meeee!!!" Melissa screamed.
Seconds later Eric was pounding his cock into his mother. In and out he moved as their bodies began to move instinctively now.
"Oh yes, oh yes, I'm cummmmiiiiinnnnggg!!!" Melissa screamed as she lifted her hips and threw her head back. Her body convulsed in pleasure.
"Oh God, Mom, I'm getting close," Eric warned. When his mother didn't answer, he started to pull his cock from her still pulsing pussy, preparing to cum on her stomach.
Before it was entirely out, Melissa screamed, "Noooo!!!" She grabbed his hips, pulling him back into her.
"Mom, I'm cummmmiiinnngg!!!" Eric screamed. He was unable to hold back his ejaculation any longer. A moment later he began spurting a second load into his mother's body. Because of their position, with Eric pushing his mother up on her back until he was hovering over her, his cum went deep, pooling at the opening of her cervix. When he pulled it out part way, his cock was covered by the remnants of his first climax and now the second.

Eric took his mother into his arms as he pulled his saturated cock from her pussy. He held her close to him as they fell asleep.
Chapter 15
The snow had finally stopped when Melissa woke and quietly got out of bed. The wind was blowing at gale force creating a white-out condition and closing down all the roads in or out of Zermatt. She sighed and fell deep into thought as she stood at the window and gazed out at the wind whipped snow. How things had changed in just a couple of days. One day she was a typical working mother with a teenaged son. Now she had crossed the moral boundary and become a lover to her own son. Whenever she had heard the word incest in the past she always thought of some uneducated country family sexing it up in the mountains ... almost a joke. Yet, now that she had done it, she wondered if it was as unusual as people made it out to be. When she assessed how she felt about her son she wondered if incest could be a lot more common; fathers and daughters, brothers and sisters, or mothers and sons. There was no practical way to answer that question.
Melissa shook her head and sighed again before turning around. She saw that Eric was awake and smiling at her. Her heart skipped a beat. How can loving him be wrong? she thought.
"Good morning, Mother," Eric said.
"Hi, sweetie. Would you like some dinner?"
"Yes, but I want you first," he returned with a lecherous smile.
Melissa put her hands on her hips in mock disapproval. "If all we do is screw, they are going to find us in the spring dead from exhaustion."
"What a way to go," Eric joked.
Melissa shook her head but then smiled. "Let's get something to eat first."
"If you insist."
"What do you want me to wear?" she asked, remembering the lost bet.
"Oh, I forgot," Eric said. He jumped out of bed and went over to her dresser.
"Lay whatever it is out while I take a quick shower. I'm a mess," she said, pointing to her sticky thighs and pussy.
"Sorry about that," Eric replied sheepishly.
"No you're not," Melissa laughed. She turned and went down to the bathroom.
Eric was downstairs watching TV when his mother came down. He had on his jeans and T-shirt. When he saw what she was wearing he said, "Wow, Mom, let's forget dinner."
Melissa was wearing a red teddy that emphasized her sexy body with full breasts and long legs. "If you keep cutting the crotch out of my clothes, I won't have a thing to wear that will cover me," she said with mock severity, indicating that the crotch of the teddy was missing like the panties from yesterday.
"That's my plan," Eric returned, staring at her exposed pussy.

Melissa shook her head and turned toward the stove.
Eric came up behind her and said, "Can I help?"
Melissa smiled and answered, "No. Go sit down and I'll have it ready in a minute."
After dinner was eaten, Melissa cleaned up the dishes. When she turned around she saw Eric staring at her. He had an erection and was stroking himself. "Don't you ever get enough?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
"Never enough of you," he answered. "Come over here."
Melissa paused for a second as if she was considering his invite. Then she walked over to him with sultry steps. Without a word she straddled his thighs, reaching her hand between them to grasp his cock. With a moan she fitted his cock into her already wet pussy.

"Oh, God, Mom, you feel so good."
"So do you," Melissa responded as she took him deeply into her body. A second later she was sitting on his lap and his cock had hit bottom. "You go in deep this way," she gasped. When Eric started to move she said, "No, let's sit like this for a moment."
Eric turned his face up to his mother and they kissed. His tongue went into her mouth like his cock had gone into her pussy. They were connected at both ends.

Melissa moaned as Eric began to thrust his tongue in and out of her mouth, indicating that he wanted to do the same thing with his cock. When she couldn't stand it any longer, she began to move ... slowly at first. Upward until the head of his cock was just barely inside her, then down hard to take him all the way inside. "Oh, Eric I love you," Melissa gasped as he began to move up and down at a steady pace.



"I love you too, Mom," he responded.
Melissa began to climax. Over and over her body convulsed as pleasure washed through her. Her hips continued to move up and down as she grunted in pleasure.
Her climaxing pussy had an impact on Eric. "Mom," he whispered, "I'm going to cum soon. Do you want ... want ... to lift up so I don't climax in you?"
Melissa heard him. She knew what he was saying. With all her strength she tried to lift up far enough to allow his cock to slip out, but it was impossible. She couldn't waste his cum ... couldn't let him spill it on the floor. No, that would be so wrong. Her answer was to press down harder and kiss her son passionately.
"Mummm," he gasped into her mouth in warning as he felt his sperm begin its journey up the shaft. There was nothing he could do. His cum rushed up the shaft and into his mother's receptive pussy.

* * * * *
For the remainder of their vacation, Eric and Melissa lived and loved as man and woman, not mother and son. They had sex multiple times everyday and Eric either climaxed in his mother's pussy or mouth. When the weather finally broke Eric went to the doctor and was pronounced healthy. They decided to tour Switzerland instead of ski. Neither of them seemed to mind that their original vacation had been lost. Every night and every morning, and sometimes in the middle of the day, they made passionate love. Melissa was insatiable as she tried to make up for lost time. She wanted to try every position and did. She never asked Eric to pull out when he climaxed. She couldn't bear it. She consoled herself with the fact that it should have been a safe time of the month. Besides, she could always see a doctor if the worst happened, fooling herself into thinking she could terminate any unwanted pregnancy.
EPILOGUE
Eight months later...
"Mom, are you about ready?" Eric called as he walked upstairs to find his mother. "The movers will be here in a few minutes."
Melissa was standing in her bedroom naked. She had a sad look on her face.
"What's wrong, Mom?"
"Oh nothing," she said unconvincingly.
"Come on, you look like you're going to cry."
"I'm fat," she said flatly.
"You're not fat, you're pregnant. And very beautiful I might say too," Eric said as he stared at his mother in disbelief.

Melissa finally smiled. "You always know the right thing to say."
"You have to hurry and get dressed or the movers are going to see how beautiful you are."
Melissa smiled. "I just have a few more things to do. You know I'm not moving so fast these days," she said.
"You only have a month until the big day," he returned.
"Ohhhh," exclaimed Melissa as she grabbed her stomach.
"What's wrong?" Eric asked with concern.
Melissa laughed. "It was your son kicking."
"Really?" Eric beamed.
"Yes. Do you want to feel? He's been really active this morning. Must know we are moving to Switzerland where he was conceived."
"Can I?" Eric answered.
Melissa took her son's hand and placed it on stomach.

"Oh, wow, I felt it. That's really Eric junior kicking?"
"Yep. Already squirming and kicking like his father did when he was in the same place."
"I kicked a lot?"
"All the time. I thought you were trying to get out through my navel," Melissa said and laughed.
"Does it hurt?"
"No. It's a good feeling. Means he's healthy." Melissa paused and looked at her son. "I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too, Mom."
With a look of admonishment Melissa said, "I told you that you have to call me Melissa. You can't call me 'MOM' when we get to Switzerland. Everyone thinks you are my husband and we can't let on. I don't know how they would feel about a mother and son living in sin in Switzerland."
"I know. It's just so hard to believe. Here we are moving to Switzerland as husband and wife. Me going to college and you working from the cabin."
"It's great that Mr. Hemsley is allowing me to work out of the cabin for the next couple of years while you go to college. With a satellite dish on the roof, I can do everything I did here."
Eric smiled and added, "Yes it is. It's perfect. Don't worry though, no one will ever know about us. And we will raise Eric Jr. and Tommy and Lisa and ...
"Wait a minute young man, I didn't agree to having more babies."
"Yeah, but I know you will. You always wanted a house full. Besides, I can be very persuasive."
Melissa laughed, turning her head to kiss her son. She felt one of his hands begin to massage her stomach while the other pinched a large and sensitive nipple. A moan escaped her lips just as a horn blew outside indicating that the moving van was there.
The End
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It was after two in the morning and Vicki Larson was feeling no pain as she flew down the highway at over eighty miles an hour. She ignored the speed limit signs as they changed from 50 to 40 to 30 miles per hour upon entering the small town of Buford. Her foot stayed smashed on the gas pedal in total disregard for her safety or that of any unlucky passerby. Yes, she had had too much to drink and shouldn't have been driving, but she had told her husband, James, she would be home by midnight. Already two hours late. He was going to be furious.
This wasn't the first time she had come home late from a company business function. She had lost count of the number of times. It had become a major bone of contention between them. She knew he was beginning to suspect that she was having an affair, and although it wasn't true, she sometimes wished it were. Her love life, or what there was of it, had become boring. If James didn't want her, she knew she could have the pick of almost any man in her office. Yet she had resisted their attempts to entice into bed, as difficult as that had been.
Although she and James got along pretty well, sex had become routine and far too infrequent. From her husband's subtle body language she believed he was bored as well. Unfortunately, they had never discussed it. It was obvious that James didn't have the same desire for her anymore. Maybe HE was having an affair, she thought, but why? She was only thirty-two and knew she still looked very good. She kept herself in shape and always dressed sexy—-maybe a little too sexy for the office though—-but James didn't seem to notice. Damn him!
Suddenly, Vicky was awakened from her thoughts by the sound of a siren. She looked in the mirror and saw the flashing red and blue lights of a police car.
"Shit!" she screamed pounding on the steering wheel in anger. She slowed the car, pulling to the curb. She sat with her hands on the wheel as she waited for the officer to approach ... she knew the routine. Unfortunately, it wasn't the first time she had been pulled over. She already had five tickets in just the past year for speeding. The last thing she needed was another ... especially with her having drank a few too many at the promotional party for her boss.

She was startled when a black man, wearing civilian clothes opened the door of her car. She felt a bit of fear as he leaned over and said, "Ma am, would you mind stepping out of the car." Then she saw him flash open his badge. "Jamal Washington, Constable, City of Buford," the badge read.
"Officer, I'm sorry. I didn't realize I was speeding."
"Ma am, please step out of the car. I clocked you doing eighty in a thirty-mile an hour speed zone. You could have killed yourself or some innocent citizen of Buford," Jamal said seriously. He had a slight Jamaica accent.
Vicky had no choice but to get out of the car. As she put her feet on the ground and stood up she swayed and leaned back against the door.
"Ma'am, have you been drinking?"
"Uh — well, just one or two."
"Just one or two? Then you won't mind taking a Breathalyzer."
"Listen officer, maybe we can work something out." Vicky was thinking along the lines of a few extra dollars, donated to the local police fund. "I — I already have a few tickets and would really rather avoid another."
"So we can add attempted bribery to your DWI and speeding charges," Jamal said. "Wait here." With that he took her license and went back to his car, where he keyed in her driver's license number. "Wow," he said when he saw the five tickets for speeding. When he came back to the car, he saw Vicky still leaning against the car in a slightly distorted angle. "I'm going to have to take you back to the station, Mrs. Larson. You're in no condition to drive."
"Mrs. Victoria Talbot-Larson — of the Talbot family over in Talbot County," Vicky said, trying to impress him with the well-known family name.
"Doesn't matter who you are Mrs. Larson, you don't go eighty miles an hour in my town. Now are you going to get into my patrol car willingly or do I have to put cuffs on you."
Suddenly Vicky was very frightened. She was going to jail. If money to the police fund wouldn't work, maybe she would have to officer something more immediate. With tears in her eyes she said, "Please Officer Washington, I'm sure we can come to some agreement," Vicky said in her sexiest voice. She pushed her chest out toward Jamal, trying to emphasize her large breast, which were somewhat hidden by the modestly cut bodice of her dress. She suddenly wished she had worn something a little more revealing. But then she saw what she though was a bit of interest in his eyes and was encouraged. Still he led her to the police car and made her get in.
As he got into the drivers side, Vicky said, "Why don't you have on a uniform?"
"I was off duty, coming home from a friend's party ... if that is any of your business ma'am."
"I was just curious," Vicky answered in a huffy tone. Nevertheless she was relieved that he had given a reasonable explanation for being dressed as a civilian. She had heard of guys driving around with fake police ID's, pulling women over and raping them.
When they arrived at the small combination jail/courthouse/city hall, in downtown Buford—Buford didn't need much of a jail since there were only five hundred citizens—-Jamal helped Vicky out of the car and up the steps. He led her into the police station and asked her to step into one of only two cells in the tiny jail and closed the door.
Vicky's heart began thumping in her chest at the metal against medal sound of the cell door closing. It was sinking in that she had been arrested. What a scandal it was going to be if this got to the Talbot county newspaper.
When Jamal had locked the door he looked at Vicky. "Now, do you know how much trouble you're in, Mrs. Larson?" asked Jamal, staring through the bars at her. Before she could answer he continued, "You're record shows five tickets with ten points. Your license will be suspended at twelve points. Driving while intoxicated is four points alone and bribing an officer can get you jail time."

"As a matter of fact, you just might get jail time when you go before the judge day after tomorrow." It was Saturday night and the Judge didn't hear traffic cases until Monday morning.
"Oh, God, Officer Washington, I'll do anything you ask if you just let me off this time," Vicky said with her voice cracking with emotions.
Jamal shook his head and started to walk away, but then he paused. A sudden smile came to his dark face. He didn't normally do this, but Mrs. Larson was a very sexy lady. Who would know if he maybe accepted a little non-financial bribe? He didn't currently have a girlfriend and it had been a while since he had made love to a woman ... an especially long time since he had been with a gorgeous woman like this. He turned back around. "Well, what do you mean by 'anything', Mrs. Larson?"
A flash of relief shot through Vicky. Maybe there was some hope to avoid a scandal. But just as quickly a flash of fear replaced it. Was she really willing to exchange sex for not going to jail? What was she thinking? Yet, she couldn't go to jail; it would be so humiliating and her nasty mother-in-law would tell everybody that she had been right about her daughter-in-law all along. She was just not good enough for her little "Jimmy".
Vicky took a deep breath. "Well, I ... uh, I could you know, uh ... suck you," Vicky said, surprised that she was hearing the words come from her mouth.
"Hum, are you any good? I mean, I didn't know rich white chicks did that?"
"Uh ... well, I've done it before," she said, telling a little lie. She had sucked her husband off but only a few times.
"You don't sound that convincing," Jamal said and pretended to walk away.
"Wait," Vicky almost screamed in desperation. "I'll suck you and we can do other things too."
Jamal smiled without Vicky seeing and turned back around. "Other things? So you'll let me fuck you?"
Uh ... yes ... but you have to use a ... a ... condom."
"Sorry sweetie, don't use them. Besides, I'm too big anyway." Jamal laughed loudly. "Let me show you."
Vicky watched with wide eyes as he l reached for the zipper of his jeans and pulled it down slowly. Then his hand disappeared inside. When it came out again, Vicky let out a gasp. In his hand was the longest and blackest cock she had ever seen. Not that she had really seen a real live black cock in her life. But once she had seen a porno flick at a bachelorrette party where a largely endowed black man had fucked a tiny blonde woman senseless. She thought that the cock had been created by some trick of the camera. Now she saw an even larger one in front of her ... and it was surely real.

"Think you can handle the famous 'Buford County black snake'," Jamal said with a laugh.
"Oh, my God," Vicky gasped. Suddenly, along with the fear, she felt a strange curiosity. She staggered backward a step, her head becoming light from the thought of what she was about to do.
Jamal retrieved the keys and opened the sliding cell door. "First, I have to make sure you're not carrying any concealed weapons. It's called a full body check," Jamal said as he stepped into the confines of the small cell. "Now, let's get that sexy dress off so we don't get it dirty."
Vicky stood in shock, without moving. She began to tremble. What had she gotten herself into? This was insane. Yet, her eyes kept going back to the long cock now swinging two and fro between Jamal's legs.
"Do you want me to take it off of you?" Jamal asked when Vicky made no move to take her dress off.
"Uh, no; I'll do it," Vicky said quickly. Then she slipped the shoulder strap off her left shoulder and pulled the top of her dress down.
"Wow, you have some great tits there lady," Jamal said with a broad smile and sincere admiration. Then as she let the dress drop, his smile grew wider, seeing that she was totally naked underneath her dress. "I love that you uppity society broads are so prim and proper on the outside, but wear nothing under their clothes ... like a common slut."
Vicky felt herself blush from her now hard nipples down to her toes.
"Raise your hands over your head," Jamal said as he stepped behind her.

Vicky began to tremble as Jamal pressed close to her back and brought his hands up to her bare tits. "Ohhh," she gasped as he began to pinch her hard nipples and gently kissed her neck. In spite of her fear, her body began to react to the stimulation and she could feel her pussy begin to moisten. She couldn't believe what was happening to her. Never had she become so excited this quickly. Incredibly, she feared that she might climax when she felt the head of Jamal's rapidly swelling cock touch her naked ass.
"Okay, let's see how a rich white girl sucks black cock." With that Jamal turned Vicky around and pressed on her shoulders.
When Vicky reached her knees she found Jamal's massive cock staring her in the face. The now fully hard cock was so large that she questioned if she could actually get it into her mouth. An unintended moan escaped her lips when she felt Jamal pull her head toward him. She opened her mouth wide and felt the sides stretch almost painfully. The large glans of his cock pushed forward until it finally breached her lips and slipped into her mouth with an audible pop.

"Suck my black cock," Jamal hissed.
Vicky barely heard him as another little whimper, almost a moan, escaped her lips. Her head began to spin with illicit excitement and her heart pounded in her chest. The taste and the animal smell of him were exciting her beyond belief.
She allowed Jamal to slowly force her head backward and then pull her forward until she picked up the rhythm and began to do it on her own. Moans formed deep in her throat as she tasted the pre-cum filling her mouth. Each time she swallowed, a rush of excitement went through her, making her pussy throb. She squeezed her legs together, trapping her pulsing clit between the swollen lips of her pussy. Electricity bolted from her groin. Suddenly, with a gasp of surprise she began to climax. It was like nothing she had ever felt before ... nothing sexual that she had ever done compared to the incredible rush of pleasure consuming her now. Her body shook and convulsed as waves of pleasure rushed through her. If Jamal had not been holding her head, she might have collapsed.
"Wow, you are one hot society bitch," Jamal laughed, realizing that Vicky was climaxing from sucking his cock alone. "Never saw a bitch climax from sucking my cock ... without me even touching her ... damn."
Vicky's climax continued for a long time. When the waves of pleasure began to diminish, it took her a few moments to realize that Jamal was saying something. Yet she still didn't grasp the meaning until it was too late
"I'm going to cum," he gasped. He pushed his cock deep into her mouth and froze. Then he threw his head back and screamed.
Vicky's eyes opened wide when she felt the first blast of hot cream hit the back of her throat. She swallowed quickly, but before she was done, another hit, then another, and then another. It came so fast she couldn't contain it all and the thick cream began to slip from the stretched corners of her mouth, falling to her still heaving breasts.
Jamal's cum was thick and rich. The taste sent more electric shocks to Vicky's pussy and she began to climax again. She couldn't believe that she was swallowing this stranger's cum ... and loving it.
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Vicky had barely finished swallowing Jamal's load when he lifted he to her feet. He said, "Sit on the bed and show me that sweet pussy, rich girl."
Vicky looked at Jamal without comprehension.
"Come on my little slut, get on that bed and spread your legs."
Suddenly Vicky realized that Jamal was going to fuck her. Oh God, she thought, he's going to put that giant cock inside me and without a condom. She felt helpless to stop it ... but in fact, deep inside she wasn't sure she wanted to stop it. The thought of that big cock penetrating her sent tremors through her very aroused body. Her pussy throbbed and she realized that juice was slipping down her thigh.
Slowly Vicky moved onto the bed and lay back. Her face flushed as she lifted and spread her legs exposing her intimate parts to this man she had met only a short while ago. Her eyes opened wide in shock when she stared at the throbbing organ she had just sucked. His cock had lost none of its hardness. It was still dripping cum and looked like a ... a ... yes, like a giant black snake. Now she wondered if she could get the huge member into her pussy.

"Look how wet that hole is. I knew you couldn't resist my big cock ... no woman can," Jamal said with a laugh. "The best is yet to come. Wait till you feel it filling that sweet pussy of yours." With that Jamal moved closer to Vicky and bent his knees.
Vicky watched as if in a trance as the large head neared her pussy. She could feel the inner walls of her cunt contracting in anticipation of accepting the large organ. She watched as Jamal wrapped his hand around the shaft and directed the head to her dripping hole.
"Ohhhhhh, Jesusssss!!!" Vicky screamed as the head split her outer lips and began to slip into her body.

"Oh, God, oh God, oh God," Vicky gasped as his cock sank deeper and deeper into her. Nothing had touched the places Jamal's cock was already touching. She wasn't sure what childbirth was like, but she wondered if this was how it felt.
"Oh baby, you're so tight. You're taking the skin off my cock," Jamal moaned. Still he pushed deeper.
Vicky began to moan incoherently when she felt Jamal's cock hit bottom. Yet, he still had several inches left.
"Let me get that pussy loosened up and you'll be able to take it all," he said.
Vicky didn't hear him. The moment Jamal hit bottom, she had begun to climax again. Her head felt like it was exploding as blasts of pleasure overloaded her senses. Without her even knowing it, her hips began to lift upward to Jamal's now pumping cock. Each time his cock touched bottom a blast of pleasure hit her. But just as she was getting used to it, Jamal pulled out. Suddenly Vicky's hole felt incredibly empty. Her pussy lips collapsed inward, snapping her hole tightly shut. She looked up at Jamal with eyes that were almost begging. "Put it back in, please," she pleaded.
Jamal smiled a toothy smile. "Sure, baby. But why don't you do it yourself?" With that Jamal moved to the middle of the floor and stretched out on his back. He held his cock up like a flagpole. "Sit on my cock," he ordered.
As if in a trance, Vicky arose and stood on shaking legs. She took several steps toward Jamal and paused. Her brain tried to fathom what she was about to do. She could just say no and take whatever came to her. Instead, the excitement running though her overwhelmed the brief moment of reluctance and she stepped over him. With legs that were about to give out, she began to squat. "Ahhhh," she groaned when the head of his cock touched her juice covered pussy lips. With hooded eyes she sank slowly downward.
"That's it baby; take that cock into that sweet cunt."
Vicky threw her head back and screamed loudly. The pleasure was incredible as the fat shaft opened her pussy again and slipped in by several inches.

"Easy, baby, take it slow and you can get it all in," Jamal almost whispered.
Slowly Vicky pushed down, taking one inch at a time until she had about half his cock inside her. Then two more inches went in. When she thought it was all inside, she looked down and saw that there were still several inches left. She lifted up and moaned as the shaft slipped partially out of her.
With a look of determination she sat back down, forcing her weight onto the throbbing shaft. It went deeper and then deeper, until there was no more left.
"You have it all, baby. Congratulations, you've taken all of the Buford Black Snake. Not too many women can do that. I knew you had a hot pussy from the moment I saw you sitting it that fancy car."
A strange look of serene pleasure crossed Vicky's face. Incredibly she felt a sense of pride. Her pussy had taken all Jamal's cock. She would have never believed it possible, but when she looked down, there was nothing left. It was all inside her ... every inch.
"Relax a minute, baby. Get used to it. I can wait."
But Vicky was impatient. She wanted to feel that cock moving in and out of her. "No ... I want to fuck it. I want that cock to tear me open," she said with a look of wild lust in her eyes. With that she began to move up and then down. She did it several times, until she could lift almost all the way to the head and slip back down in one steady motion. "Oh, Jesusssss," she gasped as she began to bounce on the large cock stretching her pussy so good. "Oh yes, oh yes, it feels so good. I can't believe it."
Jamal smiled as he watched the rich white woman take pleasure on his long shaft. He was content to let her have her fun. She was doing all the work.
"Oh, oh, oh, ahhh, ahhh," Vicky moaned, now almost incoherent, as her hips moved up and down forcefully. Somewhere in the process, she had begun climaxing again. She couldn't be sure when it happened, because from the moment the large head entered her, all of her senses were on overload. The waves of pleasure seemed to ripple from her stretched hole and travel up her body before exploding inside her head.
Again she heard Jamal shouting out a warning. But it took a moment to register.
"I'm cummmmmmiiiinnnnnggg," he screamed.
Suddenly Vicky realized that he was about to cum inside her pussy. She gasped in shock ... she wasn't on the pill. She wasn't sure if she could get pregnant since James and her had been trying to have a baby for almost five years without success. But still Jamal climaxing in her pussy was very dangerous.
Suddenly the taboo thrill of her getting pregnant by a black man sent her over the top again, "ohhhhh, yes, cum in me," she screamed.
"Ahhhhhiiiieeee," Jamal groaned as his potent sperm blasted into the tight confines of Vicky's pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes," Vicky screamed as her body shook. She would have fallen if Jamal had not reached up and grabbed her hands. She pressed down hard, taking every inch of his spewing cock deep into her unprotected pussy.

The two lovers froze as incredible pleasure rippled through them.
Finally, Jamal's cock began to soften. As it did, it slipped out of Vicky's pussy and was followed by a gush of thick cream.
Jamal lifted Vicky off of him and guided her to the cot. Vicky was in a daze as she allowed him to help her lay down. "You stay there for a while and sober up a bit before I take you back to your car."
But Vicky didn't hear him. She had already fallen into a deep sleep. She didn't feel the gush of potent sperm flowing out of her forever stretched hole.

Almost immediately she began to dream ... a very vivid dream and like most dreams, one that found a little basis in reality. She was standing in her in-law's living room and she was naked. Next to her was Jamal, also naked. With a smile on her face, she held his long cock in her hand and he had his arm lovingly around her. In front of her stood her detested mother-in-law. She had a look of total shock on her face as she stared at Vicky's very pregnant belly.

* * * * *
It was an hour or so later when Jamal woke Vicky. She was still in a daze, but almost sober, as she put on her clothes. He took her to her car and sent her home.
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Vicky awoke the following morning wondering if it had all been a dream. However, that thought was crushed when she slipped out of bed and felt the stickiness between her legs. With her head spinning she staggered toward the bathroom. The slickness almost helped sooth the slight pain from the recent stretching of her pussy. Instead of remorse, the feeling inexplicitly brought the memory of Jamal fucking her to uncounted orgasms rushing back. Her body trembled and she reached for the door jam to steady herself. Her pussy began to throb and for a moment she thought she might actually climax. She took a deep breath and stepped into the bathroom.
She could hear James in the kitchen fixing his morning coffee. She stopped at the bathroom mirror and looked at herself. Her hair was a mess and her eyes were bloodshot. She reached up and tried to brush something off her cheek. Her face turned red when she realized that it was Jamal's dried sperm. There was more cum on her breast and both inner thighs were covered. Her heart started to pound at the thought of all that potent sperm deposited in her pussy just hours before. She began to tremble again. With that she rushed to the shower and scrubbed her body from top to bottom.
James was sitting at the table in the breakfast nook when she finally came down.
"Vicky, where were you last night?" he said, but paused when she held up her hand.
"I am very hung over and I do not want to discuss it right now," Vicky said.
James started to shoot back an angry response, but hesitated. He didn't want to start an argument this early in the morning either. They had argued about her staying out too late many times before. He knew her drinking and staying out late, unfortunately, were symptoms of a bigger problem. There was something wrong with their marriage. Maybe she was having an affair. He didn't want to think about that though. He loved Vicky and knew that she loved him. But their life had become routine, maybe even boring. They rarely had normal conversation anymore and their sex life had been mundane to say the least. Something had to give.
* * * * *
For the rest of the day Vicky avoided James as much as possible. After what had happened ... what she had allowed to happen, she was much too embarrassed and, yes, guilty to face him. She had to think. She had never done anything like that in their ten years of marriage. She had never strayed and she was pretty sure James hadn't either. Now, all that had changed. She had fucked another man ... a black man, and more importantly she had enjoyed it. There was no denying that. Could she hide what happened from him? And, what about going forward ... could she control herself and not go back for a replay. Jamal had left a business card on the seat of her car with a note that said, "If you want to experience the Buford Black Snake again, give me a call." She tried to throw the card away but couldn't.
Later that night, Vicky was dressed for bed, sitting in the breakfast nook when James came in. He was in his underwear and ready for bed too.
"James," she said, and paused.
He looked at her quizzically and said, "Yes?" He took a seat across the table from her and waited for what seemed like a long time before she spoke.

Vicky appeared to be calm, but inside she was in great turmoil. Suddenly her resolve began to wane. No, she told herself, she had to tell him. She couldn't go through life with this secret. "James, about last night," Vicky said.
James didn't say anything, just nodded, waiting for her explanation.
Vicky paused and took a deep breath. "Something happened last night, James," Vicky paused and gathered her courage. She continued, "I was stopped for speeding."
"Oh God, Vicky, that's your sixth ticket."
Vicky sighed loudly. "I didn't say I got a ticket. But I was arrested."
"Good God, arrested? I can't believe it. How did you get out? Did you pay a fine?"
"No ... uh ... I didn't pay a fine, not a monetary one at least. That's what I wanted to talk to you about. I was worried that I would have to stay in jail all weekend. I had been drinking so I was going to be charged with speeding and DWI. That's pretty serious, especially with my record."
"Yes it is. You could do jail time. But how did you get released?"
"I'm getting to that. I did something ... something very wrong." Vicky eyes welled up and she started to cry.
James started to get up to hug her, but she held up her hand again. He sat back, somewhat perturbed, and stared at her, waiting.
Vicky sobbed and wiped her nose with a napkin. Then she continued. "I didn't want it to get into the paper that I ... that I was arrested. Your family would go crazy. You mother didn't like me before and I'm sure she would hate me if I got myself arrested. I had to do something." Vicky paused.
"So what did you do?" James asked anxiously.
"James, I ... I offered the cop sex if he wouldn't hold me; you know, wouldn't arrest me." Suddenly the room grew very quiet. She saw shock on James's face. But there was something else in his look that she couldn't define.
"You offered the cop sex?" James leaned forward in anticipation as he waited for Vicky's confirmation.

"Yes, I offered and he accepted. James, I ... I ... fucked the cop and he let me go?" Vicky blurted.
"Oh, my God," James gasped. "You had sex with the cop?"
"Yes ... in ... in the jail cell."
The room was suddenly silent again. James sat back with a look of total shock on his face. "Uh ... Vicky ... uh ... I don't know what to say."
Vicky didn't know what to say either. She sat quietly and waited for the tirade she knew was coming.
After another long pause James said, "Well, I guess you did what you had to do. Being arrested would have caused lots of problems with my family, not to mention what might happen at work."
To say Vicky was surprised would be an understatement. Although James, being an engineer, was incredibly logical, she expected an emotional outburst, not logic. Amazingly, she didn't see anger in her husband's face or hear it in his voice. "Aren't you mad at me?" she asked.
"I ... I don't know," he answered as he put his hand up to his face and rubbed his eyes. "This ... this ... wow, I can't believe this." Still he didn't raise his voice or show even the slightest sign of anger.
Vicky was puzzled by James reaction, or lack of reaction. She would have expected him to be furious, yet he only sat there with a strange look on his face.
James took a deep breath and said, "So he agreed not bring you up on charges if you ... if you had sex with him?"
"Yes. At least that was how it started." She decided that she was going to tell him everything. There was no sense coating it. If there marriage were over, at least she would have this off her chest. "The truth is, James, while I did it to save myself, I have to admit that ... that, oh hell, James I enjoyed it." She paused and waited for his reaction again.
"You enjoyed it?" He said it in a quiet voice, almost like a statement instead of a question.
"Yes. I'm ashamed of myself, but he fucked me to so many climaxes that I lost count. And ... and, he must have had a ten inch cock." She didn't say that he was a black man. The timing just didn't seem right.
James's eyes opened wide. His mouth was also open and he seemed to be breathing heavier than before. The only word he could muster was, "Wow." Then he added, "Ten inches?"
"Huh?" Vicky muttered. She was almost overwhelmed by James's reaction. He was more interested in the fact that the guy had a ten-inch cock then the fact that he fucked his wife. This was the last thing she expected. She decided that now was as good as any to talk about their sex life. This had been building for a long time. Their problem wasn't about the size of James's sex organ. James wasn't a slouch in that department because he had at least seven inches. But length didn't matter. He could have five inches if the sex was good. Unfortunately, James had always climaxed far too quickly, and many times she had to get off in the bathroom afterward. It had become intolerable. Now, because of James's almost tacit reaction she decided to have the talk they had been avoiding for so long.
With a deep breath she said, "You know we have not been exactly setting the world on fire lately —uh sexually speaking. I don't know what's wrong, but the truth is we have not connected on a sexual level for a long time;" but quickly added, "I'm not saying that makes what I did right. Or even that our sexual problems are your fault. However, if things were different between us, maybe it wouldn't have happened." Now that it was out in the open she felt great relief. She waited to see how James was going to react.
James turned and looked out the window, staring into the darkness. When he turned back he said almost in a whisper, "You're right."
The shock showed on Vicky's face. "Really?"
"Yes, we have a problem, and I admit I have not been doing my part. I know I should be angry that you fu— uh had sex with another man, but I have to admit culpability here," James said, and paused. "It has been eating at me for months, but I didn't know what to do. I've been afraid that you are going to have an affair. And—and I wouldn't have blamed you."
Vicky was dumfounded and couldn't think of a thing to say. His confession had left her totally unprepared. But what he said next surprised her even more.
He had a strange look on his face when he said, "Tell me more about what happened. Uh—I mean, did he fuck you on the cot in the cell."
"Uh— yes he did. But, he wanted me to suck him off first." Vicky wondered what the details had to do with their current situation.
"You sucked his cock?" James said with a gasp and then he paused, waiting for more.
It was obvious that James wanted to hear the details. While Vicky didn't want to discuss it at that level, she wasn't sure what else she could say. James's reaction to her infidelity was far better than she could have imagined. She didn't want to spoil everything by becoming coy and risk making him angry. "Yes. He made me get naked and then onto my knees. He still had on his clothes." She paused. "Are you sure you want to hear this?" she asked.
"Yes, go on."
All right, she thought, if that's what he wants. "His cock was so big, though, I could barely get it into my mouth. And, when he came ..."
"He came in your mouth?" James said loudly.
Vicky's face turned red and she nodded her head.
"Did you swallow it," he asked with eyes wide. She had never swallowed his sperm.
"Uh— well, it came out so fast, I had to, and besides he was holding my head. There was so much that a lot of it came back out of my mouth though." Vicky paused again and looked at James curiously. She saw something familiar in his eyes. It took a moment to register with her. Oh my God, she thought, he's excited. "You're getting excited by this, aren't you?" she blurted. Her tone was closer to amusement then accusation.
It was James's turn to become embarrassed. In truth his cock was hard and tenting his underwear. He had no idea why. This was not something that he would have thought would excite him. His wife was confessing that she had fucked another man and he had an erection. He did what most red blooded male would have done, he lied. "Uh— no I'm not."
"Yes you are," Vicky said. "I can see it." Suddenly, Vicky was excited as well. The surprises just didn't seem to end. James throwing her out, going into a rage, threatening to divorce her ... all of that would have been normal. Instead, he had an erection. Her head was spinning. "So, you get excited at the though of me sucking another man. You like the fact that he came in my mouth, and then fucked me until I climaxed over and over."
"Uh—I didn't say that," James stuttered.
"You don't have to— your hard cock says it all. This is amazing. At least admit the obvious."
The room became very quiet.
Both of their hearts were beating rapidly, each waiting for the next move by the other.
After a long pause Vicky said, "So what else do you want to know about last night?"
"Uh— he used a rubber when he fucked you didn't he?"
"Well, there was no time to find one; in fact, I don't think they make them big enough to fit his cock. So, uh ... he came in me."
James suddenly stood up with his mouth open. "Good God, Vicky, you know how dangerous that could be," James almost screamed. Yet his words were not accusatory. Instead, his voice had a slight tremble to it.
"I know. The one good thing is that we have been trying to have a baby for almost five years and nothing has happened, so I think I'm pretty safe. Also, it's not my fertile time of the month." Vicky paused as she though about how to phrase her next words. She took a breath and said, "The interesting thing was that the danger excited me. Isn't that bizarre?"
James stammered, "Yes, — I mean — I don't know. I — I — it's confusing." Incredibly he felt his cock throb and he could feel it making an obvious wet spot through his underwear.
With James's face still showing that he was excited, Vicky decided to take a big risk. She had a hunch. "Stand up James and take your cock out. I want to see how excited you are."
"Huh?" James returned. There was no denying that he was excited, yet he wasn't sure he wanted Vicky to see the proof. When he couldn't figure out a way to hide it, he slowly stood up. His hand was trembling as he reached into his underwear to pull out his throbbing cock. With obvious embarrassment, like a little boy that had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, he stood with his hands behind his back. But his throbbing cock dispelled any notion that he was a little boy.

Vicky opened her mouth to gasp and then giggled. She quickly covered her mouth with her hand.
Suddenly the room was filled with sexual tension.
With her heart now pounding Vicky said, "James, can we go upstairs to the bedroom?"
"Yes," he gasped.
The two of them rushed upstairs.
"Wait a moment," Vicky said as she hurried to the bathroom.
James stripped off his shorts and sat in a chair waiting for Vicky to come out of the bathroom. When she did she was naked also.
"Look how wet I am," she said excitedly as she stood in front of him.

"Oh, Jesus," James returned. He stroked his cock as he stared at her pussy. Her juice was dripping down her thighs. He then watched as Vicky dropped to the floor between his thighs. He felt a shiver run up his spine when she paused to stare at his cock.

Vicky looked at his cock like she was seeing it for the first time. In fact, she didn't think she had ever seen it so hard.
Unable to wait any longer, James grabbed her head and pushed it toward his dripping shaft.
Vicky resisted taking his cock into her mouth. Instead she began to lick the tip, tasting the sweet pre-cum juice gushing from the tip. She heard James moan and felt him tremble.

"Suck me, please," he gasped.
With a moan she opened her mouth and took him inside. It had been a long time since she had sucked him and it felt good. "Mmmm," she murmured. She began to suck him.
"Oh God," James gasped as his excitement grew rapidly. He knew if he didn't stop her he would cum far too soon. With a great effort he pulled his wife's head from his cock. She looked up at him with surprise.
"I don't want to cum this quickly. I want to eat you and then fuck you."
Vicky smiled.
James practically pushed her to the floor. She giggled and spread her legs apart. Then she watched with fascination as he stared at her pussy in the same way she had looked at his cock.

With a moan he placed his mouth on her swollen sex lips.
"Oh yes, eat me," Vicky gasped. She wrapped her legs around his head and fell back in a swoon. Within seconds she was climaxing. She lifted her hips from the floor as she squeezed her husband's head tightly to her swollen pussy. The climax seemed to go on for a long time and was very good — maybe not as good as the one with Jamal, but that was different.
When she finally came down she slowly pushed James's mouth away. She took his hand and led him to the bed. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard," she gasped as she lay back on the bed. They were the same words she used with Jamal.
James was only too willing to comply. He crawled over her and allowed Vicky to grasp his throbbing cock. Then he watched as she ran it up and down her wet lips before inserting the head between her lips. With a tug and then a moan she pulled his hips into her.

"Ohhhh," James moaned as his cock sank into her until his balls were touching her ass. "God, you're so wet and hot," he whispered as he began to fuck her.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me James," Vicky screamed as she pushed her hips upward to every thrust, giving back as good as she was getting.
It didn't take James long to feel his climax coming on. He wanted it to last longer, but he was far too excited. "Oh Vicky, I'm going to cum," he gasped.
"Yes, cum in me, cum in my pussy," she screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. It was one time she was okay with him cumming quickly.
James felt his balls tighten and a second later he was pumping his thick sperm deep into his wife's pussy.

The feeling of James's cum sent Vicky over the edge again. "Ahhhhheeee!!!" she screamed as she began her second climax.
The room was suddenly filled with the moans of the two lovers. It seemed to go on for minutes as they lost themselves in pleasure ... sexual pleasure that had been so rare over the past several years.
When their climaxes ended, James slowly pulled his cock out. It was followed by a gush of his sperm.

A few minutes later, when they had caught their breath, they snuggled together and began whispering lovingly to each other like they did years ago. It had been ages since they had cuddled like this.
"Wow," Vicky said, "that was amazing."
James sighed contentedly and nodded his agreement.
Vicky asked, "James, where do we go from here? I mean this was so good and I don't want to lose it. Our sex life was nonexistent until I fu — you know — what happened last night."
"You mean when you fucked the cop?" James returned with a serious face.
Vicky looked at him with concern. She couldn't read how he felt by the tone of his voice. Then she saw him smile and she sighed with relief.
"I agree, sex was boring at best," James said.
"Should we go see a marriage councilor?"



James winced. He wasn't big on some book-learned specialist telling them how to live, but if Vicky wanted to do that he was willing. "Maybe," he answered. Then he said with a laugh, "Or you could see your cop friend again."
"Are you serious?"
"Uh — well, I — I was only joking."
"Oh," Vicky said with disappointment.
James felt his heart begin to thump hard in his chest. He almost couldn't believe the next words that came out of his mouth. "Well, maybe only halfway joking."
"Really? You would let me have — have sex with him again?" Vicky asked, and held her breath.
James was silent for a few moments, his mind racing, searching for an appropriate response. Could he actual let her do that? he asked himself. The first time was without his knowledge. If he agreed, there would be no denying it. It would be crazy, but their sex had been incredible tonight. What else could they do — they couldn't go back to the way it was; their marriage would be over for sure. He knew she was waiting for an answer. And he knew that how he answered could change their lives forever — for better or worse. "Well, I — I guess, as long as I could participate in some way."
Vicky opened her eyes with surprise. "Participate, how?"
"I don't know. I just don't want to be left out. I mean you would be having all the fun. Maybe we should find a couple?"
"I don't think I would like that," Vicky responded.
"That's a double standard isn't it?"
"Yes, but I am the jealous type."
"And I'm not."
"I've never seen you jealous."
"Well, sometimes I have been when I see guys looking at you."
"Really," Vicky said with a smile.
"I remember that good-looking guy where you work, you know when we went to your girlfriend, Jessica's, wedding. He was hitting on you all night."
"Yes he was. But I never knew you were jealous. Are you jealous that I had sex with the cop? Be honest please."
James thought for a minute. "Sure, at least I was when you first told me, but then — then — well, I felt excited. It was a funny feeling; you know, a mixture of jealously and excitement in the pit of my stomach."
"So you're excitement overcame your jealously?"
"I suppose so."
"So do the thought of me seeing the cop again excite you or make you jealous?"
"Uh ... both I guess."
"Hmm. Maybe if we planned it together and then I told you what we did, the excitement would overcome the jealously."
James answered with his own "Hmm."
While James's reaction was noncommittal, Vicky was encouraged that he hadn't said no, and that he at least might consider it. Otherwise she was afraid she was going to get into trouble because after having Jamal's cock inside her she knew it was going to be difficult or impossible not to have it again.
Vicky didn't want the conversation to end yet. She was thinking quickly. "You could help me get ready ... I mean pick out my clothes and such. Then when I get home I could tell you everything."
"I don't know. I might get really jealous sitting home thinking about what you were doing."
"Or get really excited," Vicky said with a smile.
"What if I could watch? You could bring him home here."
That didn't sound like a good idea to Vicky. "I'm not sure he would agree to that."
"I could do it without him knowing."
"You mean like a peeping Tom," Vicky said and burst into laughter.
James got a hurt look on his face.
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that. Let's think about it."
"Okay."
Vicky looked down and was surprised to see that James had another erection. It was obvious that the conversation had stimulated him. A big smile came to her face and she said, "Why don't you fuck me again."
"I can do that," James answered and rolled over onto her. He lifted his hips and slipped his cock into her already saturated pussy. "Mmmmm," he moaned.
"Oh yes, your cock feels so good," Vicky gasped. "Can you imagine another big cock inside that warm pussy you're fucking? He would be fucking me just like you are. Making me gasp and scream. It would feel so good. Then when he was done, you could fuck me too. I'd be all stretched and sloppy. Isn't that sexy?"
"Mmmmm," James gasped at her words and pumped his cock into her harder.
"I will be your little slut wife. Fucking a strange man, but always coming home to you," Vicky whispered. "Wouldn't you like that?"
"Mmmmm," James gasped again. Incredibly he felt his balls begin to churn. He had never climaxed this quickly for a second time.
"That's it, fuck your little slut wife," Vicky hissed as her hips lifted to meet each of James's thrusts. She could feel her cunt begin to throb. A moment later she began to climax. "Oh fuck me hard, fuck me," she gasped as her body began to spasm.
James followed quickly and began to squirt his juice into her pussy for the second time that night.
* * * * *
Later that night Vicky woke James and they made love again. Even when they were first married they had not had sex three times in one night. Their sex life was definitely looking up.
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Samantha stumbled out of her front door and walked to the waiting airport limo. It was 5 am the day after Christmas, and it was dark and cold. Handing her suitcase to the driver, she waited for him to open the passenger door. When he opened it, she peered inside and saw two older couples and a businessman, none of whom she knew. Sitting in the back row, however, was the person she was looking for. She smiled to herself and made her way to the back where Sally sat waiting. Once they were on their way, she snuggled closer and squeezed Sally's hand and heaved a sigh of relief.
It had been a difficult two months sneaking around, meeting in secret, hoping nobody would suspect that they were lovers. Now they would have a whole week to themselves without worries. The farther from their college town they drove, the more relaxed they became, until they felt comfortable enough to talk and grumble about having to get up so early in the morning. They were off to Key West! Sam and her husband Larry owned a timeshare there, but Larry was too busy moving and shaking at the college where they both worked, to take advantage of it. Sam didn't have to work hard to convince Sally to go with her instead.
They checked in and flew to Miami where they were connecting for Key West. From 30 to 75 degrees in three hours, and the girls were ready to enjoy it! While Sally watched their bags, Sam went to the ladies room where she changed into a pair of tight white Capri pants that hugged her ass like a second skin, a light blouse, and low-heeled sandals. Then she took a deep breath, took off her wedding ring and placed it in a zippered compartment of her purse.
Sam looked at herself in the mirror and thought for the thousandth time, what am I doing? Her relationship with Sally, a student, was exceeding dangerous to her marriage and her career. She wasn't sure of where her relationship with Sally was going and she didn't want to lose her job because she was screwing with a student, yet she couldn't stop. Unfortunately there was no passion or joy in her marriage, and so unlike her affair with Sally where she felt so free and happy. She decided that if she was going to be unfaithful to Larry, then she was going to enjoy it.
When she returned to her seat, she slyly wiggled her ring finger at Sally and blew her a discrete kiss.
Sally then went off and returned wearing a short jean skirt, a tee shirt and flip-flops. As she sat back next to Sam, Sally leaned over and whispered in her ear that she was going commando.
"What does that mean?" asked Sam.
"You really don't know?" answered Sally.
"I have no idea of what you're talking about," replied Sam.
"Well my dear, innocent one" whispered Sally, "it means that I'm not wearing any panties. I thought that since it was warm here, I would dress to stay cooler." With that Sally looked around and saw that no one was close to them. Then she turned slightly toward Sam and spread her legs.
Sam's breath caught in her throat when she saw the glistening lips of Sally's wet pussy. "What are you doing to me?" she asked when she could speak again. "Moi?" asked Sally, mimicking Miss Piggy. "I'm just trying to stay cool and keep you hot".
Their banter was cut short by the announcement that their flight was boarding for the short flight to the Keys. Once seating was complete and they were taking off, Sally, who was sitting next to the window, teasingly spread her legs again. Her skirt crept up her thighs and raised one of her eyebrows at Sam. Sam couldn't help but stare.
God, she thought, look at those smooth young thighs, without a blemish ... and that sweet pussy with the fat pulsing lips that she loved so much to suck. Stop! Sam screamed in her head. She knew that the crotch of her pants would get wet if she kept thinking like this.
Sally did resume her normal posture when the flight attendant walked by, but once in a while would whisper in Sam's ear "I'm going commando!" in a little singsong voice. "I wish you could feel how wet my pussy is right now."
Sam was going mad with desire for the young minx. And if they didn't land soon she was going to rape her right here.
Once landed, they picked up their luggage and got a cab for their condo complex. When Sally got in on the other side, she made sure that her skirt rode high on her thighs and provided Sam with an unobstructed look at her shaved pussy. Sam gasped, looked around to see if anyone else had seen the show, and then chuckled warily.
"Sally!!" she whispered. "You'll get caught by someone one day."
"Wouldn't that be fun" answered the unashamed coed. Sam rolled her eyes and made herself a little promise that Sally would pay for that display.
At the condo, Sam got the keys to the apartment from the management office and they walked to their paradise for a week. As soon as the door shut behind them, they were in each other's arms and exchanged a deep kiss. Their hands traveled over their backs down to their ass and they pulled their crotches against each other. After a minute though, Sam pulled back and looked at Sally with a mock seriousness and said "You've been a bad girl Sally, teasing me on the way here. I think that I have to punish you somehow for that."
Sally giggled and said, "I'm sorry Sam. I'll do anything to make it up to you."
"Anything?" asked Sam as she twirled an imaginary mustache.
With that, Sam closed in again on Sally and started kissing her neck and earlobes. Her hands traveled to the back of Sally's skirt and started slowly lowering the zipper. When the skirt fell on the ground, Sam's hands captured both ass cheeks and started to fondle and palpate them. After she had gotten Sally thrusting back at her in desire, she then moved her hands up to the bottom of the tee shirt and pulled it over the younger woman's head.
"Now I've got you where I want you" Sam told Sally and then gently pushed her back until she fell into a big easy chair. Sam went to her knees and spread out the sexy legs so that they rested on the chair's stuffed arms. As Sally squirmed in anticipation wearing only her bra, Sam stared at the gorgeous site of her lover's swollen and very wet pussy lips. For a moment she wanted to just dive in and eat her like a madwoman. But then Sam got control of herself. She passed a finger over the exposed slit, licked her lips, and then stood up!
"Sam!!! Where are you going?" whined Sally.
"Two can play the teasing game, you know," smirked the professor as she stared down at her squirming lover. "I think that you have to pay for the way you teased and tortured me." Sam slowly began unbuttoning her blouse and dropped it behind her. "Do you want to see my breasts Sally?" she asked playfully as she toyed with the front catch? "Oh yes please!" moaned the girl. Sam flicked the catch and let the bra spring apart, exposing her now heaving chest.
"Oh, God," gasped Sally as she stared at Sam's gorgeous breasts and already hard nipples. She wanted to suck them so badly.
"Now would you think less of me if I took my pants and panties off? Only naughty girls go without panties, you know," she said.
Sally was getting delirious with pent up desire. "Please Sam," she said, "good girls go bare pussied too."
"Are you sure?" asked Sam.
"I swear," returned Sally.
"Oh all right then, I'll trust you with that." While saying this, Sam pushed her slacks and panties down and off her feet, exposing her totally bare crotch. She knew that her pussy was covered with her girl juice because she could feel it dripping down her thighs. She saw Sally lick her lips. "Want to suck me huh?" she asked.
Sally nodded without taking her eyes off Sam's pussy.
"Maybe later. But now I want your sweet juices. With that Sam went back down on her knees in front of Sally and started kissing the left knee, slowly working her way toward her pussy. She gave the outer lips a little peck and then to Sally's obvious disappointment, started working back down on the right side. Sally's hips and crotch were thrusting back and forth, as well as moving sideways to try to get the tongue where it would feel best.
"Please, Sam, lick me!!! Don't tease!" moaned the very aroused girl.
"Do you promise not to tease me in the future?" mumbled Sam as her lips and tongue hovered near the girl's crotch.
"Anything you want, sweetie! Please!" panted the girl.
They never had a lot of time to enjoy each other back home, but she would indulge herself on this trip. In answer to the plea, but not really believing the promise, Sam opened up Sally's pussy lips with two fingers and swiped the flat of her tongue from the anus to the clit, driving Sally's ass off the seat cushion.
"Ahhhh," screamed Sally. Her fingers reached for Sam's head, tangling in her hair.
Sam pushed her tongue in the vagina as far as it would go, tasting the juices she had longed for since she had seen Sally's pussy in the airport. She then moved up to tease the clit for a few moments and dipped her tongue back in the hole to lick up the juices that had built up. Sam loved Sally's pussy juice. It was thick but clear and had a slightly sweet taste. She wondered for a moment if hers tasted any different. A second later she felt Sally's fingers digging into her scalp.
She returned to the welcome task in front of her. Back and forth, her tongue went from clit to hole, sending Sally into orbit. Finally, Sally couldn't hold it in anymore, she screamed and thrust her crotch into Sam's waiting face.
"Oh, Jesus, I'm going to cum," screamed Sally. Her hips rose from the chair as her fingers pulled Sam's face deep between her legs. Her hips froze in mid air as a strong climax rushed through her. "Oh, oh, oh," she gasped as the pleasure rushed through her and resulted in more juice. It drained out of her pussy and into the older woman's sucking mouth.
Sam gently licked the juices from her lover's pussy as Sally came down from her excitement. She then brought Sally's legs off the easy chair's arms and climbed up and straddled the dazed girl's face. She started rubbing her pussy against Sally's nose and cheeks, smearing her own juices on her face. Where did I ever get this idea? she wondered for a moment. Her thought was quickly interrupted when she felt Sally's hands snaking up her thighs and between her legs, finding her labia. One set of fingers began teasing her clit, while two fingers of the other hand were working their way into her cunt and began seesawing in and out, slowly working their way in deeper.
Sam was overwhelmed! Sally fingers were pulling her toward her face as her tongue started lashing her clit. Sam felt so excited she could barely control her movements! She didn't know that she could feel so sexually free and uninhibited, and that excited her even more.
Sally would slow down the tempo for a few minutes and then speed up again, making Sam wild with anticipation.
It didn't take long for her to climax. She just grunted and pushed her crotch down on Sally's face and released a torrent of sex juice. Her hips worked back and forth, and up and down as her orgasm went on and on. When it finally began to slow, she then leaned forward onto the chair back, to catch her breath, teasing the girl under her by lightly rubbing her pussy on her nose and forehead.
"Let's go lie down for a minute," she said as she carefully crawled off Sally. She grabbed her hand to pull her up and led her into the bedroom. She pushed Sally onto the bed and leaned over her, pressing her mouth to hers as they shared their juices.
A few moments later she was lying next to Sally listening to her soft breathing. She wondered at the change from a sexually conservative wife, part of a university "power couple", to wild almost totally uninhibited lover of a female student. Never had she imagined something like this. She knew that it was incredible dangerous. If this became public, it would ruin her career and maybe her husband's. She'd worked hard to get her PhD and to get her research going, and yet she was risking it all for the love of a young woman. She knew that she would have to face this issue at some point, but for now she didn't want to spoil her vacation.
Sam dozed lying on her stomach. She awakened a while later by light kisses on her neck and cheek. One of Sally's hands was also tenderly stroking her hip and ass and teasing her thighs.
"Hi, sweetie," whispered Sally.
Sam twisted around to kiss back and to expose her breasts and pussy to the stroking hand. "Hmm, what a way to wake up," she murmured and she pulled Sally's face closer for a real kiss. Her hands started running up and down Sally's back, finally coming to rest on the beautiful ass and she started pulling Sally's crotch onto her thigh.
"Oh yes," sighed Sally, as she spread her legs to get more contact. She also adjusted her thigh so that it could rub on Sam's pussy lips and the two women started grinding against each other. Their hands roamed over each other's breasts and then they were pulling on each other ass, trying to intensify the feelings. After about five minutes of, both women groaned and came, spreading their juices on their lover's leg.
"This is going to be an interesting week," joked Sam after her breathing had recovered.
Sally just leant down and kissed her lover on the nose and cheeks and giggled. After a few moments, the girls got up and started unpacking and checking out the apartment. By this time it was 6 pm and their stomachs were starting to complain, so they quickly showered and went out for supper. After they returned to the apartment, they crawled into bed and went to sleep in each other's arms, too exhausted to make love again. It had been a long, exciting day.
December 27
The next day dawned sunny and warm, as it often does in the Keys. After breakfast, they decided to visit the Old Town district, get themselves some summer clothes and enjoy the local scene. Walking down sidewalks, they often saw boy/boy or girl/girl couples walking together and holding hands. Sam wished she had the nerve to do that in public with Sally.
Sally was thinking the same kind of thoughts. She wanted to show the world that she was with her girlfriend, but was afraid that she would spook Sam. She figured she had an entire week to work on that.
After lunch at a café, the girls returned to their apartment where they crashed on the couch. In didn't take too long though for them to start smooching and feeling each other up. After all, they hadn't made love for a whole 18 hours! Sally put an end to the necking session when she untangled herself from Sam's arms and kneeled in front of her.
"Sweetie" she started, "I have a couple of Christmas presents that I wasn't able to give you back home."
"You didn't have to do that," said Sam, "this trip is our present".
Sally ignored Sam's comment and said, "I decided that I had to give one of them to you, and the other one I just found and I thought that we'd both have fun with it. Now I want you to wait here for a minute while I go to the bedroom. When I call you in, I want you naked and ready to love me. Think you can do that?"
Sam replied by leaning over, pulling Sally's face to her own, and sliding her tongue between the willing woman's lips. She then let Sally get to her feet and watched her sexy ass as she left the room. Then she stood and disrobed and waited with growing excitement. All her experiences making love with Sally had been fun and fulfilling. She was very curious to see what this was about.
"Okay, sweetie, come on in," yelled Sally.
Sam opened the door to see a naked Sally sitting on the bed, holding some kind of harness in one hand and a very long and round dildo in the other. It looked positively huge. She could see that Sally looked nervous and a bit embarrassed, but she also had a strange determined look on her face.
Sally took a deep breath and spoke in a rush of words. "Sam, you and I have made love in all sorts of ways, but I have only had anything up me once," she said and blushed. It was a long time ago and a big mistake. A boy ... we were just kids and it wasn't any fun. I consider myself a virgin still. And I really want to give you something that nobody else can ever get ... I want you to have me. Please, would you do that?"
Sam was speechless! When she could speak again she said, "Are you sure about that? I mean, someday you might find a boy ..." Sam paused. That was the wrong thing to say, she knew.
Sally said firmly, "I'll never find a boy. I don't want a boy. I want you." There were tears in her eyes.
Again, Sam didn't know what to say. Even if she didn't want a boy, she might find another woman some day and she wasn't entirely certain that that woman should be her. After all, she was married and didn't currently have any plans to change that. "Are you sure?" she asked again.
Sally wiped a tear from her eye and said, "As sure as I have ever been about anything in my life."
Sam looked at the eight-inch dildo in Sally's hand. It was bigger than any penis she had ever seen. "Isn't that a little bit big? I mean, it's almost your first time. It might hurt," she said with concern.
Sally bit her lip and paused before she said, "This is going to sound crazy, but I ... I want it to hurt."
"Really?" asked Sam incredulously.
"You're going to think I'm nuts, but I want to feel it. I mean, since I already had a boy do it, I might be stretched."
Sam said, "I don't know much about that, but I think you will still be pretty tight ... I mean after only one time."
Sally returned, "If it does hurt, that is my gift to you. I want to feel it. I want you to make me scream and stretch my hole. It's part of taking my virginity. Does that sound crazy?"
Sam opened her mouth but paused thoughtfully. She remembered her first time and it had hurt, but she was not with someone she loved. Now, as she thought about it, the pain would have been so much more meaningful if she were doing it with someone she loved. It would have been a gift to a special person. She nodded her head without realizing it. Yes, she did understand. She looked into Sally's eyes and said, "Yes, I do understand and you're not crazy at all. I am incredibly honored that you have decided to give me this gift. It is the most precious gift a woman can offer her lover. And although I will never be able to really feel what a man feels when he is fucking a woman, your gasps and screams will be incredibly meaningful to me."
Sally face lit up with a big smile. "That is exactly what I meant. You said it so perfectly. I have wanted this since I first met you. In fact I bought these a few days after we met. I almost used it on myself many times, thinking of you doing it to me, but I waited, hoping that someday it would be you. You don't know how embarrassing it was to go buy these. But it was all worth it now." There were tears in Sally's eyes again.
Sam felt her own tears streaming down her cheeks. She went over to Sally and leaned down and kissed her lips gently. "I love you," she whispered as she wiped her eyes. "So, how does this thing work?" asked Sam as she picked up the strap-on device.
"I'm not really sure," answered Sally as she went to her knees in front of Sam. "I read the instructions and I think this little thing should touch your clit," said Sally as she positioned a small rubber protrusion on Sam's clitoris. She helped Sam pull the strap up her thighs and then tighten it. It took several tries before they got it right.
"Mmmm," said Sam when she felt a little knob under the strap touching her clit. She and Sally then inserted the eight-inch dildo into place and Sam turned to see her reflection in the closet door mirror. It felt weird, yet so erotic to see a cock sticking out from her crotch. There was a strange power that seemed to come with the fake cock. Suddenly she thought she knew what a man felt like as when he was about to take a lover's virginity. It was quite a rush of power.



Sally was still sitting on the bed and had a look desire mixed with a little fear. Sam pulled her up to hug her and they both looked in the mirror at the lustful picture they made.
"Are you sure you want this baby?" Sam breathed into Sally's ear, as her hand stroked Sally's ass. Although she knew Sally was determined to have her do this, she said, "It's not too late to change your mind, you know. But once you say yes, I am not going to stop until I have your virginity." She was getting very turned on by the scene.
"Jesus, yes!" answered Sally. "I've wanted you to fuck me forever."
Sam could feel her trembling in her arms. "All right," she whispered. "I'm going to fuck you and take your virginity. It will be mine forever you know."
"Yes, I want that, I want you to fuck me hard, fuck me until I scream," Sally gasped. "I want that so bad."
Sam was no longer surprised or shocked by Sally's sexual vocabulary. She liked it and said, "Yes, I will fuck you hard. You will scream and scream but I'm not going to stop until you have passed out with pleasure."
After gazing at the sight in the mirror for a moment more, she told Sally to get on the bed.
Sally climbed on the bed on her knees.
"No. I want you on your back," said Sam a little harshly. The commanding sound of her voice almost surprised her. It must be the cock, she thought. The power rush was incredible. She could feel her pussy juice dripping down her legs. "I want to look into your eyes as I take your virginity. I want to see the excitement and love in your eyes as I fuck you hard. I want to see your eyes as my big cock goes all the way into that sweet and tight pussy of yours." Sam was breathing hard as she finished her words. Her heart was thumping in her chest and her legs felt weak.
Sally stared back at Sam in wonder. It appeared that Sam was at least as excited as she was. She turned over and lay on her back, her legs spread wide.
Sam climbed onto the bed and between Sally's legs. She leaned down and kissed her lips before moving down to her hard nipples. She sucked one and then the other, bringing moans of pleasure from her lover. She bit her nipple rather hard.
"Ohhhhh, yes," Sally gasped and squirmed under Sam.
Sam laughed and bit the other nipple and heard another moan. "You like it when I bite your nipples, don't you?" she said.
Sally just moaned.
"I'll have to remember that," she added before bending her head to kiss down Sally's stomach. When she reached her swollen pussy she wasted no time and dove in. Sally screamed as Sam sucked and lavishly kissed her swollen lips. It wasn't just that she wanted her juices. No, she wanted to make sure her pussy was good and wet. Sam moved lower and took one long swipe at the crack of her ass and her cute little anus with her tongue. She just loved the tactile feeling of her puckered rosebud.
Sam knew, though, that this wasn't what she was supposed to be doing. She began to stroke Sally's pussy with her fingers and lick her at the same time. "God, I love the taste of your pussy," she whispered.
When Sam thought Sally was ready, she pulled away. She looked down at Sally's almost hysterical face and smiled.
"Come on!" pleaded Sally. "Please fuck me."
Sam crawled between her lover's already spread legs. She wrapped her hand around the large dildo and brought the head to Sally's pulsing hole. The head of the shaft looked far too big to fit into the young girl's small hole. She hesitated.
"Please, Sam, fuck me. Take my virginity and make me yours forever."
With a determined look, Sam pressed the head of the dildo to Sally's hole. She watched as her hole stretched until the head popped inside. She looked up and saw that Sally's eyes were closed and a look of concentration on her pretty face. Slowly she began to push forward, feeling her hole resists the intrusion.
"Ahhh," moaned Sally, half in pleasure and half in pain. But in spite of the pain she screamed, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
"All right," Sam said as much to herself as Sally. With that she pushed harder.
"Ahhhheeeee!!!" screamed Sally.
Sam felt chills racing up and down her spin. She pushed harder.
"Oh God, oh God," Sally moaned, throwing her head back and forth.
Sam felt Sally's hips lifting up toward her and knew that she wanted more. With a grunt she pushed hard, forcing the large dildo all the way into her lover's hole. When it could go no deeper she paused, leaning down onto her lover. "It's all the way inside you. I have your virginity now," she whispered. "It is mine forever."
Sally moaned and grabbed Sam's head, pulling her lips to her own. Both women were gasping for breath when they parted.
Sam lifted her hips, pulling the dildo out of Sally before plunging back inside.
"Ahhh, it's stretching me," screamed Sally. "Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes."
"That's it, that's it, take all of my cock," Sam gasped as the knob on the harness began to stimulate her clit. "God I love fucking you," she said. Her hips began to move up and down rapidly, thrusting all the way into Sally each time.
Soon the room was filled with the slapping sound of their two bodies and their mutual grunts of pleasure. Within a few minutes the knob on the harness began to push Sam toward a climax. "Oh yes," she moaned as a strong climax suddenly took her. She plunged in deeply and shuddered in pleasure.
Sally was right behind her. Her legs were now wrapped around Sam's waist and her arms around her neck. She held on as Sam pounded into her. "I'm cummmmmiiiinnnng," she screamed as her orgasm rushed over her. She lifted her hips and froze in mid-air. She had never experienced a climax quite like this one. It was different then when she was eaten or when she used her fingers. The long dildo was touching places she had never had touched before. Her pussy throbbed around the dildo as if trying to pull it into her body. But what excited her most was knowing that it was her lover, Sam, who was at the other end.
Sam continued to plunge the long cock into Sally until her climax began to wane. When she finally slowed, she realized that Sally was not moving. When she looked down, she found that Sally had passed out.
Sam got up and hurried to the bathroom and got a cold cloth and placed it on Sally's head.
It took a few moments for Sally to open her eyes. When she did, her lips curled into a smile.
Sam almost sighed in relief. "You passed out and I was worried about you," she whispered as she leaned over and gently kissed Sally's lips.
"That was the most amazing thing that I have ever experienced," said Sally. She reached up and gently touched Sam's face. There were tears in Sally's eyes as she said, "I love you."
Sam smiled and said, "I love you too, sweetheart." She pulled Sally into her arms.
After a while, the girls separated and lay back, cooling down. "I've got us another present," said Sally.
"After the first present, I'm afraid to ask what it is," replied Sam.
Sally giggled, got up and went to her suitcase. There she pulled out a flat package, which Sam guessed to be a book, and brought it back to her reclined lover.
"You can only have my virginity once," she said, "but you can have fun lots of times with this."
Sam carefully unwrapped the parcel and flipped it over to reveal a book called, "Illustrated Lesbian Sex Positions". There it was, staring her in the face: the "L" word. She didn't want to think about it too much. She looked at what she did as loving Sally, but she didn't like the other label as it suggested a more important change in status within her world. Despite that quick thought however, Sam opened the book and with Sally looking over her shoulder and fondling her breast, started looking at the pictures.
"Wow!! Some of these look like a lot of fun," exclaimed Sally as she gently pinched Sam's nipple, "we'll have to spend a lot of time trying some of these."
Sam was also finding the pictures inspiring. Despite everything, she was enjoying looking at the women in the poses and was mentally checking off some of the more interesting positions that she thought she'd like to try later.
Sam leaned her head back and kissed Sally's cheek. "You are a really bad influence on me," she whispered. Sally's hand and the hot pictures were warming up her pussy, but she decided that she needed a shower and some supper. "Let's go clean up and go eat. I'm starving after all this energy we just used up," she said as she twisted around. Sally let go of the nipple and pouted, but had to agree that it was time for a break.
Key West has lots of great restaurants and a festive atmosphere year-round, so the girls had no problem walking from their condo and finding somewhere to eat. After supper, they walked around some of the streets to get a bit of exercise and as they were walking towards the waterfront, Sally stopped and pointed at a big house that had been converted to a hotel.
"Hey, that's Jewell's Place! Let's go to their night club!" she stated.
"What's Jewell's Place?" asked Sam. "Anyway, you're still too young to go to night clubs."
"Boy, are you ever naïve," answered Sally. "Every college student worth her salt has a good fake ID. Anyway, Jewell's is a hotel that caters only to women. I checked them out on the web before we left. Their nightclub seems to have a fun atmosphere and you and I can dance together there. Come on, don't be a spoilsport!"
Sally could be very persuasive, and despite her serious reservations about Sally's age and being in a lesbian hangout, Sam allowed herself to be pulled over to the door. Sally pushed the buzzer and after both their ID's given a quick check, the girls were welcomed into the club. They looked around at what seemed to be just a normal bar, except that there were about thirty women there and no men, not even a bouncer.
The girls got themselves a glass of wine and found a table. Women were dancing with each other in the middle of the room, some were hugging and others were sitting very close to each other in intimate conversations. Once in a while, they'd see women kissing ... even a little groping, all sorts of behaviors that you might see in a straight bar. Except that it was just women! Sally instantly felt at home, though Sam was a bit nervous.
After taking it all in for a few minutes, Sally asked Sam to dance. Because of her straight-laced upbringing and her conservative lifestyle, Sam never was comfortable dancing, especially not with another woman. Tonight she decided that if she was going to be in a club with her lover, and since women dancing together were natural here, she would go ahead and take a chance. She pulled Sally to her feet and moved to dance floor. After a couple of fast songs, the music changed to something slower, and without hesitating, Sam and Sally moved into each other's arms. They held each other close, pressing their breasts together. Sam quickly looked around and saw that they weren't the only ones in a clutch and decided that it was "in for a penny, in for a pound." She held Sally close and began nuzzling her lover's neck.
"Oh, sweetie," murmured Sally "I love the way you hold me so much." She started running her hands up and down Sam's back, sometimes reaching to her ass and pulling her in for a moment.
Sam was a bit worried about that, but saw others doing the same thing and decided to relax and enjoy. She looked into Sally's eyes and saw the love that they young girl had for her. A chill ran up and down her spine. Without thinking she pressed her lips to Sally's. A moan escaped both of their lips. When Sam realized what they were doing she pulled away and looked around. She was relieved to see that no one seemed to be watching them. As they walked back to their table holding hands, someone from behind asked a question which chilled Sam to her very core.
"Sam, is that you?"
She turned around to see a tall woman with long red hair, wearing a very elegant blouse giving her a strange look. It was Marie, a friend from graduate school! She and Marie had done their PhD's at the same university and had worked together on a few projects. Though they were friendly, they were never close friends because they moved in different social circles. Sam knew that Marie was an acknowledged lesbian.
Marie saw the look of panic on Sam's face and gave her a quick little hug and told her she was glad to see her again. Sam calmed down and realized that there wasn't much she could do right now. Here she was, in a lesbian club, dancing with a young woman, meeting a friend who obviously was there for similar reasons.
Sam regained her wits and introduced Sally to Marie who then invited them to join her and a friend at a booth in the corner of the bar. Sam looked at Sally who shrugged and nodded ok, so they got their wine and joined the others. Marie introduced her partner Deborah, a short dark-haired woman and then a few other friends. After a moment of discomfort, Marie leaned close to Sam and jokingly whispered, "Ok, spill the beans. What's going on here? I thought that you had married that Larry guy and that you were going to live happily ever after in a small college town?"
Sam had always liked Marie despite the differences in social groups. Marie had always seemed friendly and non-judgmental. She had been good company when they were working together. For quite some time Sam had felt the need to talk to someone else about what was going on with her life. She decided to share a bit of her life with Marie.
"My life with Larry is okay. Unfortunately, while we are married to each other, we are even more married to our work. When I met Sally, I realized that something was missing. She and I have been together for three months now and are having a great time together. We're only here for a week and then we have to go back home. Unfortunately I don't know how we're going to deal with it then."
Marie wanted to ask all sorts of questions but didn't think that it was the time or place, so she started telling Sam about her current lover Deborah who was a librarian at the school. "You could describe us as a monogamous lesbian couple, with a little kinkiness buried inside," she joked, looking at her friend warmly.
Sam didn't say so, but thought that sounded pretty good right now, considering the turmoil she was going through. The conversation moved on to other topics about work and where they lived with Sally and Deborah joining in. Then someone suggested that they dance. This time Sam didn't hesitate. SHE grabbed Sally's hand and pulled her to the dance floor. They had danced and were laughing when Sam suddenly realized that she was really having a good time.
They went back to the table and ordered another drink. Deborah and Marie were sitting close to one another holding hands. Sam reached for Sally's hand and stared into her pretty eyes. When she turned back to her friend, Marie, she was surprised to see her kissing Deborah. Then as she watched with wide eyes Marie reached under Deborah's top and grasped her breast. Again Sam looked around and realized that they were pretty isolated in the booth.
Sam was fascinated as she watched the two women kiss. She had never seen that and it was strangely exciting. She was lost in that thought when she suddenly felt Sally's hand on her thigh. When she turned she saw that Sally was watching Marie and Deborah and appeared to be just as fascinated as she had been. When Sally's hand moved up her thigh Sam reached down and grasped her hand to prevent it from going higher. In spite of her public situation she felt her pussy begin to moisten. "Behave," she whispered to Sally.
"Do I have to," Sally said with a pout. "Look at them," she said.
Sam was already looking.
Finally, it was time to go. As they stepped out onto the street, Marie asked Sam and Sally if they would like to go sailing the next day. "A group of us charter a catamaran every year and we go off to the reef and so some snorkeling or just lie in the sun. We have extra room and Deborah and I were wondering if you'd like to come. We can always use someone else to share the costs."
Considering that sailing was on the girls' to-do list on this holiday, Sally and Sam looked at each other, both nodded at the same time and got the time and location information from Marie. Walking the few blocks home in the night, with the small crowds on the sidewalk, the girls felt safe holding hands. They didn't talk much, but Sam realized that someone else knew of her love for Sally. She felt a strange form of relief.
When they were lying in bed naked and kissing and stroking each other lightly, Sally asked Sam if she was worried about being seen with her. "You are best thing that's happened to me for a long time" Sam replied evasively. "I only wish that our lives at home were as simple as they are here. I worry so much about losing you and my job if people found out that we were lovers. But I don't want to think of that right now."
Sally just stroked Sam's neck, pulled her close and said that she thought it would work out for them.
Sam sighed and hoped that Sally was right. She nuzzled into her girlfriend and dozed off to a restless sleep.
December 28
The next morning after breakfast, the girls walked down to where the catamaran was docked carrying a bag with their towels and bikinis. Marie and Deborah were already there along with ten other women. In the group were Jan and Marilyn who they had met last night at the club, and two college students about Sally's age named Laurie and Cathy. Marie made the introductions and after a few minutes, the two women who crewed the boat called aboard the passengers, and they cast off.
Once they were out of sight of the harbor, most of the women started undressing. Sam was shocked to see that they were casually stripping naked and then lying on their towels. Several had their partner's sunscreen on them, massaging it sensuously onto their backs, legs, and even their bare breasts. She wasn't entirely surprised to see that all of the women were shaved.
"Oh cool!!" exclaimed Sally, "a nude cruise!" Sally jumped up and began to strip off her bathing suit.
"Sally," exclaimed Sam as she watched her lover get naked. Sam was flabbergasted. She was raised with the idea that bodies should be hidden or at least modestly covered and didn't know what to do. Sally looked at her and quickly realized that there was a problem. A few seconds later, a naked Marie also came over, realizing that Sam wasn't comfortable.
"Oh Sam," Marie said, "I never thought to tell you about this. I just took it for granted that you were comfortable with nudity."
Sam took a couple of deep breaths, and looked around at the naked bodies. Even the crew had gone topless. Her face turned red with embarrassment. It wasn't entirely because of the naked bodies. She was mainly embarrassed by her reaction to all the naked women. What no one could see was that Sam's pussy was getting wet.
"Uh, uh ... don't worry about me. I just need a little time to get used to this. I was just taken by surprise by how casual everybody was about being naked. I can deal with it, now that I've thought about it for a minute."
"Then come on and join us," Sally whispered as she reached behind Sam and unsnapped her top. With that, she removed her top and bra and then pushed down her shorts and panties. She was still a bit uncomfortable, but was determined not to be thought of as a prude. "Do my back?" she asked a relieved Sally handing her the bottle of sunscreen. Marie also heaved a sigh of relief and went back to Deborah to do her lover's back.
Sally kneeled beside Sam's prone body and started oiling her neck, shoulders and back. She then poured a stream of the oil on each of her ass cheeks and upper thighs and started spreading the lotion around, slowly and sensuously. "Sally" moaned her now exposed friend, "I don't think you should do that." Sam was sure she would find how wet her pussy was.



"Look around, sweetie," answered Sally "everybody is friendly here and everyone is doing everyone else." Sam did look up and sure enough, the women were oiling each other up and no big deal was made of this. By this time, Sally was slowly working her way down Sam's thighs and calves and she was done.
"My turn" said Sally as she lay herself down on her front. Sam got on her knees carefully because the catamaran was going pretty fast, and repeated what Sally had done to her. When Sam started oiling her lover's ass, Sally spread her thighs slightly open in a sly invitation for her to get naughty. Sam looked around to see that nobody looking at them and then quickly ran her hand between Sally's ass crack and just touched her labia, but then decided that this was too much and just finished the job properly.
"Spoilsport!" whispered Sally.
"Hussy!" replied Sam with a giggle.
The two of them sat up and greased up their fronts and started looking around at the water, the shoreline, and the other people on the boat. Everyone was in little groups, sunning themselves, talking, and admiring the view as the boat sped along. After an hour or so, the "cat" slowed and anchored off a reef.
"Let's jump in and cool down," suggested Sally.
Sam was about to say that she didn't have her suit with her, when it dawned on her that she didn't need it.
The girls got up and walked to the stern where some of the women were donning masks, snorkels, and flippers. Sam realized that it felt so good to walk around nude in the sun and in a group of equally naked women. She also lost a bit of her shyness a started looking at the other women's bodies. There was a wide range of heights and weights in the party, but all of them looked happy and comfortable with who they were and how they looked. The more Sam looked, the more comfortable she felt and she quickly decided that she was enjoying the trip.
Sally grabbed her hand and together, they jumped into the clear water. It felt wonderful! Sam had never skinny dipped before, but this was fabulous! The freedom, the sensuous feeling of the water on her body! She knew that she'd do that again soon. She and Sally floated around, bumping into each other, giving each other quick kisses and quick feels under water; just having a great time. They pulled themselves back on the boat and spread out on the deck. Sam enjoyed the feeling of her body drying in the sun with no wet, sticky bathing suit.
The crew put out a lunch of sandwiches and ice tea and the naked women crowded around to get something to eat. Once in a while, Sam would feel someone eyeing her with interest, but instead of feeling worried, she started standing a little bit straighter, pushing out her chest and actually enjoying the looks she got. She also was looking at the women and found herself actually enjoying the scenery. She was quickly realizing that she loved looking at naked women.
During lunch, the women were milling around and Marie introduced Sam to another college professor who taught biology and a couple who were police officers in New York. Sally was talking to Laurie and Cathy, the two other college students in the group. When it was time to return to port, Sally asked Sam if she minded that she went to sit with the other two coeds, which of course Sam didn't. She went back to her old spot to read her book, but was soon joined by Marie.
"Do you mind if I join you?" Marie asked.
"Of course not," said Sam, as she put her book down.
"All right sweetie, I'm so excited for you. I want to know how this started," stated her friend.
Sam looked at her for a second and realized that this is what she needed. She needed a friend in whom she could confide, who knew about colleges and their social scenes. More importantly, she just needed to talk to someone who would understand. She proceeded to tell Marie everything, surprising herself at the level of detail she was willing to reveal. She told her about how Sally invited her to an isolated cabin where they became stranded, and how she had seduced her. But she also told Marie how much she loved the young woman and how she was worried that her world would collapse if the affair became known.
While Sam was telling her story, she and Marie were both reapplying sunscreen on their fronts. Marie asked her if she wanted her back done. Sam looked around for Sally and couldn't see her as she was on the other side of the boat, so decided to accept the offer.
"I've never been touched by another woman like this, other than by Sally," said Sam.
"Like what? I'm only going to put sunscreen on you, sweetie," Marie said innocently. But there was a naughty look in her eyes. Then she added, "Don't worry, I won't bite," said Marie. "Putting sunscreen on someone else can be sensuous, but it not necessarily a sexual thing you know."
These were not necessarily comforting words to Sam, but she nonetheless allowed Marie to rub sunscreen on her. She started at her feet and worked slowly up the calves and thighs. When she got to the upper thighs, Sam unconsciously spread them a little bit, allowing Marie better access. Marie didn't touch Sam's pussy lips, but she was close and Sam squirmed a bit in embarrassment ... or was it lust? Marie teasingly oiled Sam's ass, as properly as you could be in such a situation, and then she moved around and knelt at Sam's head so she could do the back.
Sam opened her eyes to see Marie's shaved pussy just a few inches from her face. It was so close that she could smell her musk and could see the inner labia. Unlike Sally's they protruded from the outer lips to form a very sexy tongue peeking out. Damn, I'm getting hot! she thought, and then without realizing it she asked herself, I wonder if she tastes like Sally. Then her face turned red with embarrassment at her naughty thoughts. All this time, she could feel warm hands rubbing oil on her naked body, in a semi-public setting. She thought that she should be uncomfortable, but she was just turned on. She felt a bit guilty that Sally wasn't the person doing the rubbing, but she also knew that this wasn't going to go much further. After all it was just harmless flirting.
When Marie finished, she asked Sam to return the favor and then lay on her stomach. A little smile came on Sam's face as she thought of the gentle teasing that she had just received. She put her hands on the second naked woman in her life and followed the same path that Marie had taken. She loved the way Marie's oily skin felt. She massaged the calves and the thighs, and when she got to the ass, she noticed that Marie wasn't as shy as she was and had her thighs open quite widely. She passed her hand very close to the pussy, but didn't touch it, though her fingers passed over the ass crack and fleetingly touched the anus. At that point she heard a moan from her new friend. That sent a chill down her spin and she could feel her pussy begin to get very wet. She then moved around as Marie had, and got very close and bent down to do her upper back, with her thighs spread for balance. She knew that Marie could see her now swollen and wet pussy. She was also sure she could smell her musk. Strangely, she was enjoying the idea that she was turning on someone else.
After finishing, both women smiled at each other, knowing that they had been naughty without stepping over any boundary. They settled next to each other and continued talking about their lives and work. Sam realized that she had a great friend in Marie. By the time the 'cat' docked, everybody was dressed, tired and looking forward to a shower. As they were going in their respective directions, Marie asked if Sam and Sally wanted to join them for dinner the following night. Both of them readily agreed. Before parting they sat a time and place.
Once inside their apartment, Sam grabbed Sally and pushed her against the door as she kissed her hungrily.
"Wow," gasped Sally. "Something must have turned you on," she said innocently. Yet, she knew exactly what it was. She had checked on Sam several times and saw her and Marie. At first she was a bit jealous, but then she knew she had been doing the same thing with her new friends. In fact, she slightly embarrassed herself that she had actually had a finger inside one of girls before they were interrupted.
Sam sighed and said, "I am just so fucking horny that I need you to eat me right now."
Sally giggled and said "With pleasure, lover."
Spending the day around sexy, naked women all day had been too much for the girls. They tore the clothes off each other and ran into the bedroom. Sam lay on her back and guided Sally to bring her ass over her face. She just pulled the ass down and attacked the pussy with her mouth and tongue. Sally screamed but then bent her head between Sam's legs.
Sam put two fingers into Sally's cunt and worked them in and out, while sucking on her clit. Sally was doing the exact same thing to Sam at the other end. She was bent down, one hand wrapped around Sam's thigh and with fingers fucking in and out of the pussy.
It didn't take long for both women to explode. It happened at the same time, drenching both of their faces. They rested for a few minutes before Sam rolled her lover onto her side, and with her face still between Sally's thighs, started licking her again.
Sally returned the favor and buried her face between Sam's legs. This time it was slower, more loving. They teased, licked, and pulled at each other's labia with their lips. Once in a while, a tongue would make its way back to the ass and lick out the juices that had trickled from their wet pussies.
Sam's mind wandered off a bit as she nibbled and licked Sally's pussy. Despite her conservative background, she was getting to enjoy the naughty, earthy words and expressions she was starting to use more and more frequently with her lover. She also knew that she just loved the taste of her lover. From her nipples and the skin of her tummy, down to the wonderfully wet pussy, and even her rosebud, she loved Sally's body as much as she loved the girl's smile, enthusiasm and friendly personality. Sam knew that whatever love she had for Sally when they agreed to this trip had doubled or tripled. She was totally in love with the young girl and knew that this was incredibly problematic.
After a little while, Sam refocused on bringing Sally off. She lubricated a finger with fuck juice and saliva and started teasing Sally's anus with it. She worked it in a little distance and then pulled out, and then she would wet her finger again and tease some more.
Sally was thrusting her hips back and forth trying to get the finger deeper into her ass, and then she would reverse and try to get more of Sam's mouth on her pussy. Sam was enjoying playing her lover like that. Finally, Sam stopped teasing and moved her finger in Sally's ass to the second knuckle and attacked the clit at the same time, flicking her tongue at it rapidly for a minute.
"Oh yes, sweetie, fuck my ass and suck my clit," screamed Sally. Her legs clamped around her lover's head as her body began to spasm. Sally moaned as she exploded, almost crushing Sam's head with her muscular thighs.
Sam first thought she was going to be smothered, but then thought she was going to drown as Sally's pussy released a torrent of juice. Sam worked hard to drink it all down, only allowing a little to escape and run down her chin. When the throbbing in Sally's pussy slowed Sam relaxed and fell onto her back.
"Don't you dare make yourself cum," she ordered Sam who hadn't had her release yet. "Let me get my breath back, and I'm going to try one of the positions from our book."
Sam grinned and knew that as horny as she might be, the wait would be worth it.
After a couple of minutes, Sally rolled over her lover and kissed her lightly. She then continued down and kissed Sam's nipples and started to suck and lick them. Finally, she moved down until she was kneeling between Sam's spread thighs. She put her hand under Sam's knees and pushed up so that Sam was almost bent in two at the waist, with her pussy and ass in the air. Sally then bent down slightly and passed her tongue from Sam's asshole to her clit and then started licking the little brown flower, teasing it gently. "You're not the only one that knows how to lick an asshole," said Sally with a giggle.
At the same time, her fingers were pumping in and out of Sam's cunt and she would use her tongue to occasionally flick her clit. It didn't take long to bring Sam to her peak. The anticipation, the strange exposed position, the ass play, all conspired to take Sam over the top.
"Oh, Jesus, Sally," screamed Sam. Suddenly Sam thought she was going to pee. But it wasn't pee that squirted out of her pussy. Sam pussy spasmed and shot a stream of girl juice into the air, wetting herself and Sally.
Sally was surprised at first, but her surprise quickly turned to fascination as she watched her friend and lover squirt juice from her pussy. Sally quickly dropped her mouth to Sam's pussy, lapping up as much of her juice as she could get. A strange thing happened; as soon as she tasted the sweet juices squirting from her pussy, she began to climax herself. It wasn't a full-blown climax, but it was very pleasurable nonetheless. She vowed to see if she could do it again sometime.
Sally let her friend's ass down and collapsed beside her, cuddling her until they both recovered from their strong climaxes.
"Sally, I don't know if sex with you can ever get wilder or better, but I'm looking forward to finding out," joked Sam.
They were too wiped to go out and just ordered pizza and watched TV for the rest of the night, going to bed early.
December 29
The next day, the girls went to the beach in the morning and came home in the early afternoon. Seeing each other dressed in skimpy bathing suits always got them hot and bothered and they knew that once they returned to the room that they would be fucking, so they delayed things a bit in order to build up the tension. After quick showers to get the sand and salt off their bodies, they both lay naked on the bed cooling down.
"I wonder if that Christmas present you bought could provide inspiration for the afternoon's activities?" asked Sam with a grin.
"Let me get it and let's find out," replied Sally as she jumped out of bed and ran to the dresser where they had left the book.
They cuddled together and slowly turned the pages, looking at the positions, casually touching each other's breast and thighs. Once in a while, a finger would run up a pussy slit or pinch a nipple, causing someone to moan appreciatively. The girls were enjoying the buildup. Finally they couldn't wait anymore!
"I want to try this one," said Sally as she pointed to the women doing the classical scissors move.
"Oh goodie, I was thinking of the one myself," gasped Sam as she moved herself into position.
She lay opposite Sally on the bed with her legs open. Sally took the same position and both women humped their way into position so that their pussies were almost together. When their pussy lips were just touching, Sam reached down and opened herself and moved up a few inches more until her nether lips were kissing Sally's. Sally did the same and both girls felt the other's wetness against their sex. They both moaned! It felt so lovely, this strange sensation of crotch against crotch, labia against labia.
They paused for a moment to enjoy the feeling, and both decided that they needed more friction. Grabbing each other's hands to hold themselves in place, the girls ground their pussies together, trying to get their clits rubbing against each other. It was harder than they both thought, but they kept at it and finally came to a good, but not great orgasm.
"That was interesting," gasped Sally, "but it's not my favorite way of coming. I think that we should try it again when we get a double headed dildo like in one of the other pictures."
"Sally, you're so raunchy and so much fun," Sam laughed. "I'm daring you to buy one. I'll even go into the adult toy store with you if you have the nerve to do it." The English professor sure had changed in the last few months.
The girls decided to have a nap before meeting with Marie and Deborah later. They took a quick nap and then showered and got dressed for their rendezvous.
They had a great time together. Marie and Deborah really understood what Sam and Sally were going through in their lives and provided them with encouragement and an example to live by. They also talked about music, travel and all sorts of other things. When they were leaving the restaurant, Deborah suggested that they go back to Jewell's to dance club and continue the party: so they did, four sexy women, lovers, and maybe confirmed lesbians out on a night on the town.
Jewell's was packed because of the holiday season when lots of women took their vacation time. Sam and Sally danced with each other and with Marie and Deborah. They also got to meet other friends of Marie's. One of these friends was named Suzie. She was in her early fifties, short, blonde, and but very vivacious. Suzie invited Sam and Sally to a party at her house the next night, but told them to talk to Marie about it first before they made up their minds about coming. That intrigued Sam and later on, she asked Marie about it.
When Sam asked, Marie looked at her in surprise and then pulled Sam and Sally to a quieter part of the club. "Well this is interesting!" she exclaimed. "I told you that Deborah and I were just a boring, monogamous lesbian couple. Well, that's not quite correct. We are just that for 364 days of the year, but on the one other day of the year, we go to Suzie's annual party. About 10 years ago, Suzie started giving a holiday party at her house on the edge of town. For some reason, the parties just got wilder and wilder. We don't really know how or why it happened, but a group of good friends, with lots of booze and weed started getting more and more sexual over the years. The last couple of years have been real crazy."
"What do you mean by crazy?" Sam asked.
"Well, you could call them orgies," replied Marie almost embarrassed. "There we are, perfectly nice women; most of us are in stable relationship, and we just ignore all that, one day a year at Suzie's. Some of our friends never got into it, and left the circle, but a few new people come in every year and for some reason, this event just keeps rolling on. I'm still amazed by it, and I'm still amazed that Deb and I keep returning. We have so much fun though, that the memories stay with us for the year, and we keep looking forward to the next one. I hope that I didn't upset you two, but that's what the invitation is all about. I don't know if you want to think badly of us. "
Sam was flabbergasted! A lesbian orgy! She was invited to a lesbian orgy and the scary thing was that she was quite excited about it! Over the last couple of days, Sam had finally come out of the closet with herself. She had finally admitted to herself after years of repression that she preferred being with women and that she was indeed a lesbian. She had also decided that while she could, she was going to try to take full advantage of her situation in Key West and enjoy the freedom that she had, albeit temporarily. Despite those thoughts though, she had never even considered attending a sex party. She was also very conflicted because she loved only Sally, and that relationship had become the most important part of her new life and she didn't think that it was a good idea to put their love to that kind of test.
She looked across to Sally who had a strange look on her face. "What do you think of this, sweetie?" she asked.
Sally looked a bit uncomfortable and began, "Well, Laurie and Cathy told me about it on the boat yesterday. They went last year and had a blast. You know me, I'm enthusiastic about things and I thought that it could be fun and different, but I never thought that you'd ever go for anything like that. I love you so much that I decided that it wasn't worth making you upset or uncomfortable by even mentioning it."



So there it was! Both women were interested in going, but were afraid of what the other might think. They looked at Marie and told her that they'd go for a walk and talk about it. After making sure that they were indeed both interested and that they would still go home together after the party, the girls decided to accept the invitation. They also figured that if they felt too uncomfortable, they could just go home and try to forget about the experience.
Sam and Sally found Suzie and told her that they would come at least for a little while and then would make up their minds whether to stay or go after things got started. Suzie said she was thrilled that they'd come and was sure that they'd have a very good time. As they were separating, Sally asked: "What do you wear to one of your parties Suzie?"
"Well, I suggest that you wear something like a sundress that can be taken off easily so you don't wreck your clothes. Sexy underwear also are always in good taste, if you catch my drift," she replied with a little smile. The girls giggled and went back to Marie and Deb to tell them the news. They were both excited and nervous, but they knew that they were about to experience something that might change their relationship.
December 30
Sam woke up to a feeling of wetness between her legs. She had a moment's panic then realized that it also felt really good and she spread her legs wider. Without even opening her eyes, she moaned: "Good morning lover; what a way to start the day." The girl at her crotch looked up for a second and blew her a kiss and went back to licking her pussy. It was so decadent: lying on her back, being orally pleased by a sexy young woman! She thought she could spend a long time doing this, until the young woman started seesawing two fingers in her pussy and began strumming her clit with her tongue. Sam's whole body just tightened up and then let go in a delicious orgasm. Pulling her lover up to her face, Sam licked her pussy juices off Sally's face. She then rolled Sally on her back and started fingering her while she bent down to suck on her nipples. Sally was primed and came very quickly, tightening her thighs around Sam's hand. They then cuddled and fell back asleep.
For the rest of the day, the girls were a bit on edge because they were thinking of the party they would be going to that evening. They went shopping for clothes, but couldn't get into it. When they walked in the Old Town though, they held hands like many other lesbian couples and felt an amazing freedom. When they passed by an adult toy store, Sally stopped and pulled at Sam's hand and said: "Are you going to come in with me, to buy that two-headed dildo like you promised?"
Sam hesitated a bit, but she had said that she would, so she let Sally pull her into the place and they started looking around. What a shock! Everywhere, there were simulated cocks, dildos, anal toys, artificial pussies, sexy costumes, movies on just every sexual theme you could think of, and some you didn't even suspect existed! The place was also packed! There were men and women, alone or together, behaving perfectly normally, handling the packages like they were looking at just ordinary store items. The girls were quite embarrassed at first, but found several versions of what they were looking for and eventually picked a long, black toy with a cock head at each end.
Once they had that picked out, Sam asked Sally to wait for her outside, as she wanted to look at something else. Sally was about to ask what it was, but decided to be patient and then left. Sam came out 15 minutes later with a bag and told Sally that she'd find out about it later.
They spent the afternoon sunning by the Condo pool as time ticked by very slowly. As they were finally getting ready to leave, Sally and Sam looked at each other and both said simultaneously, "Are you sure about this?" and broke out into a nervous laughter. "If it's too weird, we can leave quickly baby," Sally said.
They had both decided that they would take Suzie's suggestion to heart, and decided to look sexy. If they were going to a sex party, then they would look like they belonged! They both pulled on white thong panties and bras that accentuated their cleavages. Then they pulled their sundresses over their lace underwear; Sam's dress was blue with white flowers and Sally's was white with blue flowers ... both dresses fit the women very snugly, emphasizing their sexy asses and long smooth legs. They zipped each other up and then stepped into stiletto heels. Then they gave each other a nervous kiss and hand-in-hand, walked down to meet their taxi.
When they arrived at Suzie's house, the party looked like any other get-together, except that all of the 30 or more guests were women. The house was a large, traditional Key West house with two floors and a pool at the back with the backyard was fenced in and quite private. Suzie welcomed her guests and directed them to the large kitchen where there were drinks and snacks. The girls got themselves a glass of wine, found Marie and Deborah in the living room and started to chat. Sally and Sam saw Cathy and Laurie on the deck outside and went over to greet them. Sam eventually relaxed with her friends and lost a bit of her nervousness.
Around 9:30, someone yelled "Pool volleyball!" and a cheer went up with the younger members of the crowd. About eight women moved over to the pool and started stripping naked and jumping in. Sally was following Laurie and Cathy to the deck chairs and then stopped to look back at Sam. Sam knew that the party had begun and she waved at her lover and blew her a kiss, knowing that things could change forever between the two of them after the night's activities. Still she was determined to grasp the opportunity that she and Sally had been given, and was also determined to see it through.
As was expected, the game turned into a raucous game of grab ass, with every liberty taken by the players to feel up their teammates and competitors, either underwater, or above the surface. Nobody was keeping score and the rest of the crowd was gathered around the pool cheering the players on and making rude comments about the activity going on. Kisses were being exchanged, hands lingered between legs and on breasts and the odd moan was heard. Eventually, the pool activity ended and the players came out to dry themselves with big towels that Suzie had provided.
Sally was dripping wet when she went to Sam to give her a big kiss and hug, getting her lover wet. She then whispered that her friends told her that the real action was going to start in the den in a few minutes. She looked at Sam closely and said, "Sweetie, are you still ok with this? I'm having fun, but I'll go home with you right now if this is going to upset you."
Sam thought about how much she loved that girl and the concern she was showing. She had to admit that she found the volleyball game quite exciting and she knew that she and Sally were going home together later. She decided to make sure that Sally had a good time and told her that the game had turned her on.
"You got turned on!" yelped Sally, "I was being mauled in there and I'm dripping wet inside and out." Sam laughed, pulled her lover in by her ass and gave her a deep French kiss. "Go get'em lover," she whispered and then let her loose. Sally blew her a kiss and went off with the other wet, towel-covered women into the den. Sam turned to Marie with a little look of worry, but Marie told her that they would go in themselves in a few minutes.
"Let them get started." she said excitedly, "and we'll see how they're doing".
Ten anxious minutes later, Sam couldn't wait anymore and went to the playroom. What a sight greeted her! She first saw six women, including Sally, on the floor in a circle trying to arrange themselves head-to-pussy in a daisy chain. There was a great deal of giggling as they tried to sort out who went where. Once in a while there would be a moan as a tongue would lick a clit, but it took a long time before some organization was arranged and serious pussy licking action was going on. Sam could see Sally lavishing attention on Cathy's clit, while her own left leg was straight up in the air, allowing another girl to pleasure her. The daisy chain simply looked highly erotic and decadent.
While this was setting up, other groups of two to four women were looking on, in various stages of undress stroking themselves or their partners. In a large chair in the corner, Suzie was sitting with her legs spread out on the arms, looking over her domain. In front of her, a blond head with hair tied in a ponytail was noisily bobbing up and down and licking the hostess' crotch.
Looking over the scene, Sam felt someone come up behind her and cup her breasts over her dress. She then felt lips nuzzling her ear and neck and heard Marie whisper, "What do you think? Enjoying the view?"
Once she got her wits about her, Sam ground her ass back into her friend and hummed her approval. Marie concentrated on teasing the nipples through the dress material and bra, while Sam just enjoyed the decadence of the situation. She then turned around into Marie's arms and started French kissing with her, running her hands up and down her friend's back and ass. It was only the second woman she had ever kissed. While she decided she liked the way Sally kissed better, Marie certainly knew how to kiss as well. A minute later, Sam felt another pair of hands on her ass and then felt another set of lips on her neck.
"If you're going to make out with my girlfriend," she heard Deb whisper in her ear, "I think that we better take this party to a bedroom upstairs".
Sam just went with it. She was so turned on by the scene in the den, and by Marie and Deb's hands and lips that she was just aching to get involved somehow. Now she was going to see what making love with other women was like. Marie and Deborah pulled Sam upstairs and found an unoccupied bedroom and both women started slowly undressing Sam. Marie pulled down the zipper to Sam's dress exposing a white lace bra and thong panties. "Oh nice!" exclaimed Deb, as she ran her hands over Sam's bare ass. She then got down on her knees and kissed and licked her ass as she was pulling the thong down. Deb's hand then went up to Sam's crotch and started teasing the labia and anus.
Sam was going mad with desire. Never had she even considered having two women making love to her at the same time. It was almost overwhelming her sexual senses. When Sam had only her bra left on, she began to remove Marie's dress. She began fondling Marie's breasts. Marie's breasts were small but fit nicely into her hands. She found out that they were very sensitive when she began to tweak the very hard nipples. Marie sighed and pulled Sam face to her chest where lips joined fingers to tease and stimulate.
Deborah got off her knees and undid Sam's bra, releasing her breasts. She then reached around and began cupping them and gently pinching the nipples. Sam was in heaven and said so.
"If you think that this is hot," murmured Marie, "wait until we get you on the bed." With that, she pulled away from Sam's lips and dragged her to the bed. As Deb was undressing herself, Marie lay Sam down, knelt beside her and started diddling her clit and sucking on a nipple. Sam felt the mattress move down and then Deb was doing the same thing to her on the other side. Sam was blown away; two women were driving her to a sexual plane that she never knew existed. She spread her legs as widely as she could and started humping herself against the teasing hands.
"Oh, God," she gasped as fingers and tongues drove her to distraction. She knew that if they kept this up very long she would climax. She warned them, saying in a halting voice, "You two are going to ... to ... make me cum ... if ... if you keep that up."
The answer from both women was a determined moan. Suddenly Deborah crawled between her legs as Marie continued to work on her breasts. When her mouth touched Sam's pussy she went over the top.
"Oh, yesssss!!!" Sam gasped as a strong climax rushed through her. She was barely able to catch her breath as the combination of the incredible stimulation of her nipples and the tongue lapping her clit drove her mad. The two women didn't slow down when her climax ended. Instead they kept at it, Marie and Deborah shifting places. They worked on her until she climaxed a second and then a third time.
Her tormentors weren't stopping, but Sam needed to participate. "Please," she gasped, "I need a pussy to lick. Please let me lick someone's cunt."
Marie got up on one elbow, looked down and said: "Sam, I never, ever expected to ever hear those words coming out of your mouth. I can't believe the transformation of someone we used to call 'Goodie-two-shoes'."
"If you want some pussy, we have plenty for you," said Marie. With that she got up and carefully straddled Sam's head, facing the woman's feet. Sam grabbed her hips and quickly pulled Marie down to where she could taste her pussy.
Before she took a lick though, Sam had another good look at the pussy above her. It looked different from Sally's in that the inner labia stuck out much more, making her think that she would have to spend more time teasing them. Marie wasn't completely shaved either, as she had a little landing strip leading to the shaved lips. It sure looked sexy and edible though. She pulled the hips down further, stuck her tongue out and started lavishing her attention on her friend's womanhood. Marie expected this and held her place by holding onto Sam's breasts and playing with her nipples.
As she was getting into her cunt licking, Sam felt her legs being lifted and separated. She then realized that her legs were being lowered onto Deb's shoulders, which could only mean.... Yes!! Deb was licking her again! Oh wow!! Sam was in heaven! She gave as good as she got. This was raw sex and she loved it! They went on for about ten minutes until Marie exploded onto Sam's face, rubbing her open pussy hard on the woman below her. Sam also went over the edge, crushing Deb's head between her thighs and deluging her face with her juices.
When Deborah pulled away, her face was totally soaked but she was smiling. "Wow, I never ate a pussy that could squirt so much juice." Deborah then climbed back up into the bed and nestled herself between the other two women who began licking Sam's juices off her face.
Sam was still charged up! This session didn't tire her out at all, and just got her more excited. She then realized that Deb hadn't gotten off yet, and in her horny state of mind decided to fix that. She slid off the bed and assumed the same position that Deb was in a few moments ago. She lifted and spread the dark haired woman's legs, placed them on her shoulders, and then went to work on her second new pussy of the night. While Sam orally loved Deb, Marie was kissing her and teasing her nipples, running her hand from one breast to the other.
Sam didn't bother to look and compare this new pussy. She just went straight to work, opening the labia with her fingers and alternating her tongue between the cunt hole and the clit. Cunt, now there's another good Anglo-Saxon word, she thought as she was reaming Deb out. Sam twisted her fingers around and rubbed that little rough spot just a couple of inches into the vagina. She then got the satisfaction of feeling Deb tense. A few seconds later Deb was screaming in orgasm.
After kissing and licking Deb's pussy gently for a minute or so more, Sam sat back on her heels and looked at her two friends who were cuddling and kissing each other. She realized that she was very thirsty and still a bit antsy, so decided to leave them to each other. She climbed up and kissed them gently on the cheek, then grabbed her clothes and shoes and went looking for a bathroom to tidy up. As she walked down the stairs, she noticed that everyone was nude or just wearing sexy under things, so instead of getting dressed she just washed her face, fixed her hair, and stashed her dress in a corner of the living room.
In the kitchen, she poured herself an ice tea to quench her thirst and turned in time to see Sally coming in. Sally's face lit up when she saw Sam and she came up to her lover and gave her a full tongue kiss while rubbing her naked body on her friend's. "How are you doing, sweetie?" she asked. "Any regrets?"
Sam was getting rather distracted by Sally's knee which was now coming up between her legs, so she put her glass down, wrapped her arms around Sally and told her that she had a great time with Marie and Deb, but that she was now looking forward to going home with her lover.
"That sounds good to me too," agreed Sally. "Why don't we go find the hostess and figure out how to get a taxi back home?"
They finished their drink and went off to find Suzie. The hostess was in the playroom talking to a naked woman that they hadn't seen before. Suzie was wearing a waist-high, see-through black peignoir, which was open at the front, exposing most of her breasts as well as her ass and shaved pussy. Sam thought that her outfit made her look more naked then if she was totally nude. They joined the two and eventually asked Suzie how they could return home.
Suzie said that she'd call a cab, and then asked the girls if they had a fun time. Both agreed that they had an awesome time and that they hoped to be invited for next year's party.
Suzie looked at them with a smile and said, "There is a tradition here that if you want to be re-invited, you have to give the hostess an orgasm during the evening. It's my way of making sure that you're compatible with our crowd, and I also like lots of orgasms," she added laughingly.
Sam looked at Sally who returned an amused look; each raised an eyebrow and nodded their heads. Sam came up to Suzie and dropped her hand so that it was between the hostess' thighs and began teasing the pussy slit and kissing her lips. Sally approached her from behind and got her hands inside the peignoir and began teasing Suzie's breasts and nipples. She was simultaneously rubbing her crotch slowly into the woman's ass, forcing it into Sam's hand.
"Oh! You two are really good!" she moaned, "I love being double-teamed".
Sam then got on her knees and started licking where the thighs met the crotch, while teasing the outer labia. Suzie lifted one leg and put her foot on a coffee table to give Sam more room. Sally stayed behind her, playing with the breasts and holding her up. Sam got very turned on while on her knees. She couldn't believe it after all the orgasms she had experienced already.
Suzie couldn't take much more of that treatment while standing, so the girls guided her to a sofa and had her lay down. One leg lay against the couch back and the other one was splayed open, giving Sam a good access to the treasure. She bent down into her third new pussy that night and used everything that she had learned in the last few months to tease and tantalize the horny hostess.
Sally wasn't idle at this time. She leaned over Suzie from behind her head, and took her breasts into her mouth. Suzie didn't last long under that attack and came violently spurting juice into Sam's avid mouth.
Sam was going frantic by now; she was just so horny! She dragged herself up onto Suzie and rubbed her pussy hard on the recovering woman's thigh. Suzie was in heaven. "Cum on me!" she rasped, "Cum on my thigh," as she rubbed Sam's nipples. Sam adjusted herself further, opened up her labia with her fingers and rubbed against the smooth leg for less than a minute until she came, screaming, "Ohhh, god!" Collapsing on Suzie who started stroking her back, she thought, I can't believe it! I just masturbated myself on a woman's thigh until I came, in a room full of people. What will they think of me? The answer came rather quickly as scattered applause was heard, thanking Sam for the show she had just put on. She was incredibly embarrassed, but also secretly thrilled!



"Okay, you win," gasped Suzie, "you can come back anytime you want".
Eventually the girls cleaned up and got their taxi home. They were very tired, but still keyed up, so they showered together and gently masturbated each other to orgasm under the warm stream of water. They then crawled into bed and fell into a deep, dream-filled sleep.
Dec. 31
Late the next morning, Sam woke up a bit disoriented until she remembered where she was. She looked over at Sally's peaceful sleeping face and was reminded of why she loved her so much. She loved the cheeks, the lips and the breasts that tasted so good. She loved the enthusiasm and joy that Sally brought to most things she did, and she was so happy that Sally loved her.
Ten minutes later, Sally woke up to see Sam gazing at her with a tender look on her face. "Hi sweetie," she mumbled. She then asked, "Any regrets about last night?" Sam had been thinking about that, and worried about what Sally would think about her public display with Suzie. Sally just looked at her and said, "Hey, you're talking to a girl who spent an hour in a daisy chain in the middle of an orgy room! I don't know how many pussies I licked last night. What do you think of me?" Eventually, they both laughed and came to the decision that they had a good time, had learned a great deal about themselves and girl-girl sex, and that if they were still together and in love next year, that they'd like to go again.
During breakfast, they got a call from Marie who wondered how they felt about the previous night. She was very relieved that the girls weren't upset by the experience and had a good laugh when she was told about Suzie's condition for an invitation next year. "She gets lots of orgasms from that," Marie guffawed. "Mind you, she throws a good party and it's the least we can do to thank her." Marie reminded the girls of the New Year's Eve party at Jewell's that night. "Hey, it's lots of dancing and partying. I also hear that they're going to have strippers performing, and I don't think that this crowd would appreciate the Chippendale guys!" Sam and Sally agreed to meet Marie that evening and then went out to their pool to recover from the last night.
They came back in at three o'clock for a snack and decided that they had enough sun for the day. Of course, the warm sun on their scantily clad bodies had its usual effect, and they were soon necking and feeling each other up on the couch. Sam just loved undressing Sally. While she was nibbling on an ear lobe, one of her hands was pulling on the string holding up her lover's suit bottom. When it was loose, she pushed her hand down the bare pubis and stroked the moist lips, slipping her finger within the fold. "You know baby," she whispered in her lover's ear between nibbles, "we have a new toy that needs to be broken in," as she pushed her middle finger into her lover's vagina. She slid the wet digit up to Sally's clit and started to move it around, teasing the pleasure button. Sally groaned her pleasure and spread her thighs further apart, inviting Sam to stroke her. "I don't know Sam" she gasped, "That cock end seems awfully big to fit me."
Sam moved her head down to capture a nipple. She paused from her sucking and said "Don't worry, my horny one, mama's gonna get you good and ready for that." With that she slowly moved her head down Sally's chest, licking her stomach before pausing to taste the belly button. She continued her downward movement to Sally's labia and changed her position so that she was then on her knees on the floor between Sally's thighs. "The trick," she mumbled between long licks of the open fruit, "is to get you all wet and open with my tongue, and then... it will just slip right in." Sam got up and got the two-headed dildo from the bedroom and returned to see that Sally hadn't moved from the couch, but was diddling her clit in anticipation. What a hot sight, she thought! I still can't believe that I'm doing this with a woman, but it feels so right and I so want to get off with her!
Sam pulled Sally onto the thick carpet and got over her in a 69 position. She got on her elbows and started teasing Sally's pussy lips and cunt with the toy, fingers and her tongue. Sam's pussy was just out of reach of Sally's tongue, but the girl began playing the slit above her with her fingers, watching drops of girl juice building up on the lips, as Sam was now extremely turned on. Eventually, Sam judged Sally to be wet and ready enough and started slowly stroking the plastic phallus into her lover's hole. Sally just spread her legs further and started humping upwards to encourage her. When six inches of the toy were slowly lodged into Sally, Sam lowered her pussy to the coed's mouth so that it could be made even wetter. Sally obliged and started powering her tongue into the wet hole, moving it around, adding her spit to the mix.
Sam turned around after a minute, because she knew she was going to cum if she let her continue. She opened her legs and scissored them between Sallys's and moved until the dildo's other head was at her opening. "Help me baby," she gasped. "Can you hold it so that I can get it into me?"
Sally reached down between them and moved the bobbing head over the opened labia. She teased the entrance a bit and then held it steady as Sam moved forward, slowly impaling herself. When it was half in and she knew that it wouldn't fall out, Sam grabbed Sally hand and they used that clutch to move closer to each other until there was no dildo left.
"I can't believe we took the whole thing!" exclaimed Sally. "Why don't we move around a bit and see what happens?" grunted Sam. As they started moving back and forth, they quickly found that the toy created totally new sensations within their pussies. They first realized that feeling of being completely filled, which Sam always enjoyed. Then their open, wet pussies and clits would rub, which just drove them wild with lust. They grunted and groaned and humped and acted like two rutting animals until they both exploded and yelled their excitement. They both lay back exhausted, connected at their pussies, until Sally's vagina expelled the intruder.
"Good heavens, can sex with you going keep getting better?" exclaimed Sam as she lay on her back breathing deeply. "Every time we do something new, it just seems to get hotter and hotter. I'm worried that I'll explode into pieces one of these days." Sally just smiled, turned around, pulled the dildo's other end from her lover, and cuddled her. They then fell asleep on the floor.
At 10 o'clock, the girls arrived at Jewell's. The party was in full swing, with women dancing, yelling over the music and just having a good time. Sam and Sally got their usual glass of wine and found their friends and began to exchange stories about their experiences at Suzie's party. At 10:30, the emcee came on and introduced the special entertainment for the evening. They had arranged for three female strippers to do their acts and introduced the first one. The crowd went nuts! They hooted, they stuffed dollar bills into g-strings, and cheered every item of clothing that was removed. In the middle of that mob was Sam. The serious, straight-laced, professor of English was cheering with the rest of them. She had come a long way in her life! As she was close to the stage, one of the entertainers pulled Sam into her breasts and had her remove the bra and then rubbed her face over her chest. Sam tried to take a lick at a nipple and then was sent off by the laughing dancer. She had let go many of her inhibitions and was totally enjoying herself. Once in a while, she would wrap her arm around Sally's waist and would squeeze her tight, letting her know who was really important in her life.
Finally, the countdown began and at the stroke of midnight everyone cheered and kissed those closest to them. Sam and Sally hugged and indulged themselves in a long kiss. They then turned to their friends and Sam gave both Marie and Deborah a good long kiss and thanked them for their friendship, while Sally went looking for Cathy and Laurie. Sam then found Suzie, walked up to her and French kissed her. "Thanks for the party Suzie," she told the surprised, but happy woman, "It was more fun and liberating than I ever expected. Sally and I look forward to being back next year." Suzie squeezed Sam warmly and with a wink, told her that she was looking forward to having her "cuming" back next year. Eventually, the girls left the party, walking back to their apartment and collapsing into bed.
January 1st
Sam and Sally finally got out of bed around noon and had their coffee. It was their last day in paradise and most of their new friends had already left town that morning. They were a bit depressed about having to return to their real lives, but were nevertheless grateful that they had their time together and were looking forward to one last day of freedom. Over the last week, they had fallen into a habit of afternoon "play" time and Sally was wondering about what games they were going to play later. Sam already knew what they were going to do and was quite nervous about it but she was determined to go through with her plan. After going for a walk to clear their heads and having a late lunch, the girls returned to the apartment and snuggled together on the couch.
"You know Sally," began Sam, "you gave me a most wonderful Christmas present which I will cherish forever and I've been wondering how to pay you back for that."
"You don't have to pay me back," exclaimed her lover, "I just wanted to give you something special because I love you so much and I wanted you to be the one!"
"I know baby," Sam replied. "But this got me to thinking about what I could give you that would be as unique and loving as your virginity. Wait here for a minute while I go get it."
Sam rooted through her bedroom drawers and came back with the strap-on harness that Sally had brought, along with a small package, which she had bought at the sex shop two days before. She gave the package to Sally who opened it carefully.
"An anal probe?" she simply asked.
"Sweetie, we know how we both like teasing each other's asses," explained Sam. "I want you to take my ass, because it's the only thing I can give you that would be yours only."
Sally was flabbergasted, but when she saw Sam's look of worry and embarrassment, she quickly hugged her and assured that though she was surprised, but the thought of fucking her ass made her very hot.
Sam smiled as her face turned red.
The probe was flesh colored, about seven inches long, and was tapered, with a small rounded tip, widening to about three inches in circumference at the base. They fitted it into the harness and then looked at each other warily.
Sally opened her arms, and Sam sank into them, cuddling up to Sally and seeking her lips. Sally started running her hands over Sam's back and said, "I think that we better get out of these clothes if we're going to take your other virginity, don't you think"? They got up and moved to the bedroom where they started undressing themselves. Both women loved undressing for each other because they loved to tease, to show off, and to stretch it out, increasing the anticipation. When they were both down to their panties, they moved into each other's arms and rubbed their breasts together as they kissed, ground their crotches together and stroked each other's ass.
Eventually, they separated and Sally got down on her knees and pulled Sam's last covering down. She kissed and licked the exposed, bare pubis and then turned Sam around so that she could get at her ass. Sally loved that ass and spent a great deal of time admiring it. She grabbed Sam's thighs to hold her steady and continued with the kissing and nibbling of her cheeks. Teasingly, she slowly worked her way to the crack and ran her tongue up and down it, not quite getting to the anus.
"Bend over lover," she murmured as one of her hands started teasing the slit. Sam staggered to the side of the bed, followed by Sally, still on her knees. Sally continued with her anal worship, this time licking the little brown flower, teasing the hole with her tongue, while continuing to finger Sam's pussy. Sam was finding it difficult to keep standing, but she held on until Sally finally got up and pulled her own panties off. "Let's put this ass fucker on me," she said.
Sam turned around, sat on the bed and helped Sally put the harness on. When it was on, Sam was faced with the probe pointing at her. She pulled on Sally's ass to bring her closer and took the toy into her mouth to make it wet. Sam felt very submissive at that moment and she wanted to give herself to Sally and, as importantly, she wanted Sally to take her. She showed that submission by getting on her knees and attacking the phony cock with gusto. Sam now desperately wanted to get fucked. She climbed onto the bed, got on all fours, wiggled her ass at Sally and said, "Come on love, do me now"!
Sally decided that she needed more lubrication and pushed the toy into the dripping wet cunt. Then she wet her middle finger. She stared at the tiny pink rosebud, which seemed to almost be winking at her, and then placed her finger on the tiny opening.
"Oh, Sally," Sam gasped when she felt the finger slip into her hole to the first knuckle. Her little hole tightened.
Unperturbed, Sally pushed harder until she had her finger in to the second knuckle. "Are you ready to take all of my finger?" she asked.
Sam's answer was a moan of pleasure as she pushed her ass backward.
"There's lube on the bedside table" moaned Sam and Sally reached down and shot a large squirt into the anus, which she had opened with her fingers. "No more teasing! Please stick it into me," Sam begged.
Sally took the probe out of the pussy and moved it up to the ass hole and gently pushed in. Sam's anus was ready. The probe tip was small and the tool slid right in. When it was just an inch into her rear, Sam pushed back and another three inches slid in. She paused and moaned, "Come on sweetie, you can push the rest in".
This was new territory for Sally as she had never been with a man and had only her one experience with Sam with the strapon. She was therefore very careful as she pushed forward. Sam however, would have none of that. She was hot and she needed to feel the fullness in her behind and Sally's thighs on her ass cheeks. She found herself using language that she never imagined she could ever express. "Come on bitch! Make me your slut! Push it in my ass hard! Hard!"
With that kind of incitement, Sally overcame her timidity and pushed as she was told. The toy slid right in and she held onto Sam's waist as she just key the tool in as deep as she could. She then awkwardly began moving in and out in little strokes, always making sure that she pushed in as deep as she could on her in-stroke. "That's it baby, I love it, fuck your ass slut," moaned Sam.
Sally got more and more confident and aggressive and started varying her action, providing Sam with greater stimulus. Meanwhile, Sam was diddling herself hard with one hand, going from clit to vagina, bringing herself to a whole new level of animalistic passion. When she reached her peak, Sam pushed herself back as hard as she could onto Sally and rubbed her very wet clit as hard as she could. "Ugh, ugh! Yessss!" she cried as her passion overtook her. She saw stars, her crotch leaked girl juice, and then her mind blanked out. This had been intense on so many levels: the orgasm, the new feelings of being fucked in the ass, the sheer nastiness of the act, and giving herself totally to Sally. Sam was going to remember this afternoon for a long time.
Sam slowly pulled herself off the probe and collapsed onto her front while Sally carefully backed off, took off the harness and went to drop it in the bathroom. She then lay beside Sam and put her arm around her lover's back.
"Are you ok, sweetheart?" she whispered in Sam's ear.
"Jesus! This was one of the most intense experiences of my life," answered the prone woman. "For some reason, I needed you to use me like that. It felt so nasty and good." Sam turned her head to look at Sally and said: "We're not done though because I need to get you off now." She turned onto her back and told Sally: "Sit on my face right now. I need to feel you and taste you".
Truth be told, Sally was extremely horny; the whole scene had gotten her very excited, and her head was still in dominant mode. Sam rolled onto her back and Sally, hanging onto the head of the bed, lowered her wet pussy to the waiting tongue and mouth. Sam pulled her down and attacked the open, wet gash between Sally's legs. She loved the tasted, the texture, the heat of that pussy and her tongue traveled everywhere in that playground. After a minute, having sated her immediate need for pussy, Sam was able to control her passion a bit and pushed Sally up, exposing the young woman's asshole. Sam slowed down and began licking the perineum and anus. In that position, the anus was easy to open with Sam's pointed tongue and she wallowed there for a while. Sally had enough teasing though and moved so that her clit was over Sam's mouth and ordered her lover to finish her off. Sam attacked the clit, stuffed two fingers into Sally's hole and was soon rewarded by a gush of vaginal fluid and Sally sitting hard on her face.
Sally rolled off Sam and lay on her back, breathing hard. This had been an extremely intense love making session for both of them and they were both totally wiped. They dozed off for a while and when their stomachs started growling they got up, cleaned up, and went out for dinner. After eating, they came back and with heavy hearts packed their suitcases for the early morning flight the next day.
January 2nd
"Damn! Why do I have to catch early morning flights all the time?" wondered Sam. At the airline check in it was bedlam as usual, and when they got to the counter, they were told that overnight snowstorms in the north had caused delays in schedules. After typing in their information, the clerk smiled and told them that for once, a storm would work in their favor. Because planes were late leaving Miami, she was able to put them on a delayed flight, which would get them home two hours before their original schedule. In the rush to get to the planes, Sam forgot to call Larry to tell him of the change in plans, but when she did think about it, she just assumed that he'd be working anyway and that it didn't really matter if she came early.
On the whole way back home, Sam and Sally held hands. Their hearts were heavy as they had to return to their real lives with all the problems that came with them. They now knew though, that they were meant for each other and that they loved each other completely. There was no longer any doubt in Sam's mind: she knew that she would have to deal with the situation and she was determined to find a way to live with her lover. In the limo from the airport, she opened her purse's zippered compartment, and with a heavy heart, took out her wedding ring and put it back on, knowing that she was back to living a lie. Sally just gave her hand a squeeze and nuzzled her neck.
When she got home, Sam noticed that Larry's car was still in the driveway, but didn't think too much about it as he often walked to the college in this small town. She went in the back door to the mudroom and took her boots and coat off. As she walked into the kitchen, she thought that she heard a loud moan upstairs and froze. She heard another one, and thinking that Larry might be in pain, she quickly went to the staircase to make sure that he was ok. She was also a bit frightened and wary because she was worried that he might be in trouble. She quietly stood at the bottom of the stairs for a few seconds and then she heard another male voice also groaning in what seemed to be a sexual way.



Sam quietly crept up the stairs and was able to peek into her bedroom without being seen and saw a tableau that she knew immediately was going to change her life for the better. There was Larry, naked, feet on the floor and bent over the edge of the bed. Behind him was a handsome young man, equally naked, seesawing his cock out of Larry's ass. "Come on stud," Larry yelled, "harder than that. Come on!"
Sam was flabbergasted! She never suspected Larry of being gay, but there was the proof and she thought that perhaps this might have been an important reason to explain their lackluster sex lives. She watched the two rutting men for another minute and then quietly returned downstairs as she figured that there was no point ruining Larry's afternoon just yet. She shut the door to the kitchen, made herself a cup of tea and called Sally's cell number. There was no answer so she simply left a message: "Hi sweetie," she spoke, "I think that our troubles just got solved. I'll call you later tonight after I've dealt with things. Love you!"
EPILOGUE
Sam and Larry had their long talk later that afternoon. Larry was extremely upset about his secret being exposed, but then calmed down a bit when Sam also confessed her love affair with Sally. They both realized that it was to their personal advantage to try to work out an arrangement that would let them be true to their own selves, while keeping the outside world ignorant of their personal lives.
After talking to their lovers, Sam and Larry told the neighbors that they were renting out their unused basement apartment to a nice young couple who would help them maintain the property and look after things when they were away on business travel. Inside the house though, Samantha and Sally and Larry and Malcolm maintained parallel households, though sharing a kitchen and sometime sharing meals.
This situation obviously couldn't last for long, so a year later, Larry managed to find a position at a larger college located in a big city and where his sexual orientation wasn't an issue. He and Sam divorced and she stayed behind, keeping the house. By this time, Sally had graduated and had gotten a job as an administrator at the college and gradually their neighbors, friends and colleagues realized that Sam and Sally were a couple and their status was just accepted. When friends asked about their relationship, the girls would say that they were a "just boring, monogamous, lesbian couple" and then under their breath, and to each other they'd add "364 days a year".
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Chapter 1
It was a sunny and warm May afternoon as I sat staring out the window, trapped in my senior chemistry class with little hope of sneaking out early. Only one week of school remaining and then I'll be free. Graduation! I've looked forward to this day for ... well since I can remember, and it's almost here. I just have to get through finals, and while I am a pretty good student, it has been difficult, if not impossible of late keeping my mind on studies. It seems I am daydreaming more and more. Mostly dreaming about how I am going to spend my last summer before I head off to college. But I'm also thinking about my mom. I wonder how she is going to get along without me. I've been the man of the house since my dad left almost five years ago and now I will be leaving her too. The thought is so depressing that it has nearly ruined my excitement over the end of twelve long years of school.
Sure, Mom says she'll be fine. She always says that. But I know how much she depends on me. Although she is still young at 37 (I was born when she was 19) and, if I say so myself "hot", she doesn't date or have a man around, other than me, to fix things and take care of the car and such. Keeping the house running is my job and I don't mind the responsibility. In fact, I love it. She and I have a very special relationship and are very close—we are more like friends than mother and son. We have leaned on each other exclusively over the past few years; through my adolescence crises and her more important adult concerns ... like how we were going to pay the bills.
When Dad ran off with his secretary, he left us nothing, and even worse, Mom was emotionally crushed and for a long time I hated him for that. He burst my bubble of a happy family and hurt my mom terribly. But I don't hate him anymore. His leaving is the reason my mother and I grew so close. Since he's been gone, I've made sure she didn't miss him. At least in all the ways a young boy can act as the man of the house. I learned to fix things, helped with finances by getting a part time job to pay for clothes and minor school expenses, and just being there when she needed someone's shoulder to cry on. And she did plenty of that. I have a couple of shirts on which she shed her tears and, although I should throw them out, they are still in my closet as a reminder that I never want to hurt her like that. Oh, and yes I'm just a little embarrassed to say that I also have a couple pair of her panties hidden in my dresser that I stole from the hamper.
As I said, my mother is hot, and if you haven't guessed already, I have a major crush on her. She is gorgeous and not just because I say so. All of my buddies say she is by far the hottest and coolest mom of any they know. She's about five-six with large round eyes that change from an aqua blue to sky blue depending on the outfit she is wearing, and they twinkle like stars. She keeps her dyed red hair at shoulder length and curled under stylishly. Her figure is perfect, but I will tell you more about that in a moment. At 37 she easily passes for her late 20's. Some say we could pass for brother and sister; and of course she loves it when I tell her that.
On her 37th birthday I surprised her with a birthstone ring and necklace. She had no idea that I was getting her anything, but I had saved up my extra spending money—seven hundred dollars—and spent it all. I know she liked the necklace and ring because she said so when we saw it at a jewelry store at the mall one afternoon. I worked hard to save up the money and purchasing the ring and necklace was probably the most exciting moment of my life up to that time. I had it specially wrapped at the store in pretty paper with a red bow.
When I gave it too her she began to cry. For a moment I thought I had made a big mistake. But her tears were tears of joy. She said I shouldn't have spent so much money but she loved it and loved me. That statement alone made it all worth it. She said she was going to wear the ring always. I was surprised when she put it on her left ring finger where she used to wear a wedding band. That was special to me as well.
I guess it is time to admit that I have been fantasizing about my mom a lot lately. Recently I actually got the nerve to spy on her. I had resisted the incredible sexual hormones raging in me until I accidentally saw her undressing in her bedroom. I went to her room to ask if she needed anything before I went to bed. Her door was opened just a crack. Before I could knock, I saw her standing near her vanity. I had seen her in her nightgowns and such and she had seen me in my underwear plenty of times, but this was the first time I had seen her totally naked. I still have the image of her slim waist and tapered hips with the smooth perfect white skin of her ass burned into my memory bank. I don't think I have ever seen a more perfect ass.
When she bent over to pick up her panties my heart almost jumped out of my chest when I realized that I could see the lips of her pussy between her slightly spread thighs. And, incredibly, she didn't have a speck of pubic hair, none—baby smooth. The inner lips were pale pink and hung between the smooth shaven outer lips like the delicate petals of a rose ... a gorgeous pink rose with the petals shimmering with morning dew. The outer lips were puffy flesh colored mounds and seemed to strain to contain her longer inner lips.
I watched with mounting guilt and excitement as she sat down and began to sensuously rub cream on her large but still firm breasts. She rubbed the cream over the upper portion of her breasts and then moved down, pausing to work it into the impossibly hard nipples until they were shiny and slick.
Then she poured more onto her hands and placed the palms under the two large orbs and lifted and kneaded the flesh. I thought I heard a sigh of pleasure, but it might have come from my own lips.
I stood transfixed, my eyes as wide as saucers as I watched her. This might sound naive coming from an eighteen year old boy, but it was at that moment that I knew that I loved my mother; but not like a son. I also realized that no woman would ever entirely take her place in my heart. I know some would say it is just adolescent fantasy, or more specifically sexual fantasy, and that a lot of kids fantasize about their mothers or their high school teacher etc., but that wasn't me. I never had a crush on a teacher, or any other older woman for that matter.
I remember how excited I was that day; so excited that I had to take my swollen cock out of my pants or risk cumming in my underwear. I fought hard not to climax, not only because I felt guilty, but also because I wanted the chills of excitement running through me to last. I wanted to watch her forever. When she stood up and stretched her arms over her head, I couldn't hold out any longer.
My cum hit the door so hard that I swore she heard the splat. My knees almost buckled as I fought to remain conscious. Of all the times I had masturbated in my life, and there have been plenty, this was by far the best one. It left me feeling drained and dizzy. When I opened my eyes I saw my mother sitting on her stool again, looking into the mirror with an odd smile on her face. I was petrified that she had seen me, so I scurried away like a roach in the kitchen when the lights come on.
I felt very guilty for a long time about that night, but not guilty enough not to do it again and again. From that point on, I took every opportunity to spy on my mother. I took big risks too. I put a small strip of rubber on the frame of the bathroom and bedroom doors so that they wouldn't shut all the way. She asked me many times to fix them, but somehow I never got around it. Then, almost every night I would slip down the dark hallway to watch as she undresses for her bath or sits at her vanity to perform her nightly ritual before she goes to bed. Sometimes, if I am very lucky, I see her doing naughty things, on the bed or in the bathtub. At that point I lose control and I stoke my cock with a pair of her panties until I climax.
Did I say what gorgeous breasts she has? I know I would never grow tired of looking at those beautiful tits. Even when she is dressed I often find myself staring at them ... so round and soft with a sexy giggle as she moves. Sometimes she catches me looking, but she never seems angry. More recently, when she sees me staring, she just shakes her head and smiles like she did when I was a little boy and got caught raiding the cookie jar.
"Jerry Moss, can you finish the formula on the board for the rest of the class?"
I was suddenly awakened from my daydream. "I ... uh ... I uh ..."
The teacher stared at me and waited. The rest of the class broke out in gales of laughter. My face turned three shades of red. "I wasn't paying attention," I admitted.
"Well, at least you admit it. You had better listen up because this is going to be on the final," Mr. Henson pointed out. "And that goes for the rest of you seniors." To my great relief, that brought the still snickering students back around and took the focus off me.
Chapter 2
After the final bell, I walked outside to feel the warmth of the late-spring sun on my face. There was a gentle breeze and several passing puffy white clouds cast a brief shadow across the sidewalk ... spring fever had me tightly in its grip. As I walked unhurriedly down the sidewalk I looked up. A wide smile came to my face when I saw my mother waiting at the curb for me. She was driving my old door-less and topless Jeep that she had helped me purchase for my eighteenth birthday. I had eyed that vehicle at old Mr. Jenkins used car lot for quite some time. It had sat there for months as I tried to save the two thousand dollars to buy it before someone else did. However, the present to my mom for her birthday had totally depleted my funds. When she said she would help me purchase it, I was so incredibly excited. I put in a lot of extra hours at the pizza joint, but without her help I could never have afforded it. Now I am the envy of all my friends. When I don't take the Jeep to school—due to a shortage of gas money, Mom will drive it and thankfully fill the tank. She says driving the Jeep makes her feel young. Her car is a ten-year-old minivan she got before my dad left. Some days, like today, she comes to pick me up from school when she has a day off or can get off early from work.
I never mind my mom showing up at school like some kids do. Most of them would be horrified if their parents came to school for any reason. Not me. I love for my friends to see my mom. I am so proud of her. Not only is she gorgeous, but she's smart too. When I was young she earned her teaching credentials and taught school for almost ten years. But Dad wanted her to be a "stay at home mom", so she quit. I think she misses teaching a lot. Then when Dad left, she applied for a teaching job, but due to budget cuts at the state level, none were available. To make ends meet, she took a job at a large marketing firm as a low level administrative assistant. After only a couple years she became a senior marketing executive. She says that she was just in the right place at the right time, but I know better. She earned everything she has gotten.
My mom has worked hard for her success, but she says dressing professionally, and just a little sexy, is important too. She does both in a stylish way. Under her business suits she wears pretty blouses with lace and frills and not the man-ish shirts that some businesswomen chose to wear. Some of Mom's tops are cut low in front, exposing just a hint of her cleavage under the lace fringe. She said she wears those when she needs to make a good impression on some of her male clients. I know it works on me.
And now here she was waiting at the curb for me. I waved to a couple of my guy friends, who happened to be staring at my mother, and rushed over and hopped into the passenger side of the Jeep.
"How was school?" she asked.
"Boring," I replied as I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. I like kissing her on the lips. Her lips are always moist and she has started wearing lipstick with subtle flavors. Actually that's how we first started kissing on the lips. She told me one day that she was wearing a new lipstick with flavor. I surprised her by kissing her on the lips to taste it. From then on we have always kissed on the lips, and when she has that lipstick on it is a game for me to guess the flavor. I guessed Strawberry today.
"Nope," she said just a tad flustered it seemed.
"Let me try again." Before she could protest I leaned close and kissed her a second time, letting my lips linger on hers for a moment longer then the first time.
She pulled away and said, "Jerry, not here. Your friends might see."
"I don't care if they do."
"I do," she said firmly, but I could see a twinkle in her eye.
"All right, but you have to let me try again when we get home."
She didn't answer, but instead changed the subject. "There's only another week of school left. Are you ready for your finals?"
"Yeah, I know this stuff. Besides, I could flunk the final in almost every class and still get a 'B'."
"Well, don't do anything that would jeopardize the scholarship."
"You know I wouldn't do that."
She looked thoughtful and as if she didn't hear me said, "I could probably scrape up enough to get you through for a couple of years, but I'd rather use that money for other things."
"Like that nice vacation you promised me if I got the scholarship?" I said, as if I needed to remind her.
"That's already set up and mostly paid for."
My ears perked up. "Paid for? Where are we going?"
"That's a surprise."
"Ah, Mom, come on, you can't leave me hanging like this."
"Sorry, after finals."
"Damn," I said, but smiled. She smiled back and my heart fluttered.
I had been so excited to see her there to give me a ride home that I hadn't noticed what she was wearing. It was a warm day so she had on a pair of white short shorts that left most of her thighs uncovered. On top was a tight jersey that hugged her breasts like a second skin. She did have on a bra, but it was one of those natural ones that gave only a tad of support ... she didn't need any more than that. I could see her hard nipples poking through. I wondered if the kiss had caused that. It certainly wasn't because the weather was cold. I was pretty sure she wouldn't have worn that outfit if she had to get out of the car for any reason. She apologized for her outfit and said she was working around the house and had been running late so she didn't have time to change. I didn't mind at all.
She saw me staring at her hardened nipples and blushed before starting the Jeep and quickly pulling away from the curb.
It was Friday and we typically rented a video and ordered pizza in. She had taken the day off and spent it lying in the warm sun adding to her already nice tan. She had been visiting a tanning salon for a few weeks so I figured our vacation was going to be somewhere with a beach and lots of sun. That was fine with me. We both like the sailing, skin diving, and snorkeling.
"What are we going to rent tonight?" she asked.
"We had a chick flick last week. I want something that has lots of shooting and things blowing up," I replied with a laugh.
Mom sighed. "Okay, but not another Bruce Willis thing."
"You know you love those movies," I joked.
"Well, the last one where he jumped off the bridge onto the wing of the jet fighter was a little over the top."
"You mean people don't do that?" I said facetiously.
"Not normal people."
"Okay, I'll get something that's not too violent. I'll give you one of my famous foot massages while we watch," I offered.
"Mmmm," she said. "It's been too long since you last gave me a foot massage."
We stopped at Blockbuster and I picked up "The Bourne Supremacy." A little less violent then the Bruce Willis movies, I figured. I had seen it at the theater a few months earlier.
When we arrived home and walked into the house, I stopped my mother by grabbing her arm. She turned and looked at me with surprise. "Lipstick," I said. She had forgotten. I hadn't.
I leaned forward and touched my lips to hers. I was close enough that I could feel her soft breasts touch my chest. My heart began to pound as I tried to hold my breathing steady. Her lips were opened just a bit. The kiss only lasted a few seconds, but in that time I moved my lips across hers, under the pretext of making sure I got a good taste of her lipstick. When I pulled back, I was almost trembling. When I looked at my mom, I saw that her eyes were closed. Her lips were open and I could see that she was breathing more rapidly. Her nipples were hard again. I suddenly wondered if my mother was feeling the same stirrings that I had been feeling for so long. That was too much to ask, I thought.
"Raspberry," I whispered, almost breathlessly.
Mom opened her eyes as if she had forgotten what we were doing. Her face flushed as a pink blush came to her cheeks. She looked confused for a moment. "Uh ... uh ... nope, not raspberry."
"I guess I'll have to try again later," I said. I figured it would be going to far if I tried to kiss her again, as much as I wanted to at that moment.
"Uh ... yes," she said, still a little flustered. "I have some things to do now."
"I'll order the pizza at 6 and we'll watch the movie at seven," I said.
"Okay," she returned, taking a deep breath before turning and heading upstairs.
We busied ourselves around the house for the next couple of hours. A while later I saw my mom pass my room on her way to take her bath. I waited a few minutes and then crept down the hall. I peeked into the bathroom from the darken hallway just in time to see her bend over to step into the steaming tub. I hadn't seen her for a week or so and I was surprised to see how tanned she was. In fact, she was tanned all over. There were no bathing suit marks either upper or lower. I watched as she sat in the tub and washed, but I didn't pull my cock out of my pants. I wanted to wait. Our Friday nights together were always fodder for my masturbatory fantasies. While nothing sexual had happened in the past, we typically sat close together and I would often put my arm over her shoulder and let her lean into me. That was enough to make me excited. We always kept the lights off, which gave me the protection to hide my seemingly ever-present erection.
I broke away from watching my mother when I saw her look toward the door. I went to my room and took my shower and loaded the movie into the DVD player downstairs. The pizza was steaming and sitting on the coffee table, along with a bottle of chilled red wine, when my mother finally came down. She smiled when she saw the wine and two glasses. She usually let me have a couple glasses as long as I wasn't going out afterward. I never went out after our Friday night movie. I had no interest in going out with the boys or even a girlfriend when I could spend the evening with my mother.
I had on a pair of boxer shorts and no shirt. I often ran around in my underwear; after all they were almost like swim trunks anyway. Mom was wearing a robe and her hair was wet. I couldn't tell if she had anything on underneath the robe. My imagination ran wild with the possibility that she was naked.
"I had to wash my hair after being at the salon. It was all greasy. I need to dry it before we start watching the movie, okay?"



"Sure. Let me do it," I said, reaching for the blow dryer she had in her hand.
"You don't have to do that."
"I'd love to," I said, quickly plugging the dryer into a wall outlet. "Here sit on the floor between my legs," I said as I sat on the sofa and spread my legs.
"Wow, this is special treatment."
"It is. So are you going to tell me where we are going on vacation?"
My mother giggled and said, "Ah, so that's what this is all about." She reached over and poured two glasses of wine and sat back, handing me one. "I knew there was a method to your madness."
"Do you think I'm that shallow to resort to such trickery?"
She turned and looked up at me with a smile and said, "Yes, you would."
I took a quick gulp of wine and sat the glass down on the coffee table. "Okay, you're right," I laughed. "Now tell me."
"Nope, after finals. And that's final."
"Damn," I said a second before I turned on the hair dryer. I began to blow dry her hair. I used one hand to fluff it up as I waggled the dryer over the back and then the top of her head. She leaned her head back so that her neck was touching the sofa between my legs as she sipped her wine. I squeezed my legs together until I was touching her arms on both sides. I could feel her warmth through the bathrobe. I could smell the fresh washed fragrance of her hair and the lavender soap she had used in her bath. The combination began to have an effect on me and I felt myself becoming excited. My cock began to grow down the leg of my shorts and was in an uncomfortable position. I wanted to reach down and move it, but there was no way to do that without her knowing. Then suddenly she adjusted the position of her head, pressing it against my trapped erection. I froze.
"Mmmm," she murmured, probably as a result of me running my fingers through her hair. "Maybe you should be a hairdresser," she joked.
I had to do something with my erection so I lifted her head and moved back a bit trying to get more comfortable. I almost sighed in relief as my erection flipped upward to a more natural position. I said, "If all my customers were as sexy as you I would."
Her response was a murmur of approval. I knew she liked it when I complimented her. Without a husband around she probably didn't hear too many honest compliments. Certainly not at her highly competitive work environment where she said backstabbing and sabotage are the order of the day.
As I worked on her hair, I glanced over her shoulder and saw that she was resting her nearly empty wine glass on her bare knee. The robe had slipped off her legs and had slid to the floor between them. I could see her thighs, all the way to the top of her hip. The sight of her tanned thighs was enough to keep my cock throbbing in my shorts. I could see goose bumps on her inner thigh as I put the dryer down and began to massage her head. I knew there was going to be a wet spot on the crotch of my underwear, but I was far too excited to worry about that.
I reached over and filled her wine glass again. Before she could move I slipped my hands down to her shoulders and under the top of her robe to rub her neck.
"Mmmm," she murmured.
I slowly worked my hands outward and under the robe until I could massage her shoulders. My hands moved back and forth, squeezing her soft and warm flesh, digging my fingers gently into indentation at the nape of her neck.
"Oh, a hairdresser and masseur," Mom said.
"Only for you."
Without my mother realizing it, I began to push the robe outward until her shoulders were bare. The effect was to make the robe part down to the belt, which was tied around her waist. From her neck to the belt the robe was slightly open, revealing the soft swells of the inside of her breasts. If my mother realized what she was exposing, she gave no indication. I moved my hands sensuously across her shoulders, working hard to keep her attention from the opened robe. I knew if I pushed the robe just an inch more on one side or the other I would be able to see her nipple. With my heart pounding in my chest I pushed the right side further down with my little finger. It slipped from her shoulder and halfway down her arm.
Oh God, there it is, I screamed in my head. I could see an areola of one nipple, but not the tip. The robe was hanging on her pencil eraser sized nipple. My hands were trembling as I waited for it to fall, continuing to work into her muscles with my fingers. My mother moved her shoulder as if she was getting a cramp. The robe slipped lower and suddenly the entire nipple was visible, including most of her breast. I thought I would climax right then. My head was spinning. Yes, I had seen her breasts plenty of times, but not this close. It was within reaching distance.
Before I could do anything crazy my mother said, "Oops," and casually pulled the robe back over her bared breast, but fortunately for me she left much of her cleavage exposed.
When I regained control, I leaned over and turned my mother's head toward me. My lips moved down quickly until they were touching hers. She must have been stunned because she allowed my lips to remain on hers for several seconds. I grew bold and pushed my tongue out and ran it across her lips, before sinking into her mouth a fraction of an inch. I felt my cock lurch and spit pre-cum juice into my shorts.
Before she could protest, I pulled away and smacked my lips. "Hmmm, grape," I said as if I had been tasting her lipstick.
My mother looked startled and said, "I don't have flavored lipstick on."
"Oh, I'm sorry, must have just been the wine on your lips" I said as I began to massage her shoulder again as if nothing had happened.
"Our pizza has gotten cold," she said and sat forward before quickly standing up. "I'll put it in the microwave." With that she poured herself another glass of wine before taking the pizza into the kitchen.
I fell back on the sofa, my heart still thumping in my chest. My hand was shaking so much that I nearly spilled my wine as I brought it to my lips. I quickly downed the glass and poured another.
Chapter 3
When Mom came back with the pizza, she had composed herself. Her robe was tightened at the waist and her face had lost some of the flush. The pinkness remaining on her cheeks was probably due to the wine. She put the pizza on the coffee table and sat down.
"I'll get more wine," I said as I stood up. Fortunately my erection had subsided somewhat. I picked up the nearly empty bottle. We normally only had one bottle on Friday nights. I quickly emptied the last into her glass and rushed off to the kitchen. When I returned she was eating a piece of pizza. I put the movie on and although there was plenty of room on the sofa, sat close to her with my thigh touching hers.
"Oh, you spilled something on your shorts," she said when she saw the dark stain on my underwear.
My face turned red as I looked down. "Uh ... yeah, I spilled a little wine and tried to wash it off in the kitchen," I lied.
After all the insufferable previews, the movie finally flicked to life. I reached across my mother and turned off the lamp at the end of the sofa. Now the room was lit only by the glow of the TV screen. We sat quietly, watched the movie and ate the pizza. I don't know about my mother, but I was very much aware of her thigh touching mine. I could feel the scorching heat of her body against my leg. When I had eaten a couple of slices of pizza and refilled our glasses again, I scooted away from my mother.
"Put your legs across mine and I'll give you a foot massage," I said.
"You really want to know where we are going on vacation. But I'm not going to tell you," she giggled, her words just a tad slurred. The wine was starting to affect her.
I had completely forgotten about the vacation. It was the last thing on my mind at the moment. "Uh ... yep, I do."
She lifted her legs, stuffing the robe between them, and placed them across my legs. "Wait," I said and rushed upstairs to her bedroom and brought back her favorite skin cream ... the stuff she always uses on her breasts. I sat back down and brought her feet to my lap again, placing the heels in my crotch. I poured cream onto the top of her foot. As we watched the movie, I began to rub the cream between her toes and cross the top and bottom of one foot. I continued to massage her foot for some time. When I looked at my mother, her eyes were closed and her face serene.
Slowly I massaged one foot and then the other, moving her heels against my private parts. With a good half bottle of wine in me, I no longer cared to hide my erection. My stiff cock was lying directly under her heel now. As I massaged, I moved her foot back and forth, rubbing the heel up and down my shaft. Incredibly, when I paused to reach for my glass of wine, my mother's foot continued to move back and forth without help from me. It was subtle, but quite noticeable. I looked at her and saw that her eyes were still closed, but her mouth was open and she seemed to be breathing faster. I took a gulp of wine and sat the glass down quickly. Instead of moving back to her feet, I began to massage the calf of her leg.
"Mmmm, Jerry," she said, almost in a moan.
Pulling on her leg, I moved her foot higher on my stomach, forcing her legs open a bit. I strained my eyes to see between her thighs. The light just wasn't good enough.
The calf of her other leg was moving sensuously across my now very hard cock. I wondered if she realized what she was doing. Yet, even in my alcohol-fogged brain, I figured that she must have known what I was doing.
I had to see between her legs. I adjusted my position on the sofa until I was closer to her with her thighs over mine. Boldly I pulled one leg further away from the other, moving my hand higher on her thigh as I did. Suddenly I could see the dark area between her thighs. I moved her leg slightly until the light from the TV brightened the dark area. I suppressed a gasp. I could see everything. She didn't have panties on and I could clearly see her pussy lips. Even in the flickering light of the TV I could see that the inner lips were swollen and were covered with a sheen of glistening juice. My mother was excited ... no doubt about it.
With a slight moan she moved her legs together, shutting off my view. Undeterred, I began to massage her thighs, using a small amount of skin cream as lubricant.
"Ohhhh," my mother gasped as my left hand began to massage higher, gently working upward. Her head was back on the arm of the sofa and she was breathing heavily through her slightly opened mouth. The sexual tension in the dark room was strong enough to cut with a knife. My fingers slipped yet higher between her legs, kneading the soft and warm flesh inside her thighs, now only inches from her pussy.
Taking an incredible risk, I reached into my shorts and pulled my throbbing cock from the opening. Then I pulled the calf of my mother's leg to my cock. I heard her moan, but she didn't pull away. Instead she began to gently move her calf back and forth across my erection as she had done before, but this time there was no material between her leg and my cock ... just bare flesh. It was an incredible feeling, better than any wet dream I had ever had.
I was almost out of my mind with excitement as I inched my fingers ever higher. The robe was opened almost to her crotch now. My head was spinning and my hands were shaking noticeably. I heard my mother whisper something.
It sounded like "Jerry ... no." I chose to ignore it when I felt her thighs tremble under my hand.
Suddenly the tips of my fingers were touching her pussy lips. Her body froze and her leg ceased moving. I couldn't believe that I was touching my mother's pussy. With the alcohol pulsing through my veins I grew bolder. With two trembling fingers I opened the inner lips, exposing her swollen clitoris. Although I had never actually had intercourse, I wasn't a total novice. I had played with my girlfriends and used my fingers on them, but I had never seen anything like this. Her clit was huge. It looked like a miniature penis with a helmet covering the tiny shaft. It was quivering. "Oh my God," I whispered under my breath. My mother was moaning quietly now and her hips had begun to move up and down.
Although I had never done it, I fought the sudden urge to try to kiss her pussy. I was certain that that would have ended whatever we were doing. Instead, I slowly slipped my middle finger into the warm and very wet opening. Her slick juices allowed my finger to move unimpeded.
"Ohhhh, nooooo, Jerry," my mother gasped, but did nothing to stop me. In fact her hips lifted upward and her legs parted, taking my finger deeply into her body. I had never felt anything so wonderful. Yes I had had my finger in a few girls, but nothing this hot, soft, or wet. It was incredible. The warm walls caressed my finger, almost sucking it into her body. When it was in as far as possible, I began to gently rub her throbbing clit with my thumb.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," she gasped. Or was it "No, no, no." Since her hips were now moving up and down to the movement of my finger I figured I could continue. Encouraged now, I slipped another finger inside and began to move them in and out more forcefully.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," she whispered. Then, "Oh, oh, oh, oh." The room suddenly filled with a sucking sound from my fingers moving in and out of her now flooding pussy. I could smell her excitement and it seemed that the room was beginning to spin. My eyes were wide as I stared at the juncture of my fingers and my mother's pussy. She seemed tight, I thought, considering I had come from that opening eighteen years ago. The thought made my cock throb and it squirted more juice into my already sodden underwear.
Suddenly my mother grabbed my hand and pulled my fingers deeply into her. Her hips lifted from the sofa and her body froze. Little whimpers slipped from her mouth as her body trembled. I could feel her pussy clinching on my fingers, as if it was trying to pull them into her body. I couldn't believe that I was finger fucking my mother and that I was making her climax. With each grunt of pleasure more juice poured across my fingers and hand until they were soaked with her pussy juice. If I had any doubts that I loved my mother like a man and not a son, they evaporated in that instant. If I had touched my cock, it would have exploded.
As my mother's trembling slowed, I felt her pushing my hand away, assuming she wanted me to pull my fingers out. Instead, before my fingers were all the way out of her pussy, she pulled them back in, almost violently. Then pushed them out again. I quickly realized what she wanted and began to move my fingers in and out more forcefully. I moved my hand quickly, but I was ever aware that I didn't want to hurt her. It didn't take long before she was climaxing for the second time ... or had it been one long climax. The squeezing inside her pussy had never stopped. She gasped and trembled, a continuous and plaintiff moan escaping her lips. The sweet aroma of her climaxing pussy made me dizzy with excitement.
It took several minutes before my mother finally released my hand. Then her body collapsed like a deflated balloon. I looked at my hand and saw it shining with her copious pussy juice. The sticky fluid was covering my fingers and my palm and there was even some on the backside of my hand. I hated the thought of having to wash that hand. I was trembling with excitement, but I didn't know what to do. I fell back on the sofa, still gasping for breath. Then I felt my mother's foot on my cock again. I looked over at her and although she appeared to be asleep and was breathing normally, her foot was moving ever so slightly.
I brought my hand down to the instep of her foot and rubbed her juices on my cock and then her foot. Then I gently grasped her foot, guiding it on my cock. Was she moving it, I wondered, or was it just motion from my pounding heart. Then I didn't care anymore. I could feel my climax building. I held her foot to me, now moving it slowly upward and then downward.
The throbbing started deep in my soul. It was such a strange feeling, almost frightening. The pulsing was slow at first, but grew rapidly. Wanting it to last, I fought to hold back. It was a losing battle. I began lifting my hips from the sofa. I muffled a scream as my cock suddenly throbbed and shot a huge string of hot cum into the air. I had no idea where it went nor did I care at the moment. Another blast followed quickly and then another, and another. It felt as though my balls were going to implode as every ounce of cum squirted up the shaft.
When the last dribble was pumped out I fell back on the sofa. I turned to look at my mother and was relieved to see that she still had her eyes closed and appeared to be sleeping. Her foot was no longer moving ... it had stopped at the last throb of my cock. I was a mess. My hand was covered in cum. It was on my leg and on the sofa as well. There was a good bit on the crown of my mother's foot too. Feeling embarrassed I quickly grabbed some napkins and tried to clean up the mess I had made. Then I grabbed the pizza box and the remains of the wine and headed for the kitchen. I put the pizza and wine in the refrigerator. When I went back into the living room I was almost relieved to see that my mother was gone. I finished cleaning up and when upstairs. My mother's door was closed. I went to bed and masturbated again before I fell into an exhausted sleep.
Chapter 4
The sunlight streaking through the blinds awoke me the following morning. When I sat up I realized that, in addition to my piss hardon, I had an incredible throbbing headache. It must have been the wine. Then I remembered what had happened last night. A sudden veil of dread washed over me and I fell back onto the pillow. I threw my hands to my face. What had I done? I thought. I might have destroyed the most important relationship in my life. I didn't think I could live with that. How was I going to face my mother? I knew that I had really screwed up this time.
I looked at the clock and saw that it was after 9 a.m. I had gone to sleep at about 10 last night, so I had been asleep for almost 11 hours and yet I felt I could go back to sleep. I forced myself to get up and take a shower. When I was dressed I reluctantly went downstairs to face my mother. I knew I had to do it sooner or later. I had formulated this big apology, all about how I had drank too much wine, and how I would never do that again if she could forgive me.
When I walked into the kitchen I found my mom washing out her coffee cup at the sink. I didn't say anything as I sat at the kitchen counter.
"Oh, you're finally up, sleepyhead," she said with a cheerful smile.
That surprising smile brightened my day enormously. "Yeah, and I have one heck of a headache. I guess I drank too much wine last night," I said, laying the groundwork for my apology.
"Too much wine will do that. A good cup of coffee and a couple of Advil will help. Been there a few times myself."
I sat there stunned as she prepared me a cup of hot coffee as if nothing had happened last night. Yet, I knew it had. I could see her swollen and wet pussy every time I closed my eyes. It would have been a pleasnt image, but guilt forced me to try to banish it from my brain.
My mother walked over and sat the cup of coffee on the counter and laid a couple of Advil's next to it. "I'm going to go to the gym with Gail and then I have some shopping to do. After that I need to run to the cleaners," she said. "What are you doing today?"
I hadn't noticed that my mother had on her exercise clothes. I don't know how I missed it, because she looked great. Her legs were tanned and looked incredible in the tight shorts. I must have been staring because she said, "Earth to Jerry."



"Oh, sorry. As soon as this headache goes away I'm going to try and clean out the garage like I've been promising for a month. Then I'll do a little studying."
"Sounds good. We can put some hamburgers on the grill tonight if you want."
"Great," I said enthusiastically. My enthusiasm was more about my mother's bubbly disposition then about the burgers. She seemed to have totally forgotten about last night. If she blamed me for any of it, it wasn't apparent. Then she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. It was such a surprise that I didn't respond immediately.
"Still can't guess, huh?"
I looked at her quizzically. Then it dawned on me. "Oh, the lipstick." She must have had the same flavor on as she did yesterday. "Cherry."
"Finally, but now that you've guessed it I'll have to try another flavor," she said with a smile. "Well, got to cover up these exercise clothes or I might get arrested going into the gym." As she turned and walked out of the room I stared at her creamy thighs and ass in her tight shorts. She looked back at me but didn't say anything, just smiled. Her smile lit up the entire room. I would have given a million dollars to know what she was thinking at that moment.
I smiled back and my heart started beating faster. God, how I loved her. It was so wrong, but there was nothing I could do about it. I don't think we really have control over who we love, it just happens. I knew that it was not normal to love your mother like this. What I felt was the tingling, heart racing, butterflies in the stomach, kind of love.
Later that evening we sat close to one another on the back porch swing after eating, watching the sun go down. It was a beautiful sunset, but strangely it made me sad. The ever present thought that I would be going away to college after the summer vacation gnawed at my stomach. I was also thinking about what had happened last night. Neither of us had mentioned it and I was starting to wonder if it had just been a dream.
"What's wrong?" my mother asked.
"Nothing."
"You had a very sad look on your face."
I didn't look at her but said, "It's just that I'll be leaving in a couple of months."
"You'll only be five hundred miles away."
"Right, 'only' five hundred miles," I responded.
"I can come and visit on special weekends and you'll come home on holidays."
"Yeah, but ... but how are you going to get ... get along without me?" I asked, my eyes tearing and my voice cracking. A better question might have been; how was I going to get along without her?
My mother didn't answer. But she reached over and took my hand, holding it gently without saying a word. I was pretty sure she was feeling the same as me.
"We'll get along somehow," she finally said without conviction. "Let's take a walk down to the old barn before it gets dark."
The "old barn" was a remnant of a previous owner who worked the property as a horse farm for years until his death. His children parceled the land and sold it in five-acre plots. The old barn was on our property so we often went to sit on bales of hay to watch the sun go down over the mountains. It was a special place for both of us and helped us both heal after Dad left.
My mother led me down the back steps toward a well-worn path that twisted through the woods to the barn. I loved the feeling of her warm hand in mine. There was a cool, gentle breeze rustling through the trees and the sky was crystal blue with a few clouds on the horizon to the west. I glanced over and saw that the breeze had made my mother's nipples hard. I quickly looked away, chastising myself for the ever-present carnal thoughts about my own mother.
When we arrived at the barn, we sat down close to one another on bails of hay. The sun was close to slipping below the mountains and some dark clouds had begun to roll in. We could see what was left of the winter's snow on the highest peaks. It was a gorgeous view and our special place where we could talk, or just sit and be together. I put my arm around her and pulled her close. She laid her head on my shoulder. Sometimes it wasn't necessary to say a word.
After we had sat silently for some time I said, "Mom, are you sorry that you never found another man?"
"I have a man," she said and squeezed my hand.
"You know what I mean. I'm not like a husband."
"But you are my best friend."
"And you're mine, but that wasn't my question."
My mother sighed as she stared out of the barn toward the mountain. "Truthfully, when you were younger, it would have been a big help to have a man around the house. I mean you were a good boy, but I didn't know much about raising a teenaged boy."
"I think you did a great job."
My mother smiled and placed her hand against my face. "I think so too. But it would have been nice to have a man around to teach you things ... to have talks about things like girls and sex," she said and blushed prettily.
"Don't worry, us kids learn all we need to know from TV and the Internet."
"That's what I was afraid of," she said with a laugh.
I paused before asking the next question. "Did you want to have more children?"
It took her a few moments to answer. Finally she said, "Yes I did, back when you were ten or eleven, but your father was dead set against it."
"It's not too late ... I mean you're only 37 so you can still have them if you found someone. I'm sure with your looks, that would be incredibly easy."
"Thanks. But I have you."
"Come on, Mom," I said.
"The truth is that I'm not sure I could have another child, even if I met someone."
"Why?"
"Well, we tried for several years and nothing happened, so we gave up. Then your father left us. I figured it just wasn't meant to be."
Then I remembered something. One day my father was home from work and he had a doctor's appointment. I went with him. I had asked what was wrong and he said nothing, he was there for a physical to get a vasectomy. He explained what that a vasectomy was so he and Mom wouldn't have any more children. It didn't mean much to me at that time. I couldn't quite remember how old I was then, but I think I was nine or ten.
I must have had a perplexed look on my face because she said, "What's wrong?"
I didn't want to spoil the moment, and besides, I could have been wrong about my age. If he had had a vasectomy before they were "trying" to get pregnant, me telling her now would just rub salt into the wounds of their failed marriage. "Uh nothing, I was just thinking how nice it is to be here with you right now. It's so peaceful here. I'm going to miss coming here with you when I'm gone."
My mother looked into my eyes and I saw them begin to tear. As a lone tear spilled from her eye and began to trickle down her cheek I leaned over and gently wiped it off with my thumb. My hand rose almost without conscious thought and settled behind her neck. We stared into each other's eyes for what seemed a long time. With very little urging from me her head began to move forward until our lips were just a fraction of an inch apart. Her eyes were closed as if waiting for me to kiss her.
Slowly I opened my mouth and touched hers. I heard a tiny whimper come from the back of her throat as our lips pressed together. Then it was my turn to moan when I felt my mother's tongue slowly slip into my mouth. I began to tremble as I sucked her tongue, pulling her sweet tasting saliva into my mouth.
Without a conscious effort from either of us she was suddenly on her back with me pressed to her chest. Our lips were pressed firmly, yet tenderly, together as her tongue explored my mouth. My tongue pressed against hers, circling her slippery probe before slipping into her mouth. I heard a moan as she began to suck my tongue. My hand somehow ended up resting just below one breast. I felt her tremble as my fingers moved. They crept slowly upward until my hand covered one soft breast. My cock was throbbing so much that I thought I might climax. I actually had my hand on my mother's breast! Before she could protest my fingers moved over her top and hooked under the elastic of her strapless tube top. Quickly I pulled it downward. My mother's breath hissed into my still searching mouth as I bared her breast. I paused there for a moment to allow her to stop me. When she didn't my hand covered her now bare breast.
"Mmmmm," she gasped into my mouth.
Her breast was amazing. The skin was smooth and warm to the touch and the hard nipple felt as if it was on fire, threatening to scorch the palm of my hand. I circled my palm slowly around the nipple before placing it between my index finger and thumb. When I squeezed my mother gasped again. Her back arched and a loud moan came from deep in her throat.
I pulled away from her lips and began to kiss down her neck. She closed her eyes and rested her hand on the back of my head. I moved slowly, hoping upon hope that she wouldn't stop me. I kissed down the smooth flesh of one globe and then pulled slightly back to look at the engorged nipple. With a whimper I dropped my head and took it into my mouth.
"Oh my God," my mother gasped.
The taste of her sweet flesh was amazing and my cock throbbed in my pants. My juices were already soaking though my underwear. I opened my mouth wide and took as much of her breast into my mouth as I could before letting it slip out to grasp the nipple again.
I was sucking like a baby starved for milk when I felt my mother gently pushing my head. I thought it was over until she directed my mouth toward the other tit. I moaned as I began to suck the second tit. I worried the hard nipple before I gently bit down with my teeth. I heard her moan. The pulsing in my pants was very intense as I pushed my cock against her leg, moving my hips up and down. But before I could climax in my pants I felt her gently push my head back. I thought about resisting for a second but knew better. I released the tit and looked down at her flushed face.
She whispered, "The sun's gone down, we had better get back."
I didn't press my luck. I squeezed her breast warmly one last time and then bent over and kissed the nipple before reluctantly pulling away and letting her sit up. Her distended nipple was shiny with my saliva. She casually pulled her top over her bare breast and stood up, reaching her hand down for me. I took it and arose to face her. Looking into her eyes I opened my arms. She stepped into my embrace and we hugged for a long time. I could feel her heart still beating rapidly. The thumping matched the rhythm of my own heart. I let my arms slide slowly down her back until I had both of her jeans covered ass cheeks in my hands.
I knew that she could feel my erection, which I didn't try to hide this time. There was no indication that she minded and in fact it seemed that she was pressing her hips to me. It was almost too much for me and I had to pull away or again risk cumming in my pants.
We walked silently back to the house, hand in hand. My throbbing erection tented my pants, and there was a wet spot on my shorts, but I no longer felt embarrassed. It was a proud symbol of how I felt about my mother and I think she liked it.
Chapter 5
The rest of the week was a blur to me. I was walking on air from the realization that I had actually caressed and sucked my mother's breast and more importantly, she had not protested and she had not been drinking, so she knew what I was doing. I could still feel her hard nipple searing the palm of my hand and the soft nub between my lips. Then of course there was the kiss ... a kiss like few sons would ever know, but I knew and I felt incredibly privileged. Her lips had been soft and wet against mine and her tongue had stirred me wildly. The thought and memory of our kiss made me masturbate several times during the long week.
I was almost giddy with excitement and if I hadn't already been prepared for my finals, I would have been in big trouble. My only thought was about Friday when I hoped that we would get our typical movie and sit in the family room and watch. I had no idea what was going to happen, but I knew I wanted more. How much more would obviously be up to her. Unfortunately, I had no idea what she was thinking. Was she chastising herself for allowing me to kiss her and play with her breast? Was she going to tell me that she couldn't allow that anymore? Was she just going to cancel our Friday night movie? That scared me the most. I figured if I had her alone with some wine and a romantic movie I could surely convince her to let me take a few liberties. But if she decided not to have our Friday evening get together, all could be lost. I was worried sick by the end of the week.
When she told me on Thursday that she wouldn't be able to pick me up at school on Friday, I figured I was in trouble. She apologized and said she couldn't get off work early. Friday, I stopped at the video store after school and picked up a movie anyway. This time it was a chick flick so I was hoping I could talk her into watching.
When she came home from work, I greeted her with a big smile and a kiss on the lips. "I passed everything with flying colors," I said, beaming.
"Really? How do you know this already?"
"My chemistry teacher graded the tests right there in class and I aced it. Biology was a little tougher, but I am sure I got at least a B. Trigonometry was a breeze and World Studies wasn't much of a test. So, I made it."
"I'm so proud of you, Jerry," my mother said and hugged me tightly. Then she kissed me on the lips again, this time it lasted a bit longer. "So do you want to know where we are going on vacation?"
"Of course. You know I've tried everything, including outright bribery to get you to tell me."
She laughed. "Okay, we're going to Barbados. We leave next Saturday for two weeks."
I broke out with a big smile. "Two weeks in Barbados, cool. I knew it would be someplace sunny. That's great, Mom." I hugged her again.
When she pulled away, she said, "We can do something special tonight if you want to."
I wasn't sure what she meant by something special, but I was really looking forward to our pizza and movie, or more honestly, our cuddling on the sofa. "Uh ... I would just as soon have our standard movie and pizza, if that's all the same to you."
"No problem. I was hoping you wanted to stay home because I'm bushed anyway. We had a crazy week at work."
"Sorry to hear that. I'll order the pizza for seven or so. I already have a movie rented. Chick flick."
My mother smiled. "Good. I'll take a long soaking bath and then be down."
I had the movie in the machine, the pizza and wine on the coffee table, and was ready by seven thirty. I decided to be a little more risky and wear my white briefs instead of my normal boxers. I was sitting on the sofa when my mother came down. I was disappointed to see that she was wearing jeans instead of her typical bathrobe.
We sat and watched the movie, ate pizza and drank wine—only one bottle tonight. Mom snuggled up next to me, placing her head on my shoulder. I lifted my arm and placed it over her shoulder. It was a nice evening in spite of the fact that I had hoped for more. When the movie was about over, I noticed that my mother's head felt heavy on my chest. Her breathing was regular so I figured that she had fallen asleep. I moved back a little and felt my mother's head slip down my chest until it was resting in my lap. The pressure of her head brought the normal reaction ... an erection. As usual I lost the battle to will my cock not to get hard—of course I didn't really want to prevent my erection. The weight of her head forced my cock to throb. I was about to lose my mind when I felt my mother stir in her sleep. She slipped her hand, which had been on my thigh, under her cheek.
Suddenly her head was on the back of her hand and the palm was resting on my cock. My heart was beating wildly as I wondered what to do. Should I wake her? Of course I couldn't. Like the sex pervert that I am, I decided to move my hips gently up and down to increase the stimulation in hopes of bringing myself off without her knowing. That would be better than nothing, I thought.
Then, incredibly, I felt my mother's hand moving. It was almost imperceptible at first, but there was definite movement. Suddenly I realized what she was doing. She was searching for the opening of my underwear. My heart skipped a beat as her hand slipped inside my shorts and wrapped around my cock. Good God, my mother has my cock in her hand, I screamed in my head. I looked down, but all I could see was the back of her head. She obviously was not asleep.
Her hand began to slowly move up and down on my cock. I could now feel her warm breath on the head of my cock through the thin material of my shorts. That alone was almost more than I could stand. I began to tremble as she began working my cock out of my shorts. I sucked in my breath when I felt my cock released into the cool room air. A second later something warm and wet covered the head.
I couldn't suppress a moan ... my mother had the head of my cock in her mouth ... she was sucking my cock! My mother was sucking my cock! I wanted to scream for joy but kept my mouth shut with the exception of a few moans. Suddenly I could feel her tongue working on the swollen head, flicking at the drooling slit before twirling it around the surface. She didn't take more than just the head into her mouth. She sucked it slowly and lovingly as her hand began to pump up and down my shaft. This was like a dream. I wanted to pinch myself to see if I was really awake. I gently placed my hand on the back of her neck and felt her warm skin. I forced myself not to push her head down.
My hips, which had stopped moving with the initial shock, began to move again. I lifted them in little twitches, trying to force more of my shaft into her mouth. She resisted and continued the maddening teasing of the head. It felt like the head was growing bigger by the second. My balls were squirming in their sacks and I could feel them tightening in preparation for climax.
Should I warn her? I wondered. It was the manly thing to do; yet I was only a boy and could be excused for my impulsiveness. I threw my head back and began to moan. "Mom, Mom, Mom," I gasped. That should have been warning enough. Yet she didn't stop sucking and began to move her hand faster. With a long gasp from my lips, I lifted my hips and screamed. My cock spasmed and began to shoot it's content into my mother's sucking mouth. The first blast felt huge and was followed by several rapid and strong squirts. Incredible pleasure rushed through me and I could think of nothing but my mother's sucking mouth and my squirting cock. It seemed to last much longer then when I did it myself and it felt a heck of a lot better. When the throbbing slowed and the last dribble was sucked from the head, I relaxed back onto the sofa. My mother held my cock in her mouth until it had wilted. Then she abruptly stood up, but she didn't look at me. I figured she was having second thoughts about what she had just done. I watched with my heart still beating rapidly as she walked out of the room without saying a word.
When I looked down at my now shrunken cock, there was only a dribble of cum at the head. My mother had either swallowed my cum or left the room to spit it out. I, of course, fantasized that she had swallowed it.
Chapter 6
It was quieter than usual in the house when I arose on Saturday morning. I went downstairs and found a note on the kitchen table from my mother saying that she had to do some shopping for our vacation trip and would be back by mid-afternoon. I was actually relieved that she wasn't home. Like the previous Saturday, I had no idea what I was going to say to her and I needed time to think. What had occurred last night was not a mistake or a slip-up this time. My mother had sucked my cock and most likely swallowed my sperm (at least in my mind she had). She was probably less inebriated than the previous Friday night so it couldn't be blamed on alcohol. Yet, it was still impossible for me to fathom that my own mother had sucked my cock. Just thinking those words made me question my sanity.



Instead of moping around the house I decided to do some chores. I worked around the yard, mowing and trimming until I was exhausted. I went inside and got a glass of lemonade and then decide to take a dip in the pool. The cool, refreshing water invigorated me almost immediately. I swam twenty laps before drying off and lying in the sun. My mother wasn't the only one that needed to get a little sun before we took our vacation. The warm sun felt good on my body and I drifted off to sleep.
I don't know how long I had been asleep when I awoke with a gasp as cold water covered my chest. "Mom," I screamed when I realized she had dowsed me a large glass of pool water. I jumped up and headed for her. She was giggling as she started to run back into the house. But I was a lot faster and I caught her before she could get away. I swept her up in my arms and headed for the pool, ready to toss her in.
"No, please, Jerry," she screamed. "At least let me get my bathing suit on."
She did have on a nice pair of shorts and top. I stopped and put her down. "All right, but you're going in the pool for splashing me. I could have serious psychological problems from being so rudely awakened," I joked.
She looked at me smugly. "Who says you don't already have serious psychological problems."
I made like I was going after her again but she ran into the house. Deciding I had had enough sun I went inside as well. The truth was, if my mom hadn't awakened me when she did I could have gotten a serious sunburn. In the house I sat down in the living room to watch TV.
I was dozing off again when I heard my mother's voice.
"What do you think of this bathing suit," she said.
I opened my eyes and saw her standing before me in a tiny bikini. It looked relatively modest in front, but then she turned around. There was but a small strip of material running between her gorgeous ass cheeks, leaving her buttocks totally bare.
"Mom!" I exclaimed. "Are you really going to wear that on the beach?"
"I was planning on it. But you don't like it apparently."
"No, I love it. It's just ... just that I have never seen you wear something that uh ..." I stuttered, looking for the word.
"Revealing?" she asked.
I was thinking sexy, but I said, "Yes, revealing."
"Well you should know the beach at the hotel is clothing optional."
"Really?" That had never occurred to me.
"Yes it is. So I might be the most dressed person on the beach in this outfit ... that is if I wear anything at all."
I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. Was my mother really going to go naked on a beach? I wondered. This vacation was sounding better all the time.
"From the way your mouth is hanging open I assume you approve then. I've got a few more outfits to show you." With that my mother turned around and walked back upstairs. I stared at her nearly naked ass until she had disappeared. Although I was in the air-conditioned house I found sweat dripping from my brow. And of course I had a raging hard-on.
When she came back she had on a white top and skirt with a red flower design. If I was shocked with the bathing suit, this was even more daring. The top barely covered her breasts. From my position on the sofa, I could see the soft swells of her lower breasts. It appeared that if she moved a little too quickly the top would flip up and leave her bare breasted.
"So what do you think of this one?" she asked as she raised her arms over her head, pulling the top even higher on her breasts.
I could plainly see that her nipples were hard under the tiny top. "Wow," was all I could say.
"I'll take that as approval," she said and then walked away.
My mother modeled all the outfits that she had bought. Each one seemed to reveal more skin. The last one was another bathing suit in what appeared to be shiny black leather. It covered very little.
I couldn't believe that this was my conservative mother wearing miniskirts, short tight dresses, and low cut tube tops. To say I enjoyed the fashion show would be an understatement. I was forced to cover my crotch with a pillow or risk revealing my throbbing erection.
Later that night I snuck upstairs to spy on my mother as usual. I was peeking through the door as she sat at her vanity doing her nightly ritual when I saw her look directly at me. I quickly backed up into the dark hallway, but I had a feeling it was too late.
"Why don't you come on in," she said, staring at me.
I froze. Yep, I was caught.
When I didn't move she said firmly, "Come in here, Jerry."
With a trembling hand I pushed open the bedroom door and stood like a deer caught in the headlights. My pants were tented with my erection. She motioned for me to come closer. I took a few more steps and stopped in the middle of the room. My eyes were wide as I stared at her naked body.
"Do you think I haven't noticed you peeking at me?" she said with a knowing smile. "Now come over here."
I was too embarrassed to answer. Like a zombie I walked over to where she was sitting. Although I was embarrassed, it didn't stop me from staring. "I ... I ... I'm sorry," I whispered. My eyes were large as saucers as I stared at her naked form.
"Sorry for what? Sorry that you have been spying on me? Do you think I couldn't have stopped that a long time ago? I know you put the pieces of rubber on my bedroom and bathroom doors. Did you think you were fooling me?"
"I ... uh ... I'm ..." I stammered, having no idea what to say. I wanted to melt into the floor. For a moment I considered turning and running. But I knew that would only delay facing the music.
"I think it's time we both stopped pretending," she said with a serious look on her face. "Let's talk."
I stood in front of her with my mind was racing. I figured this is where she laid into me and let me know what a pervert I had been. Yet hadn't she sucked me off just last night? Who was the pervert there, I thought. Still, I wasn't about to argue with her because I was in fact a pervert; I am the one that lusts after my own mother. I would take my medicine and hope that she didn't hate me.
"All right, first of all, let's discuss last night. I know I don't have to say this, but I will anyway. What we have done is very wrong. I mean, a mother should not let her son do ... or more directly a mother should not do the kind of things that I have done with you. Society frowns on mothers and sons doing sexual things. Unfortunately I have let it go too far already."
She paused, looking at me strangely. I couldn't tell what that look meant. Was she trying to think of the words to tell me that we had to stop? "I'm sorry," I blurted, not knowing what I was sorry about. I was certainly not sorry about what we had done.
"There is no reason to be sorry, Jerry. You haven't done anything wrong ... I mean you are just a boy with the raging hormones to prove it." She paused again before saying, "Jerry, you know I care for you very deeply. Our relationship has been more than a mother and son for quite some time. I feel things for you that a mother should not feel toward her son. Unfortunately I have given into my urges. Chalk it up to the wine, my libido, living without a man for so many years, or anything else you can think of. I don't know the true answer myself. I only know how I feel about you. I love you Jerry and I think you feel the same about me. Am I right?"
Had I heard her right? Did she say she loved me? My heart was suddenly ready to leap out of my chest. She was saying things I had thought a thousand times but never imagined I would hear them from her. I heard what she was saying yet my brain was having a very difficult time understanding her words."
"Earth to Jerry," she said. She seemed to be saying that to me a lot lately.
"Uh ... yes ... I mean ... I ... I do love you." My muttered words sounded incredibly lame. I had rehearsed a thousand times what I would say to her if I ever got the chance to reveal my true feelings, never expecting to get the opportunity. Now that I had the chance all I could do was stutter inane words in response. God, I'm an idiot, I thought.
She looked at me and smiled. "I guess that will do for now." Then she said, "The other thing I know is that I love the things we have done. I know I shouldn't and I have beat myself up over and over. Now I suppose I have accepted what we have done as a natural outcome of our closeness. We could stop and live a lie ... both of us unhappy."
I stood looking dumb wondering if she was saying we could keep doing the things we had done. That was almost too much for my mind to comprehend.
When I didn't say anything she said, "What I am saying is that I have decided that we can continue to do sexual things ... but with limits."
I had no idea what the limits would be, and I really didn't care at that point. I would take anything I could get.
I think my mother could see that I was no longer listening to her. She said, "Come closer, Jerry."
I hesitated for only a second before I moved closer to her on shaky legs. Now I was standing directly in front of my mother with my cock tenting my underwear.
"Take your cock out. I want to see it," she said in a matter-of-fact tone.
"Huh?" I mumbled.
"I said, take your cock out, I want to see it," she repeated.
I could see that her chest was moving up and down more rapidly, indicating that her breathing had increased. It matched mine. With shaking hand I reached into my underwear and pulled my cock out. It sprang out of my shorts, the head swollen and dripping clear juice. At first I felt embarrassed, but then I saw the look in my mother's eyes and felt pride. I thrust my hips out.
"My, my, you have grown into quite a man," she said in a half whisper as if she was talking to herself. "I couldn't see it well last night," she added as she reached her hand toward it.
I could see that her hand was trembling. I watched with eyes wide as her hand slowly wrapped around the shaft.
"Nice and thick. It will make some woman very happy someday."
I don't want to make some woman happy, I thought, I want to make you happy. I watched as she began to slowly stroke me, moving her hand up and down the shaft as her eyes stared at the pulsing head. A large drop of juice appeared at the slit. She used her thumb to rub it across the head. As I stared down at my mother stroking my cock, I began to tremble. My heart was beating so rapidly that I was suddenly light headed and my knees began to grow weak.
"Mmmm, it's getting bigger. And these balls are really starting to squirm," she said with growing confidence at the control she had over me. "I think they need emptying. What do you think?"
Words choked in my throat and I couldn't answer. I nodded my head.
She rubbed her palm across the dripping head, coating it with my copious juice before she began to stroke me faster.
I was gasping for breath now, my hips suddenly following the rapid movement of her hand. She worked her hand up and down my cock creating froth, which in turn created a sloppy sucking sound that echoed from the walls of her bedroom. Her sparkling blue eyes stared at the swollen head of my cock, waiting, anticipating the explosion. She didn't have long to wait.
"Mommmm!" I gasped in warning.
She ignored me, continuing to pump my cock with increased speed. Suddenly I screamed and the head of my cock grew to the size of a small plum before the slit opened, blasting cum into the air like a broken fire hydrant. My eyes were closed, but I could hear the splats of the hot white cream as they hit my mother. My balls felt like they were on fire as stream after stream of juice poured from the end of my cock. It went on for a long time—or at least it seemed that way—before the stream began to die.
When I opened my eyes, I gasped. The smiling face of my mother was covered with my cum. Some had landed in her hair and some on her forehead with the remainder hitting her in the face. It was dripping in long strings toward her soft tits.
"Oh my," she laughed as she looked down at the mess I had created.
"I'm ... sorry," I managed. But I wasn't. It had been more than incredible.
"No need to apologize, cum is good for the skin; pure protein," she said with a smile as she began to massage it into her breasts and across her stomach. "Mmmm," she murmured as she spread my juice all over her. "Better than my expensive cream."
I watched with wide eyes as she scooped some from her face and took it into her mouth, closing her eyes and moaning in the process. I saw her swallow and my cock lurched as if it was about to get hard again.
My mother smiled and said, "I guess I had better get to bed." She stood and stepped into my arms and gave me a mind-shattering kiss. Her tongue was alive in my mouth as her breasts pressed into my bare chest. My cock began to harden.
When my mother felt it she pulled away. She laughed and said, "Ah, youth. Now you get to bed too." With a final kiss on the cheek and a loving pat on my slowly erecting cock she shooed me from her room.
Back in my own bed I masturbated twice before falling to sleep.
Chapter 7
I got up early the next morning. I hadn't felt this good in ... well, I don't think I ever felt this good. I was whistling as I washed my mom's old minivan when she looked out the door.
"Ready for some breakfast?" she asked.
"Starved," I returned with a smile.
"Come on in, it's almost ready."
"I'm almost done. I'll be there in a minute." I hurried to clean up the car washing material and put it away in the garage. I was wearing a pair of shorts and T-shirt with tennis shoes. The front of my shorts and shirt were a little wet but I didn't think that mattered. My butt was dry. I went into the kitchen to see my mother putting breakfast on the table. I sat down as she went to the refrigerator and bent over to get the orange juice. My heart started to beat more rapidly as I stared at her gorgeous ass. God, she was driving me crazy, I thought. How was I going to manage keeping my hands off her? But then again, maybe she didn't want me to keep my hands off her.
As she walked by me I reached up and grabbed her, pulling her to my lap. She didn't resist, but she didn't encourage me either. When I pulled her head to me, she let me kiss her and, in fact, slipped her tongue into my mouth. My cock, which was already half hard, sprung to full mast.
"Your breakfast is going to get cold," she said as she extracted herself from my grasp. She glanced down and smiled before she took a seat at the table across from me.
"I think everything is ready for our trip. You know we leave day after tomorrow, right? Are you packed?"
I looked at her with a sardonic smile. She knew I was a procrastinator when it came to stuff like that. "Sure," I said, but she could tell it was a lie.
"You need to get your stuff together."
"I know. It'll only take me an hour to pack. Don't worry, I won't hold you up."
"All right," she said as she began to eat.
I watched her put a fork of food in her mouth and chew. Even that simple action made my heart flutter ... I swear I can't understand this love stuff. It was starting to drive me crazy. Everything she did had suddenly turned sensuous. I didn't realize that I was staring when my mother paused and looked at me strangely.
"What?" she asked.
"Huh?"
"You were staring at me."
My face turned red. "Sorry," I mumbled. I caught a smile turning up her lips as I dropped my eyes back to my own food. Suddenly the butterflies in my stomach made the food less appetizing. When I looked up again, my mother had finished eating.
"Well, I have things to do. See you later," she said and got up. As she walked past me she reached out and ran her hand across my face. I felt a tremor go through me.
I was incredibly excited all day. My cock was hard as a rock and barely went down. The strange thing was that I didn't know what I was more excited about—what we had done sexually or the opportunity to be with her for two weeks; probably both things. When the day was over, I was almost relieved. It felt like I was a little boy again waiting for Santa. Only I knew that Santa was my mother and she held all the presents.
It was much later in the day when my mother passed by the family room and said, "Jerry, I'm going up to take my bath now."
"Uh ... okay, mom," I said, wondering why she was telling me this.
Then she said, "I was wondering if you would mind washing my back."
"Huh?" I said stupidly.
"It's okay if you have something else to do. You don't have to," she returned.
"No!" I almost screamed. "I don't have anything to do." I watched as she turned and walked up the steps, her sexy butt swaying in front of my eyes. Like a puppy I rushed to follow her, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.
"Oh, and you can take the little rubber piece off the door frame any time you want. You won't need to peek at me anymore," she said as I followed her into the bathroom. My face flushed several shades of red when I realized that she must have known all along.
I held my breath as my mother bent over the tub and started the water. She turned to me and said, "You may want to take off your clothes so you don't get them wet."
"Uh ... yeah," I stammered but quickly began to strip. I watched as my mother did the same, her actions much more graceful then my frantic stripping. When I was naked and my cock pulsing in front of me I watched my mother step into the nearly filled tub. She slowly slipped beneath the water with a contented sigh.
"You can't wash my back from over there," she said.
I hurried over and knelt next to the tub. My mother handed me a washcloth and a bar of Dove soap. My hands were trembling as I began to wash her flawless back.
"Mmmm, she moaned as I rubbed the soft cloth across her back.
I then moved the cloth to her neck and slowly ran it across the nape of her neck and then around to the other side. Finally I began to move the cloth down toward her large and inviting breasts. I looked at my mother's face to see if she was going to stop me. She smiled.
"I thought I asked you to wash my back?" she said, but she didn't try to stop my hand as it slipped lower to her breast.
I said, "Well, I just wanted to make sure you were clean."
My mother laughed at my dumb remark but leaned back, lifting her breasts out of the water. I was breathing heavily as I slowly ran the cloth over one large breast and down to the hard nipple. I heard my mom sigh as I gently lifted and washed that breast before moving on to the other. When both breasts were washed and rinsed, I slipped the cloth down and under the water, moving down her stomach. When my hand passed her navel, I let the cloth go and continued with my bare hand. I waited for my mother to stop me, but she didn't.
I heard her sigh and felt her hips move when my fingers reached the top of her pussy. Slowly I slipped my fingers between the lips and down to her opening. With a quick flick of my wrist I pushed my middle finger into my mother's pussy.
"Ohhhh, Jerry," she gasped as her hips began to immediately move on my finger. Her mouth opened as her breathing began to increase.
I leaned closer and kissed her. She opened her mouth wide, sucking my tongue in. My finger began to move at the same rhythm as my tongue in her mouth. I fucked her mouth with my tongue as my finger fucked her pussy. My cock was throbbing and threatened to squirt when I felt her pussy began to spasm on my finger.
"Oh, Jerry, you're going to make me cum," she gasped.
"I want you to cum, Mom. I want to finger fuck your pussy until you climax," I said, not even thinking about the fact that I was using the word fuck in front of my mother for the first time in my life.
"Yes, yes, yes," she hissed as her hips began to move faster and the walls of her pussy squeezed my finger even tighter. "Ahhhh," she cried and her body stiffened, her hips lifting from the bottom of the tub and she threw her head back in pleasure. "Mmmmmmpppphhhh," she moaned as a strong climax rushed through her.



When the pulsing inside her pussy began to slow, I used my thumb to find her swollen clit. I began to move my thumb back and forth on the swollen nub until her hips began to move again.
"Oh, Jerry, no," she gasped, but didn't stop me.
I worked my thumb up and down on her clit, centering on the motion that made her gasp the most. I reached over and began to knead her breast, moving my thumb gently over her swollen clit as I did.
"Mmmm, yes, Jerry, keep that up," she gasped.
I had no intention of stopping until she climaxed again. Within a few seconds I got my wish. Her body tensed and a second even stronger climax began. I moved my thumb rapidly across her clit as her body shook with pleasure. This climax seemed to last longer. When she finally stopped shaking, she collapsed into the water with a loud sigh.
"Oh my goodness," she gasped when she could speak again. "You certainly now how to pleasure a girl with your fingers. Where did you learn that?"
"I read a lot," I lied. She didn't believe me anyway.
"Now it's your turn," she said. "Stand in the tub."
I stood up, my cock still throbbing and dripping a steady stream of juice as I stepped into the tub. Suddenly my cock was just inches from my mother's mouth. She smiled up at me and then opened her mouth and took it inside. "Oh Jesus, Mom," I moaned as her lips closed around my cock. I watched with growing excitement as my mother's lips stretched over my swollen cock.
Suddenly I felt my mother's hand slip between my legs and move up to my ass. "Mom," I gasped as her finger moved between my cheeks. I wondered briefly what she was doing with her finger, but her mouth on my cock felt so good I couldn't concentrate on anything else. I could feel her finger wiggling between my cheeks until it found my back passage. I lurched forward as her finger slipped inside my ass. "Mom," I gasped again. But she didn't stop until she had pushed her finger into my ass. I was amazed that it didn't hurt and after a short time actually began to feel good. I had no idea why it felt good, but the combination of her finger and her lips was bringing me to a peak very quickly. I moved my hips back and forth, with her finger massaging me as her tongue worked on my cock head.
"Mom," I warned when I felt my balls begin to tighten. My mother's reaction was to move her finger and mouth faster. "I'm going to cum," I said to make sure she knew that I was getting ready to cum in her mouth. I heard her moan deep in her throat and she suck harder. With a bellow that surprised even me, I pushed my hips forward, burying my cock deep in my mother's mouth. I froze as the head of my cock exploded, blasting my copious juice to the back of her throat. I heard her gag for a moment before she began to swallow. There was no doubt now; my mother was swallowing my cum ... every drop. She moaned as she sucked harder, trying to draw every ounce out of my balls. She succeeded.
When my cock was drained, I almost fell backward out of the tub. I quickly stepped out of the tub, gasping for breath as I looked down at my mother's beautiful face. She was smiling at me. There was a large drop of my cum at the corner of her mouth. She used her tongue to take it into her mouth.
I closed my eyes and moaned at the sight, feeling my cock throb as another large drop of cum slipped from the head and dropped to the floor.
Chapter 8
The Boeing 747 was filled to capacity. It seemed that everyone was taking a vacation at the same time. The airline had overbooked our flight and as a result they had to put my mother and I in first-class. We smiled at each other, almost afraid to say anything about our incredible luck. This was going to make the five-hour trip much easier to take.
As the plane rumbled down the runway, I could never remember being so excited about a vacation before. I think my mother felt the same way. As we lifted off I felt my mother take my hand and squeeze it affectionately. I looked over at her and smiled. It almost felt like we were a couple of teenagers who had somehow arranged to sneak off together. It fact, since we were on the island we would be free from the prying eyes of our small town and could do anything and act anyway we wanted. I don't think the implications of that had sunk in for either of us. I had no idea what was going to happen between my mother and me, but I could hardly wait to find out.
As I sat there and gazed out the window at the crystal blue ocean just off the left wing, I thought about how we had gotten to this place ... wherever that was. My mother had allowed a virtual Pandora's box to be opened and I wasn't sure how, or even if she wanted to close it. I certainly didn't. After all, I was but a horny teenager. That in itself made me wonder what was in it for my mom. She was attractive enough to have almost any man she wanted. I had to wonder why she had picked me. Sure I was a safe choice and there wasn't going to be any petty dating games, but that couldn't be all of it. I loved my mother and now I was sure she loved me as more than a son. But, I wondered if that was worth the risk she was surely taking? I wasn't sure.
I glanced over at my mother and saw that she looked very relaxed in her seat and appeared to be sleeping. It was obvious that the issues that were bothering me didn't seem to cause her the same concerns, or at least she was hiding it very well. I decided that I would stop worrying about it ... what was going to happen was going to happen. It was time to relax and enjoy our vacation, whatever the future held for us.
The drive from the airport to the hotel took almost an hour. The driver zigzagged up and down small mountain roads that appeared to be barely wide enough for one car. Several times I held my breath as we crept so close to the side that I couldn't see the road from my window. We were both glad when we finally reached the hotel. I looked at the hotel we pulled up in front and said, "Wow, this is amazing."
"It's supposed to be one of the best hotels on the island. They are known for their service and the ability to be discrete. A lot of Hollywood stars come here because they can have a nice vacation without fear of the paparazzi lurking around every corner."

The hotel was a pink, ten-storied behemoth in the traditional Caribbean motif. It sat on the side of a mountain, with every room overlooking the beautiful azure waters below. There was a giant Olympic swimming pool in front of the hotel with private south-sea-island type cabana's circling it. To our left was a set of long cement steps winding upward to the first level where the pool was located, and then another set of steps that led to the front of the hotel. On the right side and below us was the beach with beautiful white sands and more cabana's. The cab driver circled the long driveway around the pool and pulled up in front of the hotel, where bellhops hurried to open our door and greet us with a friendly island, "Welcome."
I felt comfortable in taking my mother's hand to lead her up the red carpet and into the hotel lobby. It was early in the day and the lobby was almost empty.
"Welcome to our island paradise," said the distinguished looking man behind the check-in desk. He was dressed in a full tuxedo, which seemed out of place considering the humid island weather.
"We have a reservation under Moss," said my mother.
The desk clerk typed into his computer and said, "Ah, yes, Mr. and Mrs. Moss."
I started to say that we were not "Mr. and Mrs.", but I got a quick look from my mother. Catching on quickly, I put my arm affectionately around her and smiled.
"We have you set up in one of our nicest suites. It has a king sized bed and a wonderful view of the ocean, and your doors open onto the beach. I'm sure you are going to love it," the desk clerk said.
I looked at my mother again. It hadn't even occurred to me that we would be sleeping in the same room, let alone the same bed. Frankly, I hadn't given it a thought. My mother smiled at me this time and almost appeared to blush. I smiled back and I'm sure I had a twinkle in my eyes that was blatantly obvious to the desk clerk. I think he even gave me a little nod of his head.
The clerk said, "Here are your keys. The bellhop will bring your luggage to the room in just a few minutes. Is there anything else I can do for you?"
"I think everything is fine," my mother said as she picked up the keys.
"The elevators are at the end of the hall and to your right. Go down one flight and turn right. "
I walked to the elevator with my arm around my mother's waist. She turned to me and whispered, "I think while we are here and out in public that it would be best if you called me Theresa."
"Gee, I never thought of that. But that is going to be really hard," I said.
"I know," she answered.
We walked the rest of the way in silence. I could feel her hip bumping into mine as we walked and I could already feel a stirring in my groin. When we stopped at the elevator I turned to her. "Mr. and Mrs., huh?" I said.
"Well, we couldn't afford two rooms," my mother answered.
"That's true," I readily agreed. "But am I going to have to sleep on the sofa ... if there is a sofa?" I was only being half facetious.
"I don't think so," she answered and leaned into me and kissed me on the lips.
I was just a bit startled, but quickly recovered and pulled her into my arms for a much more passionate kiss. She didn't resist.
When the elevator opened we stepped on and hit the button for the ground floor. As the elevator began to move we fell silent. I don't know what my mom was thinking, but I was wondering how far we were going to go sexually. Up to this point we had only done petting kind of things ... at least her using her mouth on me and me using my fingers on her. What was going to happen now? Was she going to let me go all the way? After all it sounded like we were going to be sleeping in the same bed. The possibilities were making my heartbeat very fast.
When we stepped into the room, we both gasped ... the windows stared directly out to the Caribbean Sea. Surprisingly the room was furnished with oak furniture, with a large king sized bed facing double doors leading to the patio. It was obvious that this was one of the most expensive rooms in the hotel.
"Wow, Mom, how did you afford this?" I said as I turned to my mother. She had a perplexed look on her face.
"I don't know. This isn't the room I registered for. Maybe they made a mistake."
"Well, let's enjoy it until they throw us out," I returned with a laugh. Could we be so lucky as to have first class seats on the airplane and a very expensive room?
We walked over to the sliding doors leading to the patio and stepped outside. The warm tropical breeze enveloped us along with the smell of salt air. I turned to my mother and pulled her into my arms again. "Thanks for everything, Mom," I said sincerely.
"You earned the vacation," she returned.
"I don't just mean the vacation. I mean everything. You know, how you have worked so hard since Dad left us, providing for us. I know it's been hard. I'm going to do great in school and get a good job so I can pay you back." I saw tears forming in her eyes.
"You don't have to pay me back. I didn't do it for that. I did it for us ... both of us."
I grasped her cheeks in my hands and used my thumbs to wipe away the tears trickling down her cheeks. "I know. I love you," I whispered before I pulled her lips to mine. I could feel her trembling. What was to be a brief, if passionate, kiss lasted a long time. I opened my mouth to let my mother's tongue explore my mouth before I pushed her tongue back with my own. I felt my cock becoming hard and pressed close to her. Her hips responded, pressing back to me. As my hands slipped down her back to cup her ass cheeks someone clearing their throat startled us. We stepped apart quickly. I looked over my shoulder to see the bellhop standing behind us.
"Where would you like your luggage, Mr. Moss?"
My face turned red when I realized I couldn't turn around or he would see my erection. My mother saved the day by stepping around me and walking into the room with the bellhop. I sighed in relief and sat down in one of the cushioned chairs to let my erection subside. I heard my mother telling the bellhop to leave the suitcases near the bed. He told her where the controls for the air conditioner were and showed her how to adjust the temperature. Then she tipped him and he left after asking if there was anything else he could do.
"So, let's unpack and then go down and explore the hotel," my mother said when the door was closed.
"Sounds like a plan," I returned.
We spent several hours walking around the hotel and exploring the village. After browsing the cheap trinket shops and looking in the windows of the very expensive jewelry and clothing shops on main-street, we were too tired to get dressed up to go out to dinner. We decided to have dinner at the casual grill bar that overlooked the pool and the ocean beyond. I ordered a burger and coke, and my mom ordered a large salad with one of the house specialty drinks—you know those fruity things with little palm tree stir sticks. She had several drinks. They must have contained a good deal of alcohol because by the time the second drink was done, I could see that my mother was looking quite relaxed.
I knew I had to find out about our sleeping arrangements as well as what was going to happen when we went back to the room. I guess I could have let it just happen, but I didn't want to make a big mistake. I knew what I wanted to do, but I had no idea how far my mother was willing to let me go. I gathered up my courage and said, "Mom, what are we going to do when we get back to the room?" I said, starting out fine but then stuttering. "I mean, you know, uh ... like ... where we are going to sleep and you know ... stuff?" My face turned beet red.
"I wondered when you were going to get to that," she said as she reached over and gasped my hand. "To tell you the truth, I haven't thought it all through yet. We both know we have gone way over the moral line already," she said with a slight blush. She paused and seemed to be thinking as she gazed at the blue water behind me. "We can certainly do the things we have already done. How much further we go ... well, we will have to wait and see how things develop."
A big smile came to my face. "Can we go back to the room now?" I said, staring at her sweet lips. I knew what I wanted. So did she.
"I suppose so," she answered with a coy smile. Then she leaned close and said, "You want my lips wrapped around your cock, don't you?"
To say I was stunned by my mother's graphic words would be an understatement. I opened my mouth but nothing came out.
"From the look on your face I think that you are interested," she said with a naughty smile.
I nodded my head and quickly stood up. We paid the bill and hurried down the hall to the elevators. As soon as the elevator doors were closed and we were alone, I had her in my arms. She didn't resist as my lips met hers. My hands slipped down her back and then under the waistband of her tight slacks. A moment later I had the soft cheeks of her bare ass in my palms. I heard her moan into my mouth. My cock grew hard immediately and I pressed it into her. She responded by grinding her hips into mine. Luckily the elevator arrived at our floor before I could rip her clothes off her body. I grabbed her hand and practically dragged her down the hall and into our room. With the door closed, I had her in my arms again. My hands went to her shoulders and I began to apply pressure. Right there, inside the door, my mother went to her knees. I watched as she pulled the zipper of my pants down and searched inside for my cock.
"Mmmmm," she moaned as her hand wrapped around my cock. With some difficulty she fished it from the confines of my trousers. She pulled back and gazed at the swollen head. My cock had been leaking juice since we reached the hotel. She licked up the juice and then with a little moan from deep in her throat, she opened her mouth and took my cock inside.
"Oh God, Mom," I gasped as I reached for her head and twisted my fingers in her hair. My hips began to move back and forth. Her lips on my cock felt indescribably wonderful. She knew just how to tease the skin under the crown with the tip of her tongue. I could feel my cock leaking my pre-cum juice into her mouth. I knew that if she kept doing that I would cum in her mouth in just a few moments. But, suddenly she pulled away and looked up at me.
"Let's get our showers and then we can take care of this," she said adding a little kiss to the head of my cock.
I moaned in frustration, but didn't protest too much.
My mother rose to her feet and said, "You go ahead and take your shower first. I have a few call to make to verify the side trips I've set up for us."
I began to wonder if my mother was ever going to come out of the bathroom. I was sitting on the bed, leaning against the headboard, naked, watching one of the two channels we could get on the TV when my mother finally came in. I was already hard, but if I weren't, her outfit would have done the trick. She had on a red and white plaid top and matching tiny skirt. She looked somewhat like a high school cheerleader.
I immediately wondered if she had panties on underneath. It didn't take long to find out. She stepped onto the bed and straddled me. I could see directly under the tiny skirt. "God, Mom," I gasped. I could see her pussy clearly. It was already swollen and wet.
"You like my outfit? I found it in the attic the other day. I used to wear it for your father, but he never seemed to care too much."
I barely heard her words. I couldn't believe this was my mother standing above me with her legs spread. I stared mutely.
"Jerry, are you there," Mother asked, looking down at my wide eyes.
"Huh?" I stuttered.
"I asked if you liked my outfit?"
Suddenly I realized that she was waiting for an answer. "I love it. You can wear it for me anytime."
"I thought you might." With that she giggled and began to squat over my face.
As her pussy came closer and closer to me, I could smell her scent. It made my head spin. When her pussy was within reaching distance I stuck my tongue out and touched her swollen lips. I heard her intake of breath. Then to my great disappointment she pulled away.
"Now where were we before I went in to change?" she asked.
"You were sucking me," I replied.
"Oh yes," she said. With that she bent over and took my cock into her mouth again.
"Ohhhh," I gasped. I watched as my beautiful mother wrapped her sexy lips around my cock and sucked. My balls began to churn almost immediately. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and began to pump me. "Oh, Mom," I whispered as I watched her work on my cock head and stroke me. It wasn't going to take long for me to climax if she kept that up. I reached for her and began to direct her head and down. She pulled back and smiled up at me.
"Not yet," she said. "I want to suck this beautiful cock for a while." She bent her head again and began to tease my slit with her tongue. She ran her tongue up and down the slit, collecting the juice and pulling it back into her mouth. I watched her face as she tasted my pre-cum juice. There was a look of serene pleasure when she tasted me. With a moan she bent back over and started to suck me, harder this time.
I waited as long as I could, trying to will my climax back. Eventually I couldn't hold out any longer. "Mom," I gasped. She moaned and took me deep into her mouth. I could feel my balls begin to churn again. Then my cock started to throb. "Ahhhhh," I cried and lifted my hips from the bed as my cum began rocketing up the shaft. It blasted into my mother's sucking mouth with great force. Without hesitation she swallowed, moaning deep in her throat as she did. Blast after blast filled her mouth and all was quickly swallowed.



When the last of my cum was out of my balls I opened my eyes and saw that my mother's eyes were closed. Then I felt a tremor run through me when I saw her tongue come out and licked around her mouth, collecting any juice that had escaped. Her eyes flipped open as if she had been lost in a pleasant dream. "That should take care of you for now," she said with a quick kiss to the drooping head of my cock.
Chapter 9
While I was satisfied after the blow job, I was still excited about the week ahead, but more specifically about sleeping with my mother. I was also feeling a little guilty that I had only taken and given nothing back. I knew my mother had been excited as well. I could still see her wet pussy in my mind when she had stood over me earlier. A plan began to form in my mind as my mother readied herself for bed. I'm not sure what her plans were, but I suddenly knew what I wanted.
When mom came out of the bathroom, she was naked. I was glad she was going to sleep naked. She walked over and lay down on the bed next to me. "Whew," she said, "Quite a busy day, huh?"
"Great day," I said as I casually reached over and grasped her breast. I heard her quick intake of breath, indicating that she was still excited ... great for my plan. I leaned close to her and nuzzled her neck, planting little kisses just under her ear.
"Mmmm," she whispered and turned her head to allow me more room.
I squeezed her breast and worked my lips upward until I reached her ear. I could feel her shiver as I gently bit her earlobe and then slowly circled my tongue around the soft skin. "Mom," I said as I continued to kiss her ear.
"Yes," she breathed.
"I want to do something to you," I said just a tad breathless with excitement now.
"What?" she asked sounding a bit apprehensive.
"I ... I ..." I said and paused, my courage suddenly fading.
"What?" she asked again, turning her head toward me.
I could feel my face turning red. "I want to ... to ... you know, kiss you ... kiss you down there, like you have done for me," I blurted. I heard a sharp intake of breath.
When she didn't say anything for a moment I thought I had screwed up. "I'm sorry," I said quickly.
"Oh, Jerry," she said and took my face in her hands. She stared into my eyes, searching for something. "Are you sure?"
My heart was suddenly beating very rapidly. "Yes," I managed to say.
"Your father ... your father never liked doing that," she said, still staring into my eyes. After a long moment she whispered, "I would love for you to eat me." Then she lifted her head and kissed my lips softly, her fingers running through my hair.
Her words "eat me" sent a thrill through my body. I pulled her close, feeling her soft breast press to my chest. I pressed my lips firmer on hers. Her mouth opened and my tongue slipped inside. Her mouth was warm, wet, and sweet. I lost myself in her willing mouth and soft body. My head was spinning as my heart pounded with anticipation. I had never eaten a pussy before, but I knew I wanted to. Eating my mother's pussy had been a nightly fantasy and now I was about to do it. I pulled my lips from hers and began to kiss her neck again. I worked my way slowly downward until I arrived at her gorgeous breasts.
I began to suck one nipple as my hand kneaded the flesh of the other. Then I switched to suck the other. When I was done, both nipples were as hard as pencil erasers and wet with my saliva.
Slowly I began to kiss down her stomach, using my tongue to tickle the soft skin. I moved to kneel between her legs and slipped both hands under her buttocks, lifting her upward. She gasped as her legs fell apart, revealing her gorgeous pussy in all its wet glory.
Never having seen it so close before, I stared. The puffy outer lips were open with the swollen inner lips spread apart like a flower. Juice was literally running from her open hole. I swear my mouth started to drool.
"Eat me, Jerry. Please eat me," my mother begged.
With a moan I dropped my head until I was inches from her pussy. Then I opened my mouth and sucked the fat outer lips into my mouth.
"Ahhhhhheeeee," she screamed. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she gasped as my tongue began to lick her inner lips. "That's it, that's it, sweetie, lick my pussy."
I teased around her pussy, avoiding the open hole, enjoying the warmth and wetness of her pussy lips. I wanted this to last. I was determined to take my time and enjoy every inch of her sweet pussy. My tongue moved slowly into her opening where I found a virtual well of juice. I brought my tongue back into my mouth and savored her flavor. I had always fantasized about how her pussy would taste, but nothing could have prepared me for the reality. Her juice was thick and almost sweet. In dissolved in my mouth almost immediately so I went back for more. Over and over I plunged my tongue into my mother's hole, savoring the reward each time I brought my tongue back into my mouth. I knew at that moment that I would eat her anytime she wanted and would never grow tired of pleasing her this way.
"Oh Jesus, baby," Mom gasped each time I split her lips with my tongue.
Her hips were wiggling in my hands, making it difficult to hold her to my mouth. Finally I gave up and lowered her hips to the bed. My mouth followed. Now I was lying on my stomach with my mouth buried between her warm thighs. I felt totally surrounded by her. My entire world was focused on her wet pussy. Her thighs wrapped around my head and covered my ears, muffling her moans of pleasure. At that moment I was so lost in eating her that I didn't heard her scream. She began to climax. I knew because her thighs stiffened against my head and her fingers dug into my scalp. In addition, my mouth was deluged with her juices, which I swallowed. It seemed to go on for a long time. I wondered if it were one climax or many, because I couldn't tell when one climax ended and another started. Juice was literally pouring out of her. My face was soaked from my chin to my forehead and from one cheek to the other. I loved it.
It was quite some time before I pulled my face from between her thighs. I didn't go far, but rather simply laid my face on her pubic mound trying to catch my breath. When I eventually looked up, I saw that my mother's eyes were closed and her chest was moving up and down with her rhythmic breathing. It took me a moment to realize that she had apparently fallen asleep. I gently extracted myself from between her legs. She moaned in her sleep as I pulled the covers from under us and then snuggled next to her. I didn't bother to get up to wash my face. I wanted to feel her stickiness drying on my face. I was smiling as I fell asleep.
Chapter 10
When I awoke the next morning, I found the bed next to me empty. I sat up and looked around for my mother. I saw through the window that she was sitting on the patio reading a book. I hopped out of bed and hurried to the bathroom to relieve my bladder and brush my teeth. Then I reluctantly washed my pussy juice smeared face before leaving the bathroom. My mother turned and smiled when I stepped outside. I took a deep breath of the fresh ocean scented air and stretched my arms wide. Then I leaned over and gently kissed her lips tenderly.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," she said.
"Sleepyhead? What time is it?"
"It's almost ten o'clock."
"Wow, I guess I slept in."
"Well, we had a busy day yesterday. I thought we would just spend the day on the beach today and veg, if that's okay with you?"
"Sounds great. How about some breakfast, I'm starved," I said.
"Sure. Go get showered and put on your bathing trunks and I'll order room service. Eggs and bacon okay?"
"Sure. Order some hash browns and toast and maybe some pancakes, please."
My mother looked at me with raised eyebrows.
"What? I'm a growing boy," I said in response to her expression.
"Get dressed," she returned with a smile.
After breakfast my mother put on her bathing suit and found some towels. We didn't have far to go to get to the beach, as it was only a hundred yards from our patio. I followed behind her, enjoying the sexy view of her nearly naked ass, as we walked through a couple of sand dunes to the pure white-sand beach beyond. It was relatively early so there were only a few people scattered around the beach. We found a spot not to close to anyone and put down our towels. Before my mother sat down, she looked around the nearly deserted beach. Then she totally surprised me by taking off her bikini top. My eyes opened wide in surprise.
"It is a nude beach, you know."
"I don't see anyone nude, or even topless," I said as I stared at her now naked breasts. But I quickly added, "But don't let that stop you."
"I won't. But I'll wait to take off my bottoms until I see others do it."
"I look forward to it," I said with a lecherous smile.
The sun was very hot and I knew I would get burned quickly. I was the one that burned ... my mom rarely did. I had her put sunscreen on me. We lay on the beach until we grew hot and then went into the water. By the time we came out, we noticed that there were a lot more people on the beach. In fact, we now saw several topless women and one or two who were totally nude. Unfortunately, most of the nude ones should have had their clothes on. Still that fact gave my mother the courage to take off her bikini bottom. At the towel she stripped it off, looking around to see if anyone was looking.
I stared at her beautiful and bare pussy with mixture of awe and excitement on my face.
"Come on chicken, take off your trunks."
My face turned red. "Uh ... that might cause a problem," I said, glancing down between my legs meaningfully.
When she saw the protrusion in my trunks, my mother put her hand over her mouth and laughed. "So those naked fat ladies turned you on, huh?"
"No, you did," I returned.
"Well, I take that as a compliment."
"You should. I couldn't stop it if I wanted too with you standing there totally naked."
"Slip them off and just lay on you stomach. I don't want to be naked alone."
Begrudgingly I stood up and turned away from the people on the beach and slipped off my trunks. My hard cock popped free. I turned slightly toward my mother and said, "See."
"Yes I do. Dig a hole in the sand so you can lay flat," she said with an uproarious laugh.
Hearing her outburst, I saw several people look our way so I quickly lay down on the towel to hide my obvious erection.
I eventually turned over but found it difficult not to become erect with my gorgeous mother just inches from me. As the day wore on and I saw more and more naked people, I become somewhat comfortable being nude. Several times my mother and I walked down to the water and back up the beach. Soon we were both feeling quite comfortable. It was a strange, but it was somehow very liberating being totally naked in a public place. We sat in the sand as people walked by without batting an eye, although, most of the men batted their eyes at my mother.
When the sun started to go down, and the breeze coming in from the ocean began to cool, we decided to go to our room and get ready for dinner. An hour or so later we went out to a nice restaurant serving local dishes. My mom liked it a lot, but I would have been happy with a good burger. By the time we were finished dinner I started thinking about what was going to happen when we went back to the room. Mom and I had done just about everything except actually having intercourse. I knew she said that she was still thinking about how much further we would go, which meant to me that it was still a real possibility. Tonight might be the night ... at least I hoped it would be.
I came out of the bathroom after my shower and said, "The bathroom is all yours." My cock was already about half-mast. As my mother passed I grabbed her and gave her a long and lingering kiss. She moaned when she felt my cock harden between us.
"Let me get my shower," she whispered as she reached down and grasped my cock with her soft hand. After a quick jerk or two, bringing a moan from me, she turned and rushed into the bathroom, giggling.
It seemed like hours but was probably less than a half hour before my mother came out of the bathroom. I gasped. She was wearing a blue corset with tiny blue panties that were all but see through. The corset pushed her gorgeous breasts upward, exposing the already hard nipples. My cock, which was hard from thinking about my mom, began to pulse like I was going to climax. I had to will it to stop or I would have surely wasted my spunk on the floor.
"What do you think?" she asked.
I looked down at my pulsing cock and then back up to my mother.
"I can see that you like it," she laughed. She walked over to me and straddled my legs, bringing her large breasts to my willing mouth. "Mmmm," she moaned as I began to suck one tit and then the other. I used both hands to grab her breasts and lift them as I sucked her. I pushed the two orbs together and licked both nipples at the same time, alternating licking and then sucking.
"Jesus, I'm so wet," she said. "Feel my panties."
I continued to suck a nipple as one hand slipped between her legs. I would have gasped had I not been sucking her. The gusset of her panties was totally soaked. If I didn't know better, I would have thought she had soaked them in the shower. I slipped my index finger under the elastic at the crotch and moved it up and down across her swollen pussy lips.
"Oh yes, sweetheart, put your finger inside me."
I did and heard her moan. She was so hot and wet that juice began to stream down my finger to the knuckles. I pulled my mouth away from her tits and quickly slipped the panties down her thighs. I looked at the tiny slip of material in my hand. Then I turned them inside out and exposed the sopping crotch. As my mother stared wide-eyed at me I licked the crotch, moaning as I tasted her juices. Wanting the real thing, I dropped the panties and pulled her close. I ran my tongue up and down her slit, collecting juice from between her lips. Those juices were there because of me; I was the one making her excited and causing juice to run out of her pussy like a river.
"Lean back," she said, pushing on my shoulders.
When I was on my back she climbed onto the bed and squatted over mouth.
"Is it okay?" she asked as her wet pussy hovered over my mouth.
As an answer I reached up for her hips and pulled her down. She yelped as I drew her quickly down to me until her pussy landed on my mouth. I groaned and she screamed. My tongue immediately found her opening and plunged inside.
"Oh, Jerry," she gasped as her hips began to move on my willing face.
Her juices were literally pouring out of her and I tried to catch it all in my mouth.
"Oh God, oh God," she gasped as her body began to tremble. Then she pushed down hard, covering my mouth and nose with her pussy. I held my breath as she began to convulse in climax. I thought I was going to expire before her convulsions slowed and she moved back a few inches and sat on my chest to let me breath. "Oh, Jerry, I'm sorry," she gasped when she saw my wet and oxygen deprived face. "I could have killed you," she said and then smiled.
"I would have gladly died that way," I answered with an even bigger smile.
Then I watched as she got onto her feet again and squatted over my mid-section. My cock was sticking straight upward, pointing at her very wet pussy. My heart was pounding in my chest. Was she going to let me put it inside her? I wondered. Then she lowered her hips and brought her pussy down until the lips were rubbing the tip of my cock. Slowly she moved forward, trapping my cock under her pussy and pressing it to my stomach. It wasn't fucking but it was an incredible feeling nonetheless. "Oh, God," I gasped as I felt the warm and swollen lips begin to move up and down my cock. Her flowing juices lubricated my cock, making it easy for her to slip up and down. I could see her lips stretched around my cock as she moved down and then back up, almost to the tip of my cock. Over and over she did this, her breathing showing her renewed excitement.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," she gasped as she teased her pussy with my cock.
I could feel her body begin to tense. Then she began to tremble all over.
"I'm cummmmiiiiinnnnnggggg," she gasped suddenly.
I held her body tight as she convulsed in pleasure for the second time in just a few minutes. It took quite some time before the shudders finally stopped. But it was apparent that she still wasn't totally satisfied. Her hips began to move again. I knew that I couldn't take much more, but there was something I wanted to try before I climaxed. As my mother moved upward, I lowered my hips just a bit, causing my cock to slip under her pussy. She couldn't stop her movement back down and suddenly my cock head was in her pussy before she could stop.
"Jerry!" she gasped. But she didn't lift up. She looked at me, her eyes filled with lust. I had never seen her look quite that excited before. Then she slowly closed her eyes and let her weight move downward until my cock was all the way inside her sweet and warm pussy.
I was delirious with excitement. My eyes closed and I tried to concentrate on anything but the warm sheath of flesh surrounding my cock. Tremors inside her massaged my cock from the tip to my balls. I had never felt anything so good. It was like my cock was encased in a warm and wet glove.
I opened my eyes to see my mother looking directly into my eyes. She bit her lip and I knew that she was trying to decide if she should make me pull out. Then her eyes glazed over and I knew that a decision had being reached. With a sigh of resignation or pleasure she slowly lifted up until only the head of my cock remained inside her. For a moment I thought she had changed her mind and was going to let my cock slip out of her. But, instead, she closed her eyes and started moving back down, an inch at a time, until my entire cock was buried deep inside her pussy again.
"Oh God Mom, my cock is in your pussy. I'm fucking you!" I hissed, stating the obvious. Her warm and soft pussy flesh surrounded my cock, making me tremble with pleasure. I don't know if this had been her intention, but I couldn't be happier. It was a fantasy come true ... one that had been the fodder for my masturbation for a long time. While I wanted it to last, the stimulation was too much for me. "Mom," I hissed as my cock throbbed deep inside her pussy. "Oh, God, I'm going to cum," I warned. I wasn't sure if she was going to let me cum in her or not.
There was a low grown that started deep in my mother's throat. I couldn't tell if it was excitement or frustration. But then, just as my balls sent my sperm hurtling up the shaft, she lifted up and let my cock slip out. My now squirting cock was trapped between her pussy and my stomach. While frustrating, the sensation of her warm pussy on my cock kept my cock squirting until I was totally drained. I gasped for breath, my eyes closed in pleasure.
When I regained my senses, I realized that my mother was climaxing again. I looked between us and watched as she rubbed her clit on the shaft of my cock, smeared my sticky cum over my cock and stomach. When her trembling stopped she collapsed on top of me.
It took some time before my mother raised her head. She said, "That wasn't supposed to happen."
"Sorry," I lied.
"Well we have to be careful in the future," she said, but there didn't seem to be a lot of conviction in her voice.
"Yes," I agreed, relieved that she didn't blame me. "But you know that was the most wonderful feeling I have ever felt."
Mom leaned to me and kissed my lips. When she pulled away, she said, "It was for me too, but I think that was going a little too far."



"Why," I asked bravely, "We've done almost everything else?" My mother rolled to her back and I followed, throwing my arm over her chest and leaning my head close to her. I saw her biting her lip. "I love you and you love me," I added, hoping that would weaken her resolve.
She sighed. "I do love you," she said as she raised her hand to my cheek. "I don't know ... I'm confused right now," she said. "I've already let you ... let us do things no mother and son should ever do."
"But since we have done those things, why can't we (I almost said fuck but caught myself) you know, make love?"
Another sigh slipped from her lips. "Let me think about it."
My face broke into a broad smile.
"I didn't say we could," she admonished. "I said I need time to think about it."
"I know," I returned with a gleam in my eyes.
"You're getting pretty smug young man," she said with a serious face, but then she smiled. She glanced down and then reached for my suddenly hardening cock. "Amazing," she said when several strokes of her hand brought my cock to full erection. Then she pushed me onto my back and leaned over. "You need a good cleaning." With that she began to lick my stomach and balls, avoiding my cock, as she lapped up my cum.
When that area was clean she lifted my cock to her mouth. "Mmmm," she groaned as she took the pulsing head into her mouth.
I threw my head back and moaned in pleasure. My fingers rested on her head as she began to suck me. She used her hand on the shaft, moving it up and down as her mouth cleaned the cum residue.
I closed my eyes and let her work on me. After the strong climax I just had, I knew I could go for a long time before I came again. I think my mom was counting on that. I had the distinct impression that she really loved sucking cock and I was more than willing to allow her that pleasure.
It took about twenty minutes before I felt the rumblings in my balls again. I knew that I didn't have to warn her this time, but I said, "I'm going to cum in a minute." I heard a moan of approval. I lifted my hips and pulled her head down gently. "Ahhhhh," I gasped as another load of cum blasted out of my cock. This time none of it escaped her mouth. My mom sucked up every drop, pumping my cock until there was nothing left in my young balls. A moment later she crawled up beside me and kissed my lips. I moaned when I tasted my cum on her lips and tongue. Then we slipped under the covers and she snuggled into my armpit. We were asleep in seconds.
Chapter 11
The next day we arose early, had breakfast and headed down to the dock for our planned boat trip. My mom had arranged an all day trip on a large catamaran. There were about fifteen people on board. We sailed to a small island where we were allowed to sun on the beach (clothed) and snorkel the reefs around the island. Of course my mother was by far the prettiest woman there.
My mom and I felt totally free to act as if we were newlyweds. We held hands, kissed, and generally acted like lovers. Certainly we received stares, but they were more likely from jealously then from our age difference. At one point we slipped down a trail to a gorgeous waterfall. There we stood in an alcove under the crashing water and kissed. With my mother's approval, I slipped my fingers into her tiny bikini and played with her pussy. However, she stopped me when I began to slip to my knees.
"Later," she whispered as she pulled me to my feet.
When we finally arrived back at the hotel we were exhausted. While I was more than willing to partake in a little sexual pleasure she convinced me to wait until the following morning, promising a reward. That sent my imagination into overdrive.
We slept like logs that night with the windows open and the sound of the ocean waves crashing just yards from us. The next morning I was up early ... both my body and my cock. I slipped onto the patio wearing only a pair of shorts and sat down to relive the numerous dreams I had had about my mother last night.
"Ah, there you are," my mother said as she stepped onto the patio a few minutes later. She was wearing a hotel bathrobe.
"Hi, sleepyhead," I said, mimicking her from the other day.
"Wow, I was out like a light last night," she said as she stretched her arms over her head. The action opened her robe allowing me to see her legs, all the way to her thighs.
I reached over and grasped her thigh, running my hand upward until my fingers touched her bare pussy. Instead of admonishing me I felt my mother open her thighs slightly. I think we both moaned when my finger found her opening. My middle finger slipped into her seemingly always wet pussy. When I started sawing my finger in and out she grabbed my hand.
"Let's go inside," she said. Then she took my hand and led me back into the bedroom.
I stripped off my shorts in record time. My mother turned to me, looking directly into my eyes as she slipped off her robe.
"Lay on the bed," she whispered almost breathlessly.
I hurried to comply, wondering what she had in mind. I remembered her promise of a reward for waiting for sex until this morning. As I lay on my back my mother crawled onto the bed and knelt between my legs. Then she bent over and lovingly took my cock into her hands. As she gently stroked me she stared into my eyes.
"I thought a lot about our relationship yesterday," she said. "I know this is crazy ... what we have done on this trip, the sexual relation we have developed ... all of it."
"Mom," I said, but she put her hand up to stop me.
"Let me finish. I love you and I know you love me and it is much more than just love between mother and son."
I nodded my head, wondering where this was going. We had gone over this before.
"I know you're thinking we have discussed this and you are obviously correct. But, bear with me. This ... this is difficult for me, because I have all these emotions going through me. Things like how wrong this is ... how dangerous this is ... where all of this is going ... a thousand things. But then I think about how much I love you and how much I love the things we have done and, incredibly, all those cautions go out the window. I look at this," she said, holding my cock up and looking at it with a look of true devotion. "I look at this beautiful cock and how it longs for me, and my willpower crumbles."
My mother paused and stroked me several times bringing a large bubble of clear juice to the slit. As the bubble grew and began dribble down the side of my cock she said, "Look at how much it wants me. Wants to be inside me."
My cock throbbed and I closed my eyes and moaned. I hoped I knew what was coming.
"My pussy needs this cock. I've decided to let you fuck me. Will you do that? Will you fuck your mother?"
My eyes sprang open. "Oh God, Mom," I gasped.
"I take that as approval," she said. Then she bent over and took the head of my cock into her mouth.
I started to tremble as I watched her suck my cock lovingly.
When she pulled away the shaft was soaked with her saliva. "I think it's ready for me." With that she stood up on the bed and moved over me. There she squatted so that her pussy was just inches from my pulsing cock head. "My pussy is throbbing like you cock is. When you slipped it into me the last night I realized that it had been far too long since I had had a cock inside me. But I don't want just any cock. I want your cock ... my son's cock. It's so wrong, but I can't stop it. The fact that you came out of this pussy over eighteen years ago makes it so much more exciting. That is crazy I know."
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. There was nothing left to say. I watched as my mother slowly lowered her hips until the head of my cock was touching her already wet pussy. Then she moved lower, taking the head into her. Her mouth opened as she stared into my eyes.
"Oh, Mom," I gasped as she pushed lower. Inch by inch my cock slipped into my mother's pussy until it was all inside her again. And it felt as good as the first time.
My mother paused with my cock inside her to my balls. Her eyes closed in pleasure. "Oh, Jerry, your cock feels so good inside me. It feels so big. I can feel the head touching my cervix. I've never had anything that deep before."
I felt her pussy throb and squeeze my cock. I gritted my teeth to keep from shooting my load inside her that very minute. Still I didn't know how long I was going to last.
My mother began to move upward with agonizing slowness. I watched my pussy wet cock slip out of her until only the head was left inside. Then with a groan she slammed back down.
"Ahhhhh," I gasped over my mother's cry of pleasure. "Yes, fuck me ... fuck me," I cried without concern that the people in the room next door might hear.
"Ah, ah, ah, ah," my mother hissed as she began to move up and down on my cock. "Yes, yes, yes," she screamed.
I couldn't hold out very long. Her tight pussy and the excitement of knowing I was finally fucking my mother was too much for me. "Mom, Mom, Mom, I'm going to cum," I warned. I wondered again if she was going to let me cum inside her.
Reading my mind she said, "It's okay ... cum in me ... cum in me, please. I need your cummmmm."
That was all it took. I bellowed as I pushed my hips upward, forcing my cock as deeply as possible into my mother's willing pussy. Suddenly it felt like every drop of fluid in my body was draining out of me though my cock. Blast after blast of cum shot from me and deep into my mother. Somewhere in my pleasure I realized that she was climaxing as well. My spasms seemed to go on for a long time, but when I was finally drained I realized that my mother was still climaxing. I looked up at her lust-contorted face and my heart almost leaped out of my chest as the realization hit me; now we were more than mother and son, now we were truly lovers. My cock never grew soft as my mother shuddered through one climax after another.
I knew that I could go on for a long time now. She bounced on my throbbing cock, swaying from sided to side, her head thrown back and her mouth opened wide. I watched her tits bounce up and down, almost as if they were moving in slow motion. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles. The slapping of her thighs and ass cheeks on my thighs echoed from the walls of the hotel room ... her grunts of pleasure blended with my own gasps. I let my mother work on me until she was near exhaustion. Finally I signaled that I was ready to climax.
"Yes baby, cum in your mother's pussy. Fill me with your hot juice again. I want all of it. Please."
I lifted my hips and bellowed as my second load of cum blasted from my balls. I wondered for a second where it was all coming from. But then my mind went blank as pleasure ripped through me.
When my mother's and my climax finally ended she flopped onto me, pressing her still heaving breasts to my chest. I wrapped her in my arms and held her tight. Then I felt her sobbing.
"What's wrong?" I asked, incredibly worried that she now regretted what we had just done.
She pulled back and looked at me with her tear stained eyes. "It was so ... so incredible. I don't think I have ever had so many climaxes or one that lasted that long. It was like a tidal wave washing over me and it just kept buffeting me with pleasure, over and over. It was totally amazing. I love you more than you can ever know, sweetheart." She leaned down and kissed me.
I moaned as her tongue went into my mouth. I felt my cock begin to harden inside her soaked pussy again. When she felt it she pulled back and looked at me with amazement. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. Then I flipped her onto her back. "You fucked me, now it's my turn to fuck you." She laughed as she wrapped her legs around my waist and lifted her hips in answer ... or was it a challenge? I took it as the latter and began to pump my cock into her with a vengeance.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me hard," my mother screamed.
I did. The juice from my previous climaxes was splattering all over both of us. I fucked her until she climaxed three or four more times ... I lost count. Then I climaxed inside her for a third time. We both lay on the bed gasping for breath with me on top of her. I rolled off and pulled her into my arms. "I love you, I love you, I love you," I said over and over.
My mother practically purred as I held her in my loving arms. After a while we crawled under the covers and snuggled until we fell asleep. It was barely light outside when I awaken from a sex dream. When I opened my eyes I realized it wasn't a dream. My mother was sucking my cock. I'm not sure what her plan was, but I wanted to fuck her again. I pulled her head from my cock and pushed her over until her back was toward me. From behind I slipped my cock into her still very wet pussy.
I fucked her hard for at least an hour. She gasped out in pleasure and climaxed again and again. When the friction finally got to me I screamed that I was going to cum. She pushed her hips back into me and took my load of cum deep into her.
Although it was mid-morning, we crawled back into the bed and fell asleep.
I woke up first and realized the sun was well up in the sky. For a moment I thought of starting something again but decided to just watch my mother instead. Her face was serene as she slept with her head on the pillow. Her hair was a mess and her makeup smeared but she still looked beautiful. I reached over and brushed hair from her face. As I did she opened her eyes.
She smiled and whispered dreamily, "What are you doing?"
"Just looking at the woman I love."
She smiled again sensually and closed her eyes. "I love you too, sweetheart," she whispered. Then she sighed and stretched her arms causing the sheet to fall from her large breasts. She pushed the sheet off her and looked down. A little frown crossed her face.
"I'm a mess," she said.
"You look beautiful to me," I said, thinking she was referring to her hair and makeup.
"No, I mean down there," she answered with a laugh.
"Oh," I answered a little embarrassed as I looked at her sperm covered pussy and thighs. It was still dripping from her pussy and her thighs were covered with the dried remains.
"I can't believe how much cum you have in those balls, it's still coming out of me," she said. "I'm glad I can't get pregnant or I would surely be knocked up after last night."
"You can't get pregnant because you are on the pill, right?" I asked, having assumed she was on the pill.
"No, I'm not on the pill now. But I'm pretty sure I can't get pregnant anyway. I told you I wanted another baby but your father didn't. We had sex for several years without protection and nothing happened. I was never on the pill all those years.
My heart suddenly leaped into my throat as I thought again of that day years ago when I went to the doctor's office with my father. I suddenly realized that my mother didn't know he had had a vasectomy.
I must have had a strange look on my face because my mother said, "What's wrong?"
"Mom, uh ... uh ... damn I don't if this is important but ... I don't know how to tell you this."
"What?" she asked suddenly concerned.
"Oh, shit. You didn't know. I mean you obviously didn't know that Dad ... that Dad had a vasectomy. It was around when I was ... uh let's see, we were just going to sell the old Buick, so I was ten."
"What?" she gasped with raised voice. "You're kidding."
"No. I went to the doctor's office with him. I didn't think much of it at ten. I was going to tell you ... tell you the other day, but I didn't think it was important." I saw my mother's face turn as white as a sheet.
"That son-of-a-bitch, he never told me that," she snarled. "Damn him to hell, that was when we were trying to have another child," she added, her anger blocking out the reality of the risk we had just taken by my cumming inside her.
"What are we going to do?" I said in panic.
She looked at me for a moment without comprehending. Then her eyes opened wide. "Oh," she gasped.
"I'm sorry," I said.
Her face showed her concern but she tried to hide it. "It's not your fault. You didn't know," she said with incredible calmness considering the situation. Then she sighed and said, "Well, we can't do much at this point. I think it is a pretty remote possibility that I would get ... uh ... get pregnant from the first time. I mean it has been a lot of years and as women get older it is harder to get pregnant. Unlike men and their sperm, women only have so many eggs and the number dwindles as they age. Plus, I don't think it's my fertile period."
I didn't entirely understand all that she was saying, and I wasn't sure she believed it, but I certainly hoped it was true.
"I'll get on the pill as soon as we get home." Then she added, "Your father made our life miserable for so many years, let's not let him ruin our vacation now."
I smiled. "I can do that."
I saw what I thought was a worried expression from on my mother's face, but it disappeared quickly when she said, "Good, let's go to the beach and relax."
Chapter 12
My mother and I were lying on the beach naked when she sat up and stared at a woman, also naked, walking up the beach. When she was a few feet away my mother gasped. At the same moment, the woman saw my mother.
"Teresa," the woman said as she stopped and stared at my mother.
"Stephanie?"
"Yes. Oh my God, it is you, Teresa."
My mother jumped up and suddenly as I stood there watching the two women hugged. I hadn't missed the fact that the woman was gorgeous, but I had no idea who she was.
Suddenly I felt my cock start to twitch. I had to will myself not to get excited.
"Oh, I'm sorry," my mother said, turning to me. "Stephanie, this is ... uh ... this is," she said and paused.
I realized that she was struggling to introduce me ... I mean we were both naked on the beach and I was her son. I wanted to help, but had no idea what to say either.
Stephanie looked at me and then back at my mother. "What's going on? You have a boyfriend that maybe hubby doesn't know about," she said with a laugh. "I can keep a secret."
"No, my husband left me years ago."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Stephanie said and looked at me with what could only be considered a naughty smile. She knew how old my mother was and it was obvious that I was much younger. She apparently thought I was some type of gigolo.
"Step, this is... is my son, Jerry."
Stephanie's eyes opened wide as she reached out her hand to me. She looked at my face and then down at my half hard cock. "Your son is on the beach naked with you? My little Teresa who was embarrassed when the girls got naked in the shower, is on a public beach naked with her son? I would have never believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes," she laughed.
My face turned as red as my mother's.
"Quite a young man," she said, scanning my body once again.
"Not your type," my mother said.
"Maybe, and maybe not. It's been a long time since I've seen something like him."
My face turned redder.
Stephanie could see she was embarrassing us and changed the subject. "I was heading up to the room to change. I'm down here by myself for a week. Any interest in having dinner one night?"
"Ah ... well Jerry and I were planning on going to the Flamingo tonight, ... but what about tomorrow night?" my mother said, looking to me for approval.
I shrugged. Who was I to deny my mother the pleasure of going to dinner with her sexy, gorgeous, and incredibly well built friend.
"We'll meet you in the lobby at six tomorrow night. I'll set up the reservations," my mother said.
"Great. I can't wait to catch up on what's been happening in your life," Stephanie said, glancing at me again and raising her eyebrows.
My mother and Stephanie kissed each other on the lips and Stephanie left. I watched her gorgeous ass as she walked away from us. I was surprised to see that my mother was watching too.



"Well, what's the story there?" I asked as we sat back down.
"Stephanie and I were best friends from elementary school through high school. We lost touch after she left for college and I stayed home. I've only seen her once since then. It was when you were about five or so, but I'm sure you don't remember. She stayed with us for a week. Her father is a mega-millionaire. I can't believe that of all the people in the world, I run across her here on the beach."
"She's gorgeous, but I didn't see a ring."
"She's not married, I'm sure."
"How do you know?"
"Well, unless she married another woman," my mother said with a laugh. Then she added, "Stephanie always liked girls better."
"She's a lesbian?" I almost screamed.
"Shhh," my mother said, looking around. "I don't think she is a hard core lesbian. She just likes girls better."
"Same thing as a lesbian. Too bad," I said and smiled.
"Too bad? Hey, you have your woman."
"True. But you have to admit that she is a real looker."
"Um, huh," my mother said with a strange look in her eyes.
After dinner that evening I suggested that we go out to the beach and sit to enjoy the fresh ocean air. Mom had on her robe and I told her to take it off. With a smile she dropped it from her shoulders and we walked outside and down to the beach naked. I had a bottle of wine from the hotel refrigerator—which probably cost a fortune—and a blanket. I spread the blanket on the sand between some tall grass to give us a little privacy and we sat down.
I had been thinking all day about the relationship between my mom and Stephanie. It took a few glasses of wine to give me enough courage to ask some questions. "So if Stephanie was your best friend and she liked girls ... uh ... what was your relationship with her," I asked rather sheepishly.
My mother sighed and stared into my eyes. "I guess I should be honest with you." Then she paused for several moments as I stared at her with great anticipation.
Finally she continued, "Before I met your dad, Stephanie and I were ... were, well the only word for it is lovers."
You could have knocked me over with a feather. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I swallowed hard. "Really?" I said stupidly.
"Yes. I don't know why but we just seemed to gravitate to one another."
"What ... how ... I mean ... you know, how did it happen?" I stuttered.
"Well, I guess if I told you this much I should finish it."
We turned and lay down on the blanket, facing each other. My heart was pounding in my chest, waiting for the details.
"We were both eighteen and had been friends for quite some time. We were studying for midterms in high school. It wasn't unusual for us to sleep in the same bed and run around in front of each other naked. That night I think we were getting a little loony over all the studying. It must have been two in the morning and we were laying on the bed, taking a break when her hand somehow ended up on my breast."
"What do you mean it ended up on your breast?"
"I guess she did it on purpose, but it was a surprise to me. I mean we had never really done anything. Well, except that kiss on New Years Eve. That just kind of happened since both of us were guy-less at the big party. We were standing there and everyone was kissing and the next thing I know she and I were kissing. We both had a few illegal beers and maybe some spiked punch. The strange thing was that I really liked it ... I'm embarrassed to admit. I hadn't had a lot of experience kissing boys so it was kind of a novelty to me. Her lips and tongue were very soft. My head was spinning, but I don't know if it was from the alcohol or the kiss. Anyway that was a couple of months before the incident in the bedroom."
My mother smiled when she saw that I had an erection.
"Guys," she said, shaking her head in fake exasperation. "So, she put her hand on my breast. I was only wearing a tee shirt and panties. I know she could feel my nipple become hard under her palm. The next thing I know, we were kissing, and it was as good as the first time. But this time we were alone in my bed. She pushed my shirt up and caressed my breast very gently. Her mouth was working wonders on me and I knew my panties were getting soaked. A minute or two later we both had our tops off and were breast to breast, kissing like long lost lovers. Then she began working down my neck with little butterfly kisses—you know the kind I like—all the way to my breasts. God, did she work on my breasts. She sucked them and massaged them until I almost climaxed without even touching my pussy. Finally she looked up at me and whispered, 'I want to eat you.' I could feel my pussy spasm. I was breathing so hard I couldn't answer. I just nodded. She quickly crawled between my legs and pushed them apart. I can remember it as if it were yesterday. She started kissing the wet crotch of my panties. Then she was urging my hips up so she could take them off. A moment later she was licking me. It took about ten seconds for me to grab her head and lift my hips to her tongue. She really knew how to eat pussy." My mother paused and looked at me and said, "But not as good as you."
"Yeah, right," I said. "Go on, please."
"There isn't much else to tell really. She ate me until I climaxed. Then she must have done it three or four more times that night."
"And what did you do? Did you return the favor?"
"You know, that is the one thing I regret. I never did her ... well with the exception of using my finger on her. I just couldn't bring myself to do it. Not that I thought is was gross or anything, it was just that what we had done was her thing and if I did her ... I don't know, I didn't want people to think I was a lesbian. Although I know no one would have ever known."
"Wow, what a story. I assume you two did it more than once," I said.
"Yes. Probably every weekend until the end of our senior year."
"Cool. I knew I liked her the moment I saw her," I said with a smile.
"You liked her naked body."
"Well, yeah, that too," I laughed. "You said she came to visit when I was five and stayed a week. Did anything happen then?"
"The short answer is yes. I had resolved not to let it happen again, but Stephanie always had a way of getting to me. We spent the next day, after your father left for work, in bed, only getting up to eat a quick sandwich and pee. As I said, your father would never use his mouth on me, but Stephanie loved to do it. She did me for hours, literally."
"So I was somewhere playing in the sandbox and you two were having a ball."
"Not exactly. I took you over to my mother's place. You know she loved to have you there and always complained that I didn't bring you over enough. She got you most of the week. Good old mom was always there when I needed her."
"I don't remember Stephanie, but I remember grandma a little. I was, what, seven when she died."
"Yes."
"So, you think Stephanie is going to want to renew her old friendship?"
"Maybe, but not very practical."
"Are you going to tell her about us?"
"I'm not sure. If I don't tell her the truth, she is going to know, I'm sure of it."
"Can you trust her?"
"Absolutely. All those months we were in high school, no one ever knew about us, or even suspected as far as I know."
My mother glanced down between my legs and saw my cock throbbing.
"So it looks like my little confession excited you."
"How did you guess?" I said as I reached for my cock.
"Mmmm, I just had a hunch."
A moment later we were in each other's arms kissing.
My mother pulled away breathless and said, "Stand up, I want to suck your cock. And, you know what else?"
"No," I answered excitedly.
"I want you to cum all over my face," she said and giggled.
I figured she had had a little too much to drink, but I wasn't going to argue. I could feel my cock throbbing as I stood up. I watched my mother kneel in front of me. She grasped my cock and brought it to her mouth and took the head inside. "Ohhhhh," I gasped. She sucked my cock, using her hand to stoke me at the same time. I grasped her head and rocked my hips back and forth. Within a few moments my hips began to move faster. "Mom," I whispered, "I'm going to cum."
When I said that my mother pulled my cock from her mouth and looked up at me. "Cum for me," she hissed as she continued to stroke my cock.
I closed my eyes for a second as my body began to tremble. Suddenly my cock lurched and blasted cum into the air. I opened my eyes in time to see the first blast hit my mother in the face.
She opened her mouth and tilted her head back, catching several large gobs in her mouth. My cock seemed to keep cumming for a long time. When it finally stopped, my mother's face was literally covered with my juices. With a smile she used her fingers to scoop it from her cheeks and into her mouth.
"I think I could get addicted to your cum," she whispered as she cleaned her fingers.
I pulled her to her feet and close to me. "I love you," I said and brought my lips to hers. She moaned as my tongue entered her mouth.
"Let's go back to the room. I need this cock again," she said.
With my cum dripping off her face, my mother grabbed my cock and led me back to the room.
We fucked twice that night, with me pulling my cock out before I came. I could tell that pulling out was frustrating for my mother ... I know it was for me.
Chapter 13
The following day we went to the beach and then did some shopping at the local shops ... at least my mother did the shopping. We were in a hat shop when we saw Stephanie again. My mother gave her a hug and kiss as I stood there watching like a dummy. As the two of them talked, I couldn't help remember the stories my mom had told me about her and, as nature would have it, I started to get excited. I noticed Stephanie look over at me several times and her eyes glanced down at my crotch. I quickly turned away and acted like I was looking at a hat on the shelf.
Before Stephanie left she kissed my mom again and then surprised me by leaning over and kissing me on the cheek.
My mother smiled at me as Stephanie walked away. "I think she likes you," she said and then pretended to show a jealous face.
"How could she not like me ... I mean I'm handsome, manly and ..." I stopped when my mother hit me in the arm and then stuck out her tongue at me.
"We meet in the lobby at six," she said.
"Uh, would you rather go to dinner alone? I mean she is your friend," I said, hoping she would say no.
"No," she answered to my relief.
We finished shopping and went to the beach for a while. Then back to the room for a quick nap. I wanted to start something, but mom said she was tired and that we could do something after dinner. I reluctantly agreed.
It was almost six and I was waiting for my mom to come out of the bathroom. I had begrudgingly agreed to wear a suit and tie, but insisted that I wasn't going to wear socks. It was a lame protest, but made me feel a little in control. I looked at my watch and yelled, "Mom, if you don't hurry we are going to be late."
She yelled back, "Stephanie is always late so don't worry."
A few minutes later she came out of the bathroom dressed. I gasped when I saw her. My mother is always gorgeous, but tonight she was positively radiant. She had on a pale blue Grecian style gown that touched the floor. The top covered her right shoulder but left the other bare. There was a split that went from the floor all the way to her hip on the left side. Then I saw something that made my mouth drop open. I could see the top edge of her left areola. I pointed and said, "Mom, I can see your nipple!"
She looked down and giggled. "I guess I'll have to be careful or Stephanie might get really hot for me."
I raised my eyebrows. Then I said, "Hey, how come you don't dress like that for me all the time?"
"Because I see you all the time," she returned with a laugh.
I suspected that it was more than that. I could tell that my mother was still a bit taken with Stephanie. The experiences they had had as lovers had obviously been rekindled. If I didn't know better I would have thought my mom was trying to turn Stephanie on.
As mom had predicted, Stephanie was late. When she arrived she apologized saying that she had been running behind all day. My mother smiled indulgently.
I saw Stephanie glance at me and then stare at my mother.
"Wow, you are as sexy as you were when we were in school," Stephanie said.
Damn, she doesn't waste any time, I thought.
"You look pretty good yourself," my mother returned, staring at her as well.
Stephanie was wearing what was obviously an expensive dress, but also relatively conservative. It was tight, outlining her large breast and narrow waist. The bodice was cut modestly as well but not particularly sexy. I'm sure she would have been gorgeous in a burlap sack.
"Ummm, ummm," I said, clearing my throat. "We're going to lose our reservations if we don't hurry."
The two women reluctantly agreed and we headed out.
We arrived at the restaurant fashionably late. It was a ritzy place and everyone was dressed rather formally so I didn't feel out of place wearing a suit. We were led to the table and Stephanie ordered a bottle of wine. My mom didn't protest when I poured myself a glass. Soon after the conversation started I began to feel like a third wheel. I didn't really mind as I was enjoying looking at the two gorgeous women. I did notice at one point that my mother's dress had slipped down again, revealing the brown of her nipple. If mom noticed she didn't show any indication. But, it was obvious that Stephanie noticed. I saw her eyes shift from my mother's face to her breast and then back again several times.
I noticed that Mom was squirming in her seat quite a bit. Of course that might have been because I had slipped my hand under the tablecloth and began to caress her bare thigh. I pretended to be listening to their conversation as my fingers tickled up and down my mother's smooth and warm leg. She coughed to cover her gasp when my fingers slipped between her thighs, almost reaching her bare pussy. Then she crossed her legs, effectively cutting off the upward movement of my hand. I made a hidden face at her and kept my hand on her thigh.
Most of their conversation was about school and the fun they had (outside the bedroom) growing up. Both mom and I were shocked when Stephanie said she was the president of North State College. That was where I was headed.
"Oh my God," Stephanie said. "You'll be up there all the time visiting Jerry."
"Yes," my mother gushed giddily, her face showing her excitement. "I can't believe you were so close all this time."
"Well, I've only been there a couple of years."
"Really. And you are already the top person?"
I saw Stephanie blush for the first time. She said, "Well, the truth is my father basically owns the school. I mean with all the money he has donated, he pretty much can dictate what goes on there. I'm not complaining. It's a great job and I have total freedom to run the place as I see fit."
"This is so amazing," my mother said excitedly.
Stephanie was beaming.
Both women's faces were flushed and I could tell that there was a sexual chemistry between the two. I wasn't sure how I felt about this development. I mean on the one hand, I was sitting with two gorgeous women, one my own mother, who had been lovers. And now my mother and I were lovers. I wondered if I should be jealous. On the other hand, damn, I was sitting with two gorgeous women who had been lovers! My eighteen-year-old libido was working overtime.
After dinner the women were still talking a mile a minute. I said, "I think I'll head back to the room." I could see my mother looked disappointed. Then I added, "It's okay; you ladies stay here and talk all you want. I'll see you back at the room, Mom." I could see a look of relief and gratitude in my mother's eyes. I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek and reached my hand out to shake Stephanie's. She pulled me down and totally surprised me again by kissing me on the lips.
"I'll probably see you tomorrow on the beach," she said with a twinkle in her eyes.
"Uh ... yes," I stammered, thinking about her seeing me naked the other day. I hurried off to the room before they both saw my erection.
I was in a deep sleep when my mother came into the room and awakened me. I turned the light on and looked at the clock; it was after 2 a.m. I smiled at her and said, "Did you have fun?"
"Yes," she answered, her words slightly slurred. "Stephanie is still a lot of fun. We went to the bar and had a few more drinks."
"I can see that," I laughed.
With that I watched as she slowly slipped off her dress to reveal her naked body. I pulled the covers off to show her that I was also naked. My cock started to swell quickly.
"Mmmmm," she said, "Looks like someone has been waiting up for me." Then she crawled into bed naked next to me.
I moaned as her lips met mine and her hand found my now throbbing cock.
She pulled her lips from mine and whispered, "I bet you've been thinking of me with Stephanie."
I moaned in answer.
"Stephanie had her hand on my thigh a second after you left. She moved over to your chair and put her hand right where your hand was."
"Mmmm," I whispered.
"You know what else? I let her play with my pussy."
My eyes opened wide. I moaned again and my mother laughed sexily. Then she started kissing down my chest. She looked up at me as she reached my cock. "You know she wants to go to bed with me again."
"Oh, Jesus," I gasped both at what she said as well as the fact that she had taken my cock into her warm mouth.
Then she pulled away, looking up at me again as she licked my cock and said, "I told her about us."
I said, "You did? What did she say?"
She giggled and said, "She thought it was sexy that her best friend in high school was fucking her own son."
"Really?"
"Yep. She was totally cool with it."
"Wow," I said, watching my mother take my cock back into her mouth. I was getting close to climaxing already. But I didn't want it to happen that quickly. I pulled my mother reluctantly from my cock. "I want to eat you," I said.
"Oh God, yes. I'm so hot."
I pushed her over and practically dove between her legs. When I spread her legs I let out a gasp. Her pussy was literally dripping with juice. Whatever the two women had talked about had really turned my mother on. "Damn are you wet," I said, almost to myself.
"Eat me," she responded, grasping my head and pulling my mouth to her sopping pussy.
I groaned and started to eat her sweet pussy. I used my tongue to dig deep into her well, finding it bubbling with juice. I sucked it down and went back for more. My mother's hips were bucking wildly on the bed and she was gasping for breath. "Eat me, eat me," she moaned, wrapping her thighs around my neck, threatening to smother me. I held my breath and kept eating. A moment later she was climaxing. Her hips lifted from the bed and her body stiffened as she started a long and satisfying climax. I fought to hold on to her hips as she writhed and bounced on the bed. After her convulsions slowed, her legs fell from my shoulders and her body went limp. I pulled my very wet face from her pussy and looked up at her. I was surprised to see that her face was serene and she was breathing slowly. She had either passed out or fallen to sleep. Instead of waking her I crawled up and took her into my arms, pulling the covers over us. She murmured in her sleep and snuggled into me. I lay awake for a long time thinking about the woman in my arms. I knew I was a very lucky son.
Chapter 14
I got up early the next morning and ordered breakfast for us. When it arrived I quietly opened the door, tipped the bellhop, and pulled the table into the room. I had everything set up when I saw my mother stirring in the bed. I brought over a hot cup of coffee and sat on the bed, reaching the cup toward her sleepy face. When she smelled the coffee a smile came to her face and her sleep weary eyes brightened.



"Mmmmm, thank you," she said as she struggled to sit up in bed. She took the coffee from me and took a sip. "Wow, what time is it?"
"Almost 9:30."
"Oh goodness. We are supposed to be in the lobby at ten to go diving," my mother gasped and started to get up.
"Don't worry, I called and changed our lessons to noon."
"Thank you sweetheart. I guess I zonked last night."
"Yes you did," I said with a smile, remembering her passing out when she climaxed.
Then my mother remembered what had happened. Her face turned red and she said, "Sorry. I guess I left you high and dry last night."
"Well, not high, but hard and dry," I laughed. "It's okay. I was happy to be of service."
"I owe you one," she said with a sexy smile.
"You don't owe me anything ... ever," I said sincerely. I got up and brought over a tray with eggs, bacon, and toast and sat it in front of her. As I watched her start to eat like she was starved, I said, "So you told Stephanie about us. I assume you can trust her."
It suddenly dawned on her that she had told me about that last night. "Yes we can."
"So she came on to you, huh?"
"Oh, I told you that too," she answered with a little surprise. Then she added, "What else did I tell you?"
"Nothing other than she played with your pussy at the table. I know when you got home your pussy was a swamp," I said with a laugh and saw my mother blush.
"Are you mad?" she asked.
"Not at all. Hey, what eighteen-year-old guy would get mad at a gorgeous woman lusting after his lover? Remember all us guys think with our cocks."
"Humm," she said, looking at me strangely.
"What?" I said.
"I don't know if I should mention this, but I guess ... well," she said and paused.
"Mention what?"
"Stephanie wants to be with me again. You know, just for fun," Mom said, looking embarrassed.
"Wow, what did you tell her?" I said, but I didn't mention that she had said something about that last night.
"That I would ask you. But I also said that I wanted you to be there if we did anything."
"Holy shit! Are you kidding?"
My mother finally smiled. "No, I'm not kidding. Do you like that idea?"
"What do you think?" I said and stood up. The bulge in my shorts was obvious.
With a smile she put the tray of food aside. I guess I should take care of this," she said reaching for the tent in my shorts. A moment later she had my shorts open and my cock out.
"Mmmmm, I would say thinking about Stephanie and I together has gotten you very excited."
I moaned as she took my cock into her warm and wet mouth. My mother sucked me as she lovingly took my balls into her hands. I reached for her head and held her with my fingers in her hair, gently moving her mouth up and down on my cock. I was very excited, but I wanted it to last. When I felt my balls were about to explode, I pushed her head back. She looked up at me with surprise. Then she realized that I didn't want to cum right away. She smiled and then started to gently lick the head. She circled it with her tongue tip, just teasing the sensitive skin. Then she ran her tongue around the ridge under the crown. My legs started to tremble as I fought for control.
"I'm not going to let you cum yet," she said and to my great frustration, sat back and picked up a piece of toast. She watched my cock throb as she slowly drank her coffee and ate the toast. Then she said, "Let's see if I can get you close to a climax again."
"Mom!" I protested, but I secretly loved it. She was teasing me and denying me the final pleasure and as a result driving me crazy with desire.
She stroked my cock with her hand and watched the head throb. Then with a giggle she got a scoop of jelly on the tip of her finger, spreading it onto the head of my cock and then slowly licked it off. "Mmmmm tastes better than the toast." She stroked my cock again before sitting back. I watched as she scooped up more jelly but this time rubbed it on her hard nipple. "You try it," she said, lifting her breast toward me.
I leaned over and sucked her nipple into my mouth. "Sweet," I said as I licked my lips.
"Maybe I will spread it on my pussy some time and let you lick it off."
I just moaned.
She grabbed my cock again and stroked it. Up and down the shaft her hand moved with agonizing slowness. Then she bent her head and licked the crown as she continued to move her hand.
"Mom!" I whined.
She giggled. Then she opened her mouth and took the head inside, gently sucking, her hand not moving.
When I started to move my hips she stopped. "Not fair," she said and shook her head at me.
"What you're doing is not fair," I said with a pleading look.
She teased me for a long time. When she realized that I was about ready to expire she said, "Okay, I'll give in. But you are going to have to cum without you or me touching the shaft of your cock. I'm just going to put my mouth over the head and lick."
I was ready to agree to anything at that point. I stood there with my legs trembling as she took the head into her mouth again. I could feel her tongue working on the head, circling it, finding the slit and licking it, and working under the crown to tease the sensitive skin there. I desperately wanted to reach for her head, but held back, balling my hands into fists. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," I moaned as I felt my balls begin to churn. Like a rumbling volcano I felt my cock start to throb. "I'm ... I'm going to ... cummm," I gasped. My words didn't seem to faze my mother as she continued to gently lick the head.
"Ahhhhhheeeee," I screamed as my sperm rushed up the shaft and blasted from the impossibly swollen head and deep into her mouth. I heard her moan, but she didn't miss a beat as she swallowed my erupting load. It felt like my balls were exploding as they emptied into her sucking mouth. When the last drop was out, I staggered backward and collapsed onto a chair. My cock was still twitching as if it was trying to pump more sperm from my depleted balls.
"Holy crap," I gasped as I looked at my smiling mother. She was back to eating her breakfast as if nothing had happened.
Chapter 15
I have to admit that I was never so nervous as I was waiting for Stephanie to arrive. Of course, I wasn't the only one nervous. My mom was fit to be tied as well. This was obviously new to both of us. I was about to watch my mother and a gorgeous woman make love. Or more precisely, watch a gorgeous woman eat my mother. (I remembered my mother saying she had never done it to Stephanie.)
My instructions were that I was to sit in the chair, naked, and watch ... no touching of Stephanie or her. I had, of course, readily agreed. I looked over at my mother and saw that she had a worried look on her face. I wondered what was going through her mind. Here she was about to get naked with a woman she hadn't seen in years and make love ... and if that wasn't enough, her own son was going to watch. I also wondered if she would rather have been alone. Probably so. But while I was sympathetic to the need for privacy, wild horse could not have dragged me out of that room.
I was staring at my mother thinking that she was the most gorgeous and sexiest woman I had ever seen. She had on a black bikini bottom and top. It left most of her buttocks exposed and showed the creamy swells of her gorgeous chest. I was could already see Stephanie slowly stripping off her top and bottom before getting between her legs to suck her sweet tasting pussy. My cock was already hard as I sat in the corner nervously.
We both jumped when there was a knock on the door. Mom took a deep breath and strode to the door. She opened it to find a smiling Stephanie. The gorgeous woman stepped inside and closed the door quickly. A moment later she had my mother in her arms and they were kissing. It wasn't a quick peck this time. Their lips were locked together and I could tell that Stephanie had her tongue in my mother's mouth. I hear my mom moan. Both women were breathing hard when they parted.
"Hi," Stephanie said to my mother. Then she looked over at me and smiled brightly.
I was sitting in a chair in the corner, naked, trying to hide my already hard cock.
"I see someone is excited to see me," she said, nodding toward me.
"He's not the only one," my mother answered. "I don't think I have been this nervous since the first time you seduced me."
"Did I do that?" she asked as innocently as she could.
"Yes you did."
"Okay, I did. You were like a babe caught in the spider's wicked web," she said and laughed. "I had been planning that for a long time." Then her face turned serious and she reached up and gently touched my mother's face. "That was so sweet. There has never been anyone else that I enjoyed so much. You know I was madly in love with you."
My mother blushed and nodded her head. "I knew," she whispered. Then they were kissing again. This time my mother was more aggressive. Her hands slipped behind Stephanie and down to the cheeks of her shapely ass. Stephanie was the one that moaned this time and pulled away, gasping for breath.
"Whew," she said. "Let me get out of these clothes.
I watched with my cock throbbing as Stephanie began to take off her clothes. Mom watched too. When she was naked she pulled my mother into her arms again and kissed her. Then she started kissing down her neck. My mother glanced over at me and when she saw me stroking my cock she smiled. She closed her eyes as Stephanie quickly stripped off her top and then began to suck her nipples. My mother held her head to her breast as if she was cradling a baby. Yet, the moans and sucking sounds would never have come from a child.
Stephanie worked on one tit and then the other, sucking and biting the nipples until they were as hard as pencil erasers and shining with saliva. Stephanie didn't waste any time. She pushed my mother back to the bed until she was sitting. Then she knelt at her feet, bending her head to kiss my mother's thighs.
"Let's get these off," she said, stripping the panties from my mother's hips.
My mother fell back on the bed, letting Stephanie open her legs. "Damn, you always were a wet one," she said with a laugh. With a moan her head dipped between my mother's legs.
"Oh Jesus, Stephanie," my mother cried. She grabbed her head as if she was afraid Stephanie was going to try to escape.
I could hear the sucking sounds from Stephanie's ravenous mouth over the cries from my mother's lips and I was suddenly worried that I was going to climax without touching my cock. I couldn't believe how exciting it was to watch another woman eat my mother. It was apparent that not only did Stephanie love what she was doing, but that she was also very good at it.
"Oh yes, oh yes, eat me, Steph," my mother cried. Her hips began to move side-to-side and then up and down. Her hands were tangled in Stephanie's hair and it looked like she was pulling it. If Stephanie minded she showed no indication. "Oh God, I forgot how good your mouth is," my mother hissed. Her legs lifted and wrapped around Stephanie's neck. I had been between my mother's strong thighs and now I wondered how the poor woman was going to breath. Since she didn't come up for air, I assumed she had a way of breathing through her nose with her mouth pressed between my mother's gushing pussy lips. I wished I could get a closer view.
"That's it, that's it, stick your tongue in meeeee," Mother cried. "Oh God, Steph, not my clit," she screamed. Then I saw my mother freeze. A low moan started deep in her throat and quickly became a wale as she started to climax. I saw her toes curl and the muscles in her thighs bulge. Her hips bucked upward as Stephanie tried to hang on to my mother's convulsing body.
After a few long moments, I saw my mother begin to relax; yet, Stephanie didn't come up for air. Her head kept moving between my mother's thighs without pause. I heard my mother moaning. "No, no, Steph," she gasped as if she wanted her to stop. But she made no move to push her away. A few minutes later my mother was climaxing again, and then again.
It was obvious that Stephanie loved to eat pussy. I looked at the clock and saw she had been between my mother's legs for over forty-five minutes and was showing no sign of stopping. Finally, my mother had to push her away. Stephanie's very wet face had a dazed look as she sat back.
"It's your turn," my mother said as she pulled Stephanie from her kneeling position.
"Huh?" Stephanie said.
"The one thing I have always regretted from the times we were together is that I never ate you."
With a surprised look on her face, Stephanie said, "You don't have to do that."
"I know. But I want to."
"Oh God," Stephanie gasped as she let my mother push her onto the bed.
I echoed Stephanie's words in a whisper. I sat forward in my chair, making sure I kept my hands away from my throbbing cock, as my mother positioned Stephanie in the center of the bed. Then she knelt between her thighs and said, "You know I've never done this before. Will you show me?"
"I'd love to. But I think you will know what to do," Stephanie said with a broad smile. Then she laid back and spread her legs wide. I could see her shaved pussy glistening with excitement.
I couldn't take it any longer and stood up, taking a few steps until I was standing beside the bed. I figured they could yell at me if I was too close. My mother glanced at me but didn't say anything. Stephanie's eyes were closed. I watched from the side of the bed as my mother began kissing down the inside of Stephanie's thighs. I saw goose bumps form on her legs and saw her thigh muscles quiver. Her face was scrunched up as if she was fighting to hold back a scream.
My mother's lips left a wet trail down one of Stephanie's thigh before she moved to the other side. She placed little kisses and bites on the soft skin before using her tongue to trace her way toward the swollen pussy lips. I could see Stephanie anticipating my mother's mouth but was denied. My mom was teasing her like she had done me earlier that morning. Damn, she was learning to be quite a lover, I thought as a smile came to my face.
"Please," Stephanie begged.
Having too much fun, my mother resisted Stephanie's attempt to pull her head to her pussy. Continuing to drive her crazy she brushed her lips across Stephanie's pussy and moved up to the soft skin of her stomach, just below her navel, where she planted kisses. When Stephanie moaned, my mother giggled and continued to lick and kiss her stomach.
"God, Teresa, if you don't kiss my pussy soon, I'm going to explode."
"Oh, that's what you're supposed to do. I was wondering about that," my mother teased. "Let me see how this works," she said moving her tongue to the top of Stephanie's pubic mound. Then she slowly moved her tongue downward, across her clit and onto the swollen inner lips.
"Ohhhhh," Stephanie moaned in frustration.
I could see my mother's tongue flicking up and down and from side to side. Then she reached under Stephanie's legs and pushed her thighs upward until they were pressing on her heaving breasts. Now her mouth hovered over the wet and swollen lips. With a growling sound, my mother dropped her mouth and covered Stephanie's pussy.
"Ahhhhhheeeee," Stephanie screamed. Her hips lifted upward and her thighs jerked under my mother's sucking mouth. I swear I thought the woman was going to expire as her body shook and convulsed. My mother kept sucking as the thrashing woman beneath her climax. But mom wasn't done. Just as Stephanie had done to her, my mother kept at it. Within a minute or two she was climaxing again. I was astounded by both women's capacity for pleasure for as soon as Stephanie was done climaxing they moved into a sixty-nine position and started all over again. I began to wonder if either one of them was going to survive. Fortunately for me, they did.
It took a while for my mother and Stephanie to recover. I watched, my cock still hard, as they lay on the bed and cuddled. They were whispering and giggling like two schoolgirls. Several times they looked over at me and giggled. I wondered what was transpiring between the two of them. Finally my mother got up and came over to me. She sat on my lap, avoiding squishing my still hard cock. She nuzzled my neck and when whispered, "Stephanie wants to watch us make love. She's never seen a man and woman fuck."
I looked at her with my eyes wide in shock. "Uh ... really?" I said.
My mother nodded, her face red with embarrassment or excitement ... I couldn't tell which.
"Do you want to?" I asked, my excitement growing.
"If you do," she answered.
Like any horny teenager, I said yes ... actually I nodded my head, afraid my voice would crack with excitement.
My mother stood up and nodded to Stephanie. Her face broke into a wide grin. Then she got up and left the bed for us taking my position on the chair.
My mother grasped my cock and led me over to our bed. We started out very self-conscious, feeling Stephanie's eyes on our every move. But as I kissed my mother passionately our excitement took over. Suddenly we were like actors on a stage, putting on a show for an appreciative audience.
I kissed down my mother's neck until I reached her still hard nipples. I sucked and licked them for a long time, trying not to be outdone by what Stephanie had done to my mother. I wanted to prove I was as good as any woman when it came to making love. When both breasts were wet with my saliva, I pushed my mother onto her back. "God I want to put my cock into you," I whispered loud enough for Stephanie to hear. That was the one thing she couldn't do with my mother.
"Yes, fuck me. Fuck your mother," she said, also loud enough for Stephanie to hear.
I heard a moan from across the room and turned. Stephanie was lying back in the chair, her legs thrown over the arms and her fingers rubbing her pussy frantically. She was staring at us with wide eyes.
I made a show of crawling between my mother's thighs and lifting and spreading her legs. "Put your son's cock in your pussy," I ordered. With a little moan, my mother reached for my throbbing cock. I could feel it throb in her hand and desperately hoped that I wouldn't shoot my load before I even had a chance to fuck her. I tried to think of anything but what was going on in this room ... baseball, school, cars, anything. It worked and the crisis passed.
With a low growl I slipped my cock into my mother. Her warm pussy caressed my cock with a now familiar pulsing. The swollen walls sucked me in until my balls touched her ass. "Oh Jesus, Mom, I'm in your pussy all the way," I said in a husky voice, loud enough for Stephanie to hear. I knew Stephanie could plainly see my cock going into my mother's pussy. She was but several feet from where our sexual parts were joined. I pressed my body to mother, feeling her softness from my chest to my toes. The room was spinning. Suddenly it was only me and my mother in the room. I no longer knew or cared that someone was watching us.
"Fuck meee!!!" my mother screamed as she bucked her hips upward and then back down, letting my cock slip out to the head.
I looked into her eyes to see deep pools of love. I brought my lips to hers and as my tongue plunged into her mouth, my cock did the same to her welcoming hole. A groan escaped my lips as her legs wrapped around my waist and pulled me down deeper. The head of my cock touched the back of her canal and she groaned in pleasure. "God, I could keep my cock in you forever," I said, knowing that her squeezing pussy would make that impossible in just a few minutes.
My hips began to move slowly. Up and out, and then back in until the head was settled at the entrance to her birth canal. Out and in again I moved bringing a steady whine of pleasure from both our lips. I vaguely heard moaning from somewhere in the room and remembered Stephanie. When I looked over, she was still in the same position, her juice covered fingers moving in and out of her pussy in a blur. From the look on her face, I figured she was in a state of perpetual climax. Then I forgot all about Stephanie as my mother's fingernails dug into my ass cheeks, urging me to fuck her. I did.



Soon moans were echoing from the walls of the hotel room and the sounds of Stephanie's fingers in her sloppy pussy, matched the sound of my cock pounding in and out of my mother.
"Oh Jerry, I'm going ... to ... to ... cummmm ..." my mother gasped.
I responded, "God Mom, I have to pull out ... I'm going to cum too."
"No ... no ... no ... don't pull out. Cum in me ... I need your cum ... cum in me please," she begged.
I don't think I could have stopped if I wanted to, but her words drove me crazy with lust. I bellowed as my mother cried out with her climax, and I began to pour my potent seed into her pussy. It blasted out of me in torrents, filling her willing hole until it overflowed. My mother kept climaxing even after I had emptied my balls. But the squeezing of her still milking pussy kept my cock from growing soft and after a few moments I was pounding into her with all my strength again. I worked in and out like a man possessed, bringing on climax after climax for her. At one point I noticed Stephanie standing close to the bed, like I had done, watching us. That served to spur me on. I flipped my mother over until she was on her hands and knees with her head buried in the pillows and fucked her from behind. When she finally collapsed onto the bed, I followed, still pounding into her until my second climax took me to heaven again.
I rolled away from my mother, lying on my back gasping for breath. Then I felt movement on the bed and saw Stephanie crawling between my mother's legs. "Oh God, Steph," my mother gasped as the insatiable woman buried her face between her juice splattered thighs. Another gasp came from her lips as Stephanie's mouth covered her swollen and well-used pussy.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing: a gorgeous woman on her knees eating my mother's cum filled pussy. The result was to bring on another erection for me. I watched as Stephanie brought my mother pleasure with her mouth again. Then when she was done, I rolled my mother on her side and slipped my cock in from behind and, as Stephanie kissed my mother, I fucked her to several more climaxes. With two huge climaxes under my belt, I couldn't go again, but I certainly enjoyed trying.
We didn't get together with Stephanie again, but she joined us on the beach a couple of times. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but we soon got used to it. One day we stayed on the beach until most everyone had left. My mother was lying on one side of me, and Stephanie on the other. I had put a towel over my lower half to keep from getting burned. I leaned over and kissed my mother. I felt her hand slip under the towel. A few moments later my cock was tenting the towel. I glanced over at Stephanie and saw her watching. I felt a chill of excitement go through me and closed my eyes. Suddenly I felt another hand on my thigh. When I opened my eyes I saw that Stephanie had slipped her hand under the towel as well. Incredibly I know had two women's hands on my cock. I gasped as both women began to move their hands up and down in unison.
When I looked over at my mother she was lying back with her eyes closed. Then I saw that Stephanie was doing the same thing. I dropped my head back and moaned. The combination of two hands on my cock brought me to the critical point very quickly. I whispered, "I'm going to cum." The result was that both Stephanie and my mother moved their hands faster until I was pumping my seed onto my stomach. Without a word, both women pulled their hands from my cock and then wiped them on the towel. I took a deep breath and sighed contentedly.
Stephanie left for home the next day with my mother promising to come and visit. With tears in her eyes, Stephanie kissed my mother and then, to my surprise, kissed me passionately. And then she was in the cab heading to the airport.
The second week of our vacation was as wonderful as the first. Mom and I were like newlyweds. We enjoyed the sights, but enjoyed our evenings and nights in bed even more. We became careful again and I did not cum in her for the rest of the trip. We both figured we had taken enough of a risk already. It was a small concession.
We were both sad when we had to leave our island paradise. Now we had to go back home and be careful. We both knew there were great risks for us if someone suspected something. However, we also knew that we would have private times that would make up for all the risk. Mom told me she wanted me to sleep with her. Unfortunately I couldn't move my stuff into her room for obvious reasons. Still spending every night in bed with her was enough for me.
Chapter 16
Two weeks later:
I was whistling to myself as I got out of my Jeep and went into the house. I found my mother in the kitchen sitting at the table. She had a strange look on her face. Since we had returned from vacation, we had been inseparable. Of course she had to go back to work, but every free moment we spent together. We no longer questioned our love for each other or even discussed whether it was wrong or right. We knew how lucky we were and that we would always be together. Nothing in this world would ever change that. We had, however, discussed options for us when I went away to school, including her trying to find a job near the college or me finding a college closer to home. Neither seemed practical, so we were still in a quandary about what to do. Fortunately we didn't let that get in the way of our love, or our constant lovemaking. Unfortunately we have been using condoms for sex, which both of us dislike, but we wanted to be safe. Mom had an appointment with the doctor today to get a prescription for birth control pills. Because of the doctor's appointment, the look on her face worried me.
"Hi," I said.
"Hi," she returned without enthusiasm.
"What's wrong?" I asked, suddenly scared. Had the doctor found something wrong ... a lump on her breast or some such thing?
"Sit down, Jerry."
This was serious, I thought as I pulled out a chair and sat at the table close to her.
"You know I had an appointment with the doctor today for birth control pills."
I nodded.
"Well as part of the physical, he did some blood tests."
What's wrong, my brain screamed, but I knew enough to keep my mouth shut until she got out what she was saying. I saw my mother take a deep breath and there were tears in her eyes. I was almost shaking now.
"Jerry ..." she said and paused.
What is it, my mind screamed?
"Jerry, I'm pregnant!"
I almost fell out of my chair. Suddenly my head was spinning and I felt like I might throw up. I was silent for a long time, just staring at my mother. Then I her tears trickling down her cheeks and I realized I had to pull myself together.
"Are you sure?" I asked, stupidly.
"Yes."
Suddenly I was on my knees hugging my sobbing mother. "God, I'm so sorry, mom," I said as tears started streaming down my cheeks.
"It's not your fault, sweetheart," she said between sobs.
"It's as much my fault as it is yours," I said.
"Well, we can argue about that, but it's not going to help."
"What are we going to do?" I asked.
"I don't know."
"I mean, there are doctors that can do something, right?" I said.
She looked at me with shock, but then her eyes soften. She knew that I wasn't thinking straight and that neither of us could do something like that. "That is not an option for us," she said, placing her hand on my face softly.
"Yeah, you're right," I said and kissed her hand.
"Maybe we could move somewhere where no one knows us. I could get a job and we could live as husband and wife."
My mother smiled for the first time. "I like that idea, but I don't think it's really possible."
Suddenly an idea dawned on me. My face brightened. "Mom, what about Stephanie?"
"What about her?"
"She is head of North State University. Maybe she can get you a job at the school or somewhere else. The school's far enough away to be relatively safe. I could still go to college, you could work there, and I could get a part time job to help. No one would know about us."
My mother frowned first and then her face brightened. "Jerry, you might have something there. I know Stephanie has a lot of contacts and I also know she would love to have us ... well me up there." She laughed and added, "She likes you too."
I said, "Why don't you call her?"
"Okay," my mother said, suddenly in a much-improved mood. "Why don't you get the grill started and I'll give her a buzz."
As I came back into the house after putting burgers on the grill, Mom walked into the kitchen. This time there was a big smile on her face.
"Good news?" I asked.
"Wonderful news. Stephanie says they have an opening for a marketing director at the school. I told her what I made and she said they could match that and that they had better benefits. She was really excited about the possibility."
"Did you tell her about being ... you know, pregnant?"
"Yes. I didn't want to lie to her," she said.
"And she was okay with it?"
"Not only okay, but she seemed really excited."
"About the baby or you being near her?" I asked with a smile.
"Both I think. I have arranged for us to drive up there this weekend and work out the details."
"Whoopee," I screamed and rushed to my mother, picking her up, spinning her around several times. Then I remembered that she was with child and put her down quickly. "Sorry, I didn't hurt anything did I?"
My mother laughed and said, "I'm not that delicate just because I'm pregnant ... with your baby."
Suddenly it dawned on me ... I was going to be a father. My face obviously showed my surprise.
"Ah, just realized you are going to be a daddy, huh?"
"Yes. Wow," I said.
"Are you upset?"
"No," I almost screamed and picked her up and spun her around again.
"Okay, I said I wasn't delicate, but not indestructible," she laughed.
"So when are we moving? Oh yeah, we have to find a house near campus and think about movers and ..."
"Slow down, sweetheart. We have plenty of time. First of all, a small house on campus comes with the job and the school arranges the move and pays the movers."
"Holy sh ..." I started to say and stopped, reaching out to touch her stomach.
My mother laughed again. "Don't worry, the baby can't hear anything yet."
"I'm going to be a father," I said again.
"Yes you are, Daddy, but don't you think you should check on the burgers first."
"Shit," I yelled as I looked out to see the smoke rising.
"Why don't you shut the grill off and come with me upstairs. I think some celebrating is in order."
With a big smile I ran outside and turned off the grill. I hurried back inside and grabbed my mother, picking her up in my arms and carrying her upstairs.
Doesn't get any better then this, I thought, as I closed the door to our bedroom.
The End
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Chapter 1
Amanda Carpenter was in the kitchen when her son, David, arrived home from school. She smiled as he walked into the room and leaned over to kiss her on the cheek. Then he kissed her on the neck and she could feel a little chill run down her spine. She giggled and said, "You know that gives me goose bumps," she said with a smile.
"Yes and they are lovely goose bumps too," David joked as he rubbed his hands up and down her bare arms, feeling the bumps on her skin.
They shared that joke almost everyday. But Amanda loved the affection her son showed her. Affection was something she sorely needed lately, having separated from her second husband several months earlier. The divorce had been difficult for her because she was an affectionate person and needed the closeness of a man. In fact, sometimes she thought she might be a nymphomaniac. Before she threw out her second husband, Roland, they had sex almost everyday, but now she had to use her battery operated vibrator ... not a good substitution for the real thing.
"What's for dinner?" David asked.
"I have a roast in the oven, so go wash up. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes."
"Great," David said as he kissed his mother's neck again and then hurried away before she could swat him.
Amanda sighed as she watched her son leave the kitchen. He was such a good boy and never caused her any trouble, even when all his friends were drinking and staying out late, he would be home on time. He was very attentive to her, especially now that she was separated.
David had warned her about Roland. He said he was a gold digger and only wanted her money. Unfortunately, she refused to believe that. Roland had told her that he had his own money and in fact, seemed to be rather wealthy. He knew all the right people, including the Mayor, and drove a very expensive Mercedes Benz's. But now she knew that that was all a cover. She knew the truth; he was but a scam artist that preyed on lonely women.
She chastised herself over and over for letting her sexual drive overcome her common sense. Roland was certainly good in bed, but then, being a gigolo, he had to be. It was quite a shock when she found out, from a number of friends, that Roland had been seen with several women. When she confronted him, he denied it, but one of her friends had provided photos, for which he had no explanation. She had forced him to move out of her house that day.
"Earth to Mom," David said as he sat down at the kitchen table.
"I'm sorry, what did you say?" she asked.
"I said, what is the big surprise you have for me?"
"Oh yes, Jason Hensley offered to allow us to use his place on Marcus Island for as long as we want." Jason had been a friend of Roland's, but unlike Roland seemed to be a sincere guy and had shown compassion when Amanda told him she and Roland had separated.
"Really, where is Marcus Island?" David asked.
"It is a small, and according to Jason Hensley, a very exclusive and exotic island, somewhere off the coast of France, in the Mediterranean. I thought we could go during spring break ... that is if you want to go on spring break with your old mother."
David smiled. "First of all you are not old and secondly, I would rather go on spring break with you than anyone I know."
Amanda actually blushed. "Thank you," she said rather shyly. David was so sweet and she wondered why he didn't have a steady girlfriend. He was an extremely handsome boy with a great smile and pretty blue eyes. She knew he was shy and seemed younger than his twenty years, which probably made it difficult for him to connect with college girls. She worried about his lack of girl friends.
"So, when do we leave for this mysterious island?"
"We fly to France Monday and then take a private seaplane to the island the following day. Jason said a plane or a long boat ride was the only way to get there. So he is allowing us to fly in via his plane."
"Wow, sounds really nice. We can try out our new scuba gear."
"Yes we can," she answered with a smile. She knew that he had wanted to try out the new equipment since Christmas when she had surprised him with it.
David Carpenter had been having sweet dreams about his mother for some time. He knew it was wrong, but what was he to do when she always appeared in his dreams. She was still young at thirty-eight and had kept herself in great shape. Most people that didn't know them thought they were brother and sister. He had seen photos of her when she was his age and she was just a beautiful today as she was then. He would often go though the albums and look at her and his dad.
David missed his dad, who had died five years ago. He never wanted his mom to remarry, but he knew she needed someone. While he had tried to like Roland, he knew deep down that he was just a money-grubbing bastard from the beginning. When he found out his mother had thrown him out, it was the happiest day of his life. And now they were going to an exotic island together, just her and him. It didn't get any better than that.
Chapter 2
The large seaplane circled the tiny island twice before it descended toward the crystal blue water. From what Amanda could see, the island was as advertised ... remote and tiny. She could see what appeared to be a hotel of some kind with small cabana type buildings on the side of the mountain. There was a small town on the far side of the island with rather crude looking buildings and barely paved roads. In the middle of the island there was a lake surrounded by mountains.
The island seemed mysterious indeed.
A shiver of something went through Amanda at the thought that they were alone here. Jason was the only person that knew she and David were going to the island. What if it was some kind of devious trap for her and David? Then she almost laughed. She knew she was being silly. Who would want to capture them on an island and for what reason?
Of course she did have a lot of money, as David's father had been very wealthy. Most people didn't know that they had that much money though because they never flaunted it. In fact, Amanda didn't really know how much money she actually had. She lived in a modest house in an upscale neighborhood but nothing exclusive. They had a Volvo wagon and a small Mercedes ... most of the neighbors drove much more expensive cars. But Amanda liked it that way. She never worried about people thinking she was better than them because of her money.
Amanda told herself to settle down and enjoy their two weeks. She looked over at David who was staring out the window with wonder and smiled. He was a normal kid and he never acted rich to his friends. She made sure of that. She felt a rush of pride and reached over and grasped his hand.
David smiled at his mother and then turned back to the window, saying, "Wow, this island looks amazing. We can go snorkeling and diving, and parasailing and ..."
"Hang on there tiger, let's get to the island before we jump into the water," Amanda laughed as the plane touched down on the smooth water of the islands cove.
The seaplane taxied until the reached a dock. The pilot got out and helped Amanda and David out. Then a handsome older man in a white suit walked up. He was tall and dark. "I think we might be on 'Fantasy Island'," Amanda said to David as the man approached.
"What is 'Fantasy Island'?" David asked.
"Never mind," Amanda responded.
"Ah, Mrs. Carpenter," the gentleman said in a heavily French accent as he reached out and took Amanda's hand and brought it to his lips for a kiss. "And this must be Mr. Carpenter. I am Jacque Boucher."
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Boucher, this is my son, David."
"Ah, Mademoiselle is not old enough to have a son his age," he said, laying on the charm as he shook David's hand. "Welcome to our secluded island."
"Thank you," Amanda said. "This is truly a beautiful place."
"It is indeed. I hate to say it, but the island was once used as a penal colony for deserters from the Foreign Legion, but that was many years ago. Not a glorious history I'm afraid. However, some wealthy investors bought the island a few years ago and made it into the resort it is today. It is quite exclusive."
"How many people are here?" Amanda asked.
"Only about a thousand live here. Then there are the guests, which at a peak only number one hundred."
"Wow," David said.
"But we are very discreet here and do not divulge the names of our guests. Some are here without the knowledge of ... well let's just say they want anonymity. There are many things to do on the island, as you will see. We have a wonderful facility and you are free to take in all the wonders of nature." The tall gentleman led them to a Range Rover with an open top, the kind you might see in Africa.
The drive took about forty-five minutes up a seemingly treacherous and narrow road to arrive at the hotel.
Both Amanda and David gasped when they pulled up outside the hotel. The main building was built into the side of the mountain. There was a giant natural waterfall flowing from the mountain just a few meters from the entrance to the hotel lobby. The lobby was richly decorated and in the back there was a huge crystal chandelier at the base of a grand staircase that led to hotel facilities. There were several bellhops waiting to take their luggage.
Their lodging was a large bungalow with two bedrooms on the side of the mountain. They could still see the Mediterranean from the deck and the main bedroom.
Just below the deck there was a path leading down the mountain to a beautiful white sand beach.
David stepped up behind his mother and wrapped his arms around her waist. "Thanks for thinking of me and bringing me with you. It's so special."
"You're welcome. But you are the one that makes it special."
David kissed Amanda's neck and felt the goose bumps on her arms. This time his mother did not scold him, but shivered and seemed to push into his arms. David could feel her breasts resting on his forearms. He was delighted that his mother had not pulled away. They stood looking out at the sea for some time. Then David felt the inevitable erection starting. He knew he should pull away, but didn't want to moment to end.
Amanda was almost swooning at the view when she realized that she could feel something between her and David. With shock she realized that her son was getting an erection. Incredibly, instead of pulling away she remained in his arms. When she felt his erection pulsing against the crease of her buttocks and her own excitement starting to grow, she finally pulled away.
"Let's get unpacked and explore the area," she said as she walked over to her suitcase. Without thinking she bent over with her ass facing David. She glanced around and saw the tent in David's pants. In spite of herself she felt a chill run through her. She saw her son's face flush and she knew she was turning red also. She quickly stood up and took a pair of shorts and tank top into the bathroom.
It was almost dark when Amanda and David returned to the hotel. They had walked miles on deserted beaches and unpaved roads. There were waterfalls and jungles, amongst several mountain peaks and there was also an abundance of wild life. The island was as advertised, remote and beautiful.
"Wow, am I tired," Amanda said as they made their way to the room.
"Me too," David returned. "Let's just order dinner from room service."
"Good idea."
By the time they went to bed they had been awake for about thirty hours due to the overseas flight and their island exploration. As soon as their heads hit the pillows they were asleep.
Chapter 3
Amanda awoke with a start... there was someone in her room. Suddenly the lights came on and she saw several men with hoods on their heads and guns in their hands. Amanda started to scream when one of the men pointed his gun at her and said to be quiet.
"Get up and come with us," the leader said.
"What is this about ... who are you?"
"Shut up and get out of bed."
Amanda crawled out of bed and stood in front of the men. When she saw their eyes behind the masks staring, she realized she only had on her bra and panties. She blushed and covered her breasts and panty covered crotch. "Can I get some clothes?"
"No," the leader barked. "Here are some shoes," he said as he bent over and picked up a pair of high heels and tossed them toward Amanda.
Amanda was now too scared to protest. She put on the heels and moved toward the men. She didn't want to say anything about David in the other room in the hope that they would not know he was there. When they came out of her bedroom her heart sank when she saw David standing in his underwear between two large men.
"Mom's, what's going on?" David asked with great fear.
"I don't know son, just do what they say."
"Smart mother," the leader laughed.
Amanda and David's hands were tied behind them and they forced into a car waiting in back of the hotel. Two of the kidnappers sat on either side. Then they put blindfolds over their eyes. Amanda leaned close to her son to try and give him comfort. Unfortunately, she needed the comfort too. She had never been so frightened in her life.
The car twisted and turned for quite some time before it stopped. When it did, she and David were pulled out and taken into some type of building. Neither of them knew where they were. When the blindfolds were pulled off they both gasped. They stood in the middle of what could only be described as a medieval prison. It was a large room with very dim lights hanging like torches from the stone walls. Three of the men were there and they had taken off their masks. It was obvious that they didn't care if David or she saw their faces now. That sent a chill of dread through Amanda. They untied their hands and pushed both into a single cell. Inside the small cell there was a cot and a lone standing toilet. On the cot was one blanket. Then there was a large wooden bucket with a dipper that appeared to be for drinking water and one lone chair. The men closed the cell door and left Amanda and David alone in the room without saying another word.
"Oh God, Mom, what's going to happen to us?" David asked nearly in tears.
"I don't know, sweetheart, we have to be strong and not panic."
"What could they want with us?" David asked.
"My guess would be a ransom. But the fact that they let us see their faces scares me."
"Me too. But who would pay the ransom?"
"Well, Roland still has access to my money."
David looked at his mother with shock. "You mean you didn't cut him off?"
"I was going to, but time just got away from me. But it might be good that he has access. That way he can gather up the ransom."
"You think he would do that?"
"I don't know. We will have to wait and see. Unfortunately it doesn't look like we can break out of here."
David and Amanda sat down on the lone cot and hugged each other. Amanda was trembling as she leaned into her son's strong arms. Tears started to spill from her eyes.
"Don't cry, Mom, I'll think of something," David said bravely. Yet, he knew that not much he could do. The guards were burly men and looked very mean ... mean enough to kill them at any time.
"Listen David, don't do anything crazy. We have to ... we have to do whatever they want, no matter what that might be," she said, hoping he understood. She couldn't stand it if he resisted and got himself killed.
"Okay," he said, but it wasn't convincing.
"No, I mean it. We have to do what they want ... no resisting. They have complete control over us and could kill us and no one would ever know."
David nodded his head.
Later that morning, Amanda and David received plates of food. But the jailer said nothing when they demanded to be told why they were being held prisoner.
By the end of the day, no one had shown up to explain anything to them.
Neither Amanda nor David knew what time it was, only that it was dark outside. And Amanda had a problem ... she had to pee. There was a toilet conveniently near by, but it was sitting in the open. She looked at David and said, "Uh ... David, I ... uh have to use the bathroom."
David looked confused for a moment and then said, "Oh."
"Maybe you can watch out the cell door while I go," Amanda said.
"Uh ... yeah, sure, Mom."
David walked over to the cell door and turned his back to his mother.
A few moments later he heard the hiss of his mother relieving herself into the toilet. Amazingly David felt his cock start to stir in his shorts. He had to think of something else quick or he knew he would be very embarrassed when he turned around. Fortunately his mother finished before there was a noticeable tent in his shorts.
"If you have to go, I can stand at the door."
David realized that he did in fact have to go. "Thanks," he said and switched places with his mother. He stood over the toilet and waited. It was difficult to go with his mother just a few feet away. He almost sighed in relief when he started to pee.
Amanda heard urine splashing into the toilet. The sound was loud enough that she almost turned around. She wondered it he had a fire hose over there. In spite of herself she did turn her head. She stifled a gasp when she saw her son holding his cock in his hand. My God, she thought, where did he get a cock like that ... not from his father ... God rest his soul. She turned back before David finished, her face as red as a beet.
"Wow, I needed that," he said. Then he looked at his mother and blushed. "I guess we are going to have to get used to that ... I mean if we are locked up here for long," David said.
"You're right. Let's hope they contact Roland quickly."
"Well, I guess we had better get some sleep," Amanda said.
David said, "I'll just sleep on the floor. You can have the bed ... such as it is."
"No, you can't do that. There are probably rats in this place. There's enough room for us both if we squeeze in tight."
"Are you sure?" David asked.
"Of course," Amanda said as she crawled onto the bed.
Then David slid in behind her. As he leaned over to say goodnight, he saw that his mother had tears in her eyes. He snuggled up behind her and whispered, "It's going to be okay. They will get their money and we will be home before you know it."
Amanda smiled though her tears. "Thanks you," she whispered and kissed his cheek. Then she lay down and felt David snuggle up behind her.
His closeness gave her a surprising comfort and she quickly fell asleep.
A couple hours later Amanda awaked for some reason. She wasn't sure what until she felt something behind her. For a moment she wasn't sure what it was. Then a blush colored her face. David had an erection and it was pressing between the cheeks of her ass. Her panties had been pushed between the cheeks giving his cloth covered erection a place to snuggle into. For a moment she thought about waking him, or a least pulling away, but then with a smile and a little shiver she laid her head back down. She could still remember when his father would get an erection in the middle of the night. She would wake him up and put it to good use. Then she shuddered at the thought that this was her son behind her, not her husband. Still, as much as she tried to deny it, the feeling of his erection was making her excited.
Then throwing caution to the wind she slipped her hand down to her panty covered crotch. Keeping her movement to a minimum, she pressed on the crease of her panties pushing the material between her now swollen lips. When she felt her pussy respond a shudder went through her. Unconsciously she pressed her ass backward into David's cock.
Unbeknownst to her, David had awakened. He was disoriented for a moment, but quickly realized that he had an erection and it was pressed between his mother's ass cheeks. Then, with shock, he realized that his mother was moving. He thought she must be dreaming, but then he saw her arm gently moving up and down and realized that his mother was masturbating! And his cock was causing her excitement.



Amanda moved her fingers up and down the grove of her panties, feeling her fingers becoming wet as her excitement grew. Behind her she could feel David moving in his sleep. His cock began to slip up and down between her ass cheeks. She heard little whimpers coming from his lips and wondered if he were actually asleep. Her fingers stopped moving and with her rapidly beating heart waited to see if he reacted. David kept moving. She knew that she was being silly ... he had to be asleep. With a quiet sigh, she began to move her fingers again. With super human strength she tried to keep her hips still. It was near impossible as she felt the large shaft moving between her cheeks. She was glad they had underwear on or she wasn't sure what would have happened.
When Amanda felt herself getting close to a climax she began to move her fingers faster. The crotch of her panties was now soaked and she worried that if David awaken he would hear the squishing sound.
David could hear the sound and he could actually smell his mother's excitement. With an incredible boldness he squirmed and allowed his arm to slip over his mother's side until he could feel her bra covered breast under his hand. He wanted to squeeze but contented himself with the feeling of her heaving breast under his scorched palm. He was close to climax when he realized that if he did, there was nothing to keep his cum from seeping through his shorts to his mother's panties. But then it was too late. He could feel his balls churning and he bit his tongue as his cock throbbed and began to squirt his juice into his underwear.
Amanda was shocked to realize that he son was climaxing. She could feel the throbs of his cock and then the dampness of his cum on her quickly saturated panties. In spite of all the bad things that had happened to them this day, a climax overtook her. She unconsciously pushed back into her son, feeling his still pulsing cock hot against her ass cheeks. Her face grew red with embarrassment, but that did nothing to quell her strong climax.
David shivered as the last of his sperm was spent into his underwear. He could feel his mother still twitching for several long moments after he was done. When she finally stopped, he was afraid to move. Thinking quickly he moaned as if asleep and turned over to face the wall. His heart was still thumping in his chest. God, what did I just do? he wondered.
Amanda was relieved when David turned away. She would have been mortified if he were actually awake and knew that she had fingered herself to a climax as he was having a wet dream. And it was very wet. She could still feel the sperm that had made her panties wet now plastering the cotton material to her ass. With a sigh, she closed her eyes and fell back to sleep.
When sunlight began to shine into the cell from the lone window, Amanda awakened. For a moment she wondered where she was. A second later she felt the dread of their situation overcome her. She sat up and looked at David who was still asleep. She got up and quietly walked over to the toilet and pulled her panties down. With an intake of breath she saw the flaky residue of cum on the back of her panties from last night and realized that it hadn't been a dream. God, I hope David doesn't know what happened, she thought. She did her business and went back to the bed. As she sat down, David opened his eyes.
"Good morning, Mom," he said.
Although there was nothing to make the morning good, she smiled at her son and said, "Good morning."
A while later a man came with their breakfast. He pushed the food under the cell door and left. Amanda and David found that they were very hungry. They ate quickly and then settled down on the bed and waited.
The rest of the day was nothing but boredom as they waited for something ... some word or communication. As evening came Amanda and David grew more apprehensive about their fait.
Chapter 4
Three men sat around a table drinking beer just up the stairs from where Amanda and David were being held prisoner. One of the men was French named Jorge Lanier and the leader of the small group. The other was an Italian named Paul Giovanni who had a particular love for ropes and bondage. The third man was from Egypt named, Rasui Panahasi. None of them were residents of the island, but had come here for a very specific purpose.
"So what are we supposed to do with the prisoners?" Panahasi asked.
"I know what I would like to do with the woman," Giovanni said with a smile.
"They'll be none of that. The boss said that if any one of us touch them he will personally cut our balls off," answered Lanier.
They all knew he would do it too.
"So what is he going to do with them?" the Panahasi asked.
"He was paid $500,000 to kidnap the pair and dispose of them," Lanier answered.
"Who paid and why haven't we killed them yet?" the Italian asked.
Lanier smiled. "I think it was her estranged husband. But the boss is smart and he thinks that there is a lot more money from a ransom instead of a hit."
"It's a double cross, huh?" the Panahasi said with knowing smile.
"Yeah, the boss told the husband that if he doesn't pay we will go to the authorities with the fact that he paid us to kill them."
The Italian looked disappointed. "You sure we can't fuck the woman?"
"Not unless you want your balls cut off. But the boss said that if the deal doesn't work out we can have her," responded the Lanier.
"Shit man, all that pussy going to waste," said the Giovanni.
"Well, not entirely to waste. The boss said we couldn't touch them but that doesn't mean we can't have a little fun."
"How can we do that?" the Giovanni asked excitedly.
"Well, I said 'We' can't touch them, at least not in a sexual way. But what if we forced the boy to do some things with his dear old mom?"
Panahasi and Giovanni smiled.
"I like that. Never seen a son fuck his own mother," Giovanni said and they all laughed.
Amanda and David heard a noise from outside the cell. The door at the top of the stairs was opening and someone was coming. They watched as three men walked down the stairs and to the cell. They opened the door and stepped inside.
"What is going on here?" Amanda demanded with more confidence then she felt.
Lanier said, "You two are very lucky. Your husband, Mrs. Carpenter, hired our boss to kill you and your son."
"Oh my God," Amanda gasped. She looked at David and saw that his eyes were open wide.
"I told you he was no good," David said with thinly disguised anger.
The three men laughed. "The only reason you are alive is that our boss decided that you two were worth more alive then dead ... at least for now."
Amanda felt a shiver go through her at his words. "When are ... when are we going to be let go."
"That depends on your husband," Lanier said. "Now, Giovanni, would you be so kind as to tie up the young man here."
"No," David screamed.
The men laughed. "What are you going to do, stop us?" The man grabbed Amanda and twisted her arm behind her back, bringing a cry of pain. "Now don't give us any trouble or we 'WILL' hurt you."
"Do as he says," Amanda said looking at her son with pleading eyes. She only hopped he didn't get bullheaded and get himself hurt.
David stood with his fists clenched. But even he realized that he was no match for these three large men.
"Take off your underwear," Lanier said.
David's eyes grew wide. It was obvious he was ready to defy them.
"Please, David, do as they say."
With a look of anger David slowly stripped off his underwear.
Giovanni secured David to a chair with rope around his chest, arms, and ankles. The he put a piece of tape across his mouth.
"My friend here loves to work with ropes as you will see," Lanier said with a laugh.
David then watched in horror as one of the men held his mother as the other took off her bra. His eyes opened wide as he stared at his mother's gorgeous tits. The three men stared as well.
"Wow, would you look at those tits," Giovanni said as he tied Amanda's arms behind her.
"Man would I love to spend a few hours sucking those," Panahasi added.
Amanda's face turned red with embarrassment. She looked at her naked son and saw sympathy in his eyes ... but also something else. She could see his penis start to move, indicating that he was getting excited looking from her. In spite of her situation she felt a tingling in her pussy at her son's stare.
"Mmmmmffffff," David moaned behind his gag. Yet, even as he protested, his cock continued to harden.
"Look at the little pervert, he's getting a hard-on," Giovanni said with a laugh.
"He must be reading our minds," Lanier said.
"Now, Mrs. Carpenter, you are going to suck your son's cock," Lanier said in a matter of fact tone.
"Oh my God, no," Amanda screamed. "You can't do that. He's my son."
"That my lady is the best part," Lanier laughed. "Now you are going to do as we say or we will beat your son to a pulp."
Amanda looked at her son and could see his shock, yet, his cock was now at full erection. She felt like running, but knew that she couldn't get far and the end result would be that David could be killed. She knew she had to do it.
One of the men led her over to David and helped her to her knees. A moment later she was on the floor with her face just inches from her son's now pulsing cock. Her eyes opened wide. She couldn't believe how large his cock was. In spite of everything she felt her pussy begin to get wet. She could smell David's excitement and the smell excited her. She heard David moan in mortification and knew he was embarrassed about his reaction to seeing her breasts.
"Suck your son's cock, whore," Lanier sneared.
Amanda looked up at her son with resignation.
Then she closed her eyes and took the large head of his cock into her mouth.
She heard her son moan but didn't know if it was from pleasure or embarrassment. She knew what she was feeling and it was anything but motherly. Her pussy had begun to leak. Now she was worried that the stain on her panties would be visible. Then when she heard her son moan again and his cock pulse in her mouth she knew it wasn't from embarrassment any more. He was excited and she could taste his pre-cum pouring into her mouth.
"That's it bitch, suck his cock. Look at her go. She likes it," one of the men said.
"Suck him. Suck him, bitch," another said.
Then there was a click and a flash. Amanda stopped sucking and turned around. She saw a digital camera in one of the men's hands. He was taking pictures of them. Oh my God, she thought, if those got out ...
"Keep sucking him. And when he cums, I want you to take it into your mouth, but don't swallow."
Amanda turned back to her son and started to suck him again. She could feel her son trembling as she sucked harder, running her tongue around the swollen head. Within several minutes she knew that David was close to a climax. Now she wasn't in this mess anymore ... she was lost in excitement. She felt her pussy throbbing and worried that she might climax herself. Suddenly she heard David moan loudly and her mouth started to fill with his thick cum. As much as she wanted to, she didn't swallow, but held his cum in her mouth as ordered. When David's cock stopped squirting she pulled away, holding her mouth shut.
"Got some great pictures," the man with the camera said. "Now open your mouth and show us what you have."
Amanda opened her mouth and closed her eyes. She heard the clicking of the camera.
"Now swallow," Lanier ordered.
Amanda did, taking the thick fluid down her throat. Suddenly she felt a rush of pleasure as she started to climax.
"Look at the bitch, she's climaxing."
"Get a photo of that, quick," Lanier said.
"Click, click, click." It was all recorded now: a mother sucking her son's cock and swallowing his cum while climaxing. There would be no doubt that she was climaxing. These pictures could be very valuable, Lanier thought and smiled.
Chapter 5
"Very nice mother," Lanier said after Amanda had swallowed her son's cum. "Now Davie boy, have you ever eaten pussy?"
David looked at the man but didn't answer. His eyes showed his shock, though.
"Naw, that kid ain't never tasted a pussy," Giovanni laughed.
"Please, I've done what you asked," Amanda pleaded. "Don't do this to us."
"What's wrong, Mom, don't like the thought of getting off by your son eating your already juicy pussy. I mean, look at your panties, they're soaked. You probably even squirted in them when you climaxed."
All three men laughed and Amanda's face turned as red.
"Okay, Giovanni, do your thing with the ropes. Make it so they are kept very close."
Giovanni made Amanda stand up. Then with an evil smile he pulled her panties down and reached over and placed them over David's head with leg hole around his neck and the wet crotch near his chin. They laughed when they saw David's cock twitch.
A few minutes later Amanda was tied with her back on the bed and her legs up in the air. David was tied with his hands behind his back with his feet attached to his hands. He was on his knees in a painful position. Then two of the men moved David until his face was literally in his mother's juicy pussy. He was pushed forward in a position from which he couldn't move. He moaned as his lips touched his mother's wet flesh. He had never eaten pussy, but had always wanted to. However, this wasn't the way he wanted the first time to be.
"All right kid, start pleasing your mother. You will stay there until she has climaxed three times, got it." The man picked up the camera and began to take pictures.
Both David and Amanda moaned. There was nothing they could do. With resignation David brought his tongue to his mother's already wet pussy. He heard his mother moan, but this time it wasn't in dread, but rather sounded like excitement. David moved his tongue up and down her already wet lips, tasting her sweet juice.
Amanda tried to fight the incredible feeling of pleasure, but it was impossible. She could feel her son's tongue searching inside her now pulsing hole. She knew that juice was bubbling from her pussy and worried that she might choke him. She could hear him slurping, sucking the copious juices from her hole.
"David," Amanda gasped as her hips began to buck up and down. She could feel a climax coming on. Normally once she started climaxing, like she had done when she swallowed David's cum, she could go on and on. A moment later she gasped and began to shake. A strong climax overtook her as she pushed upward into her son's sucking mouth.
"Ohhhhh!!!" she gasped as her son kept sucking her.
"Man, the kid is getting the hang of it. Look at him eat that pussy," Panahasi said.
David no longer cared what the bastards said. He loved what he was doing. He began to suck harder, filling the cell with a loud and sloppy sucking sound. His tongue went as deeply as he could into his mother's pussy. Then he pulled back slightly and surprised his mother and himself as he placed his tongue on her asshole. With a slow and deliberate movement he pushed his tongue into her tight sphincter.
"Ahhhheeeeee!!!" Amanda screamed as another climax took her. Her tight asshole squeezed on David's tongue, as if trying to suck it into her. Her hips bucked upward, taking him even deeper. She couldn't believe what her son was doing ... he was tongue fucking her asshole ... her own son.
Amanda did not get a chance to recover as David continued to eat her. He sucked her entire pussy into his mouth then bit her lips. He worked his tongue in and out, over and over. A moment later his tongue flicked open the hood over her swollen clit. Then the tip touched the incredibly sensitive nub.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," Amanda gasped as she rushed toward another climax. This time she feared that she was going to pass out. When her pussy began to throb, she felt really strange ... unlike anything she had felt before. Then the dam burst and her pussy started squirting.
"Ohhhhhhh my Goddddd!!!" she gasped as her pussy gushed juice into her son's mouth. She thought at first that she had lost control of her bladder, but then she realized that she was squirting pussy juice. Her head felt like it would explode as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her.
Amanda must have passed out for a few minutes, for the next thing she knew she was untied and lying on the bed. David was sitting next to her wiping her forehead with a cold cloth.
"You okay," he asked with a worried look on his face.
"Uh ... uh ... yes ... I think." She looked around and saw that the men were gone. "Where did they go?"
"They said they had had enough fun for the night and left."
Amanda threw her head back and moaned. Then she started to cry.
"What's wrong, Mom?"
"I ... I ... what we ... uh did, it was terrible. Mother and son's are not supposed to do those things."
David hugged his mother, pulling her naked body to his. "It's okay. Remember what you told me? You said we had to do whatever was necessary to survive. That is what we did. We didn't have a choice."
Amanda sobbed and said, "Yes ... but ... but I climaxed when you were ... were ea ..."
"Stop, Mom, I climaxed too. Remember we had no choice. If you hadn't climaxed they would have left us there all night."
"I could have faked it," Amanda said.
David started to say something but stopped because he knew that she could have faked it. "Mom, please, let's just get through this. We can discuss all this when we get free."
"Okay," she said, realizing there was no point in going over what had already happened. She sat up and looked around. "Where are our clothes?"
"They took them. They said we wouldn't need them anymore."
Amanda moaned. "I wish we at least had a tooth brush and could get a shower," she said.
"Yeah, maybe we can ask them to get us some things."
"Maybe," Amanda said, thinking ahead. Maybe she could convince one of the guys to take her to the hotel to get some things. She could tell him that she could get her checking account number and write a check to them or transfer money. Yes, that might work, she thought.
Amanda and David went to bed. However Amanda didn't go to sleep right away as a plan formed in her head.
Chapter 6
The following morning Amanda told David her plan. She told him that she wanted to entice one of the guards to take her to the hotel. She would bribe him by saying she would offer to transfer money to him. If everything worked out, she would be able to pass a note to someone at the hotel and hopefully get them help.
David agreed that it might work.
When the guard brought breakfast, Amanda asked if he could send down one of the three men that seemed to be in charge. About an hour later Panahasi came down.
"What do you want?" he asked.
Amanda said, "Can I speak to you for a moment?"
"What for?"
"I have a little proposition for you."
The guard looked suspicious. "What kind of proposition?"
"Come in here and I will tell you."
"All right, but this better not be some trick."
"No trick, I promise."
The guard opened the door and stepped into the cell. He eyed David warily. "Okay, what's the proposition?"
"Well, my son and I need some things ... you know, toothpaste, toothbrush, hair brush and you know, toiletries. If you would take me to the hotel I can get the things."
"Ha, ha, are you crazy. The boss would skin me alive."
"Listen, I have money in my checking account. I could write you a check or wire you say ten thousand dollars."
The guard paused and thought for a moment. Then he smiled. "Fifty thousand," he said.
"I don't have that much in my account. I only have about twenty."
"No deal, it's not worth it." The guard started to leave.
"Wait," Amanda said. "I'll give you thirty.
The guard looked skeptical. "The boss would kill me if I did this," he said without resolve. He thought for a moment and then he said, "Okay, but you had better have the money in your account."



"I do. Okay, now you have to get me to the hotel. And I'll need something to wear."
The guard looked pensive. "Not sure where to get you any clothes. I'll check around."
"Okay, can we do it today?"
"Yeah, if I can find something for you to wear."
"Okay," Amanda said and watched the guard leave.
"I hope he will do it," David said.
"Me too."
Later that morning the guard came back into the dungeon. He had some type of clothing in his hands. As he came down the stairs, he seemed nervous. He looked over his shoulder several times as if to make sure no one followed him. As he opened the cell door he handed the clothes to Amanda and said, "Here. This is all I could find."
Amanda held up the outfit and saw that it was some type of tiny skirt and halter top. It looked like her size, but there was not much too it.
"That's all I could find. It will have to do if you want to have clothes to wear. Besides, this is a resort and everybody wears stuff like that.
Amanda sighed and put the skirt and top on. The top was okay, but the bottom barely covered her ass cheeks and she didn't have panties. "Do you have my panties?"
"No, I don't know what happened to them. You'll have to go without."
Amanda looked at David and saw him shake his head no. It was obvious that he didn't want his mother to go out half naked, especially not with this guy. It was too late to turn back now. "It'll be okay," she said unconvincingly.
The guard led Amanda out of the cell and locked the door. Then she followed him up the stairs. Before she reached the top she looked back at her son. His eyes were wide because, from his position, he could see directly up the tiny dress.
The guard led Amanda out of the dungeon and up a long flight of stairs. When they exited the stairs, she found that they were inside a large Victorian style house that overlooked the town below. She realized that the house was built on top of an old dungeon that the French Foreign Legion used. They had been blindfolded when they got to the house so she had not seen where they were. Suddenly she was a little worried that the guard was letting her know where they were being kept. It could be that he wasn't worried about them leaving the island and coming back with the authorities. A little shiver of panic went through her. Settle down, she told herself ... I need to be calm.
When they reached town, the guard did not go immediately to the hotel. He said he had a little business to attend to. They went into a café near the hotel and sat at a table. Amanda was very self conscious because the tiny dress barely covered her pussy when she sat down, but there was not much she could do.
After a few minutes a man came up to them. He was big and mean looking with beady eyes and a scar on the side of his cheek. Panahasi did not bother to introduce Amanda. The guard started to speak to the man in Spanish. Amanda knew a little Spanish but did not understand most of it, however, she got the impression that the guard owed the man money and Panahasi was telling him that he was going to get money soon.
The man said something that sounded like a threat and Amanda saw Panahasi break out in a cold sweat. Then he strange man left and the guard told Amanda that they needed to go to the hotel right away.
The two of them walked down the street toward the hotel, passing tourists as they did. Amanda thought for a moment that maybe she should just run and scream, but then thought better of it. She didn't know who she could trust, plus they had David.
Amanda did not feel terribly out of place as she had expected since many of the women were in bikinis or very revealing clothes.
At the hotel the guard led Amanda up to the front desk. Amanda told the clerk that she needed a key because she had lost hers. As she spoke she almost gasped when the Panahasi reached under her little skirt and grabbed her ass. The man behind the counter saw it and smiled as if he knew that she and the man were going to the room for sex.
For a moment Amanda didn't think she was going to be able to write a note to the desk clerk, but then fait stepped in and someone called out to the guard. Panahasi looked at the man and smiled and then turned and walked over to him. As they were chatting, Amanda grabbed a piece of paper and pencil. She wrote:
"We are being held captive in a dungeon on the top of the mountain. Call the police ... help, please! Amanda Carpenter."
She quickly stuffed it into the clerk's hand as when he handed her the room key.
The guard came back a second later and they went to the cottage. Inside Amanda went to the bathroom and found her and David's grooming supplies. She found her pocketbook and then she went to get clothes.
"No," the guard said. "We don't have time for that. I have to get you back before someone misses you. And get rid of the pocketbook."
"Please, let me just get some underwear and things at least."
"No, how would I explain that to Lanier? I can tell him I bought you the toothpaste and brushes and such, but not clothes."
He has a point, Amanda thought.
Panahasi pulled her roughly out of the room and then rushed her back to the car. As they headed back he demanded the money.
Amanda took out her checkbook. "Who do I make the check out to?"
"Don't worry about that, I'll fill it in. You just put the amount in and sign it."
Amanda wrote the check out and handed it to him.
He hit the gas and hurried back to the dungeon. When they got back it appeared that they were not missed. David said no one came to the dungeon while they were gone. The guard almost sighed with relief. He then made Amanda take off the clothes he had loaned her.
"How did it go?" David asked when the guard had left.
"I got a message to the desk clerk so I hope he can read English. He wouldn't let me take my pocket book but I got our toothpaste, shampoo and things," Amanda said.
"Obviously they wouldn't let you get any clothes."
"No, the guard said we didn't have time, plus he said he couldn't explain it, which is true. But I think he has some problems. We met with some guy that appeared wanted some money he owed him. He was really afraid of this man."
"Maybe he will kill the bastard," David sneared.
An hour or so later the other two guards came into the dungeon. They didn't look happy as they opened the door of the cell.
"I understand you were taken to the hotel today?"
"Uh ... yes, the guard was good enough to take me there to get some shampoo and things." Amanda felt her heart racing. How does he know, she wondered? This wasn't good.
"Really? Is that all you wanted?"
"Yes."
"Then why did you pass this note to the clerk? And what about this thirty thousand dollar check?"
Amanda grew pale. The clerk had apparently given the note to them.
"I should feed you to the sharks like we did to Panahasi, you bitch," he snarled and raised his hand as if to hit her.
At that moment David dove for the man and knocked him against the wall. The other guard grabbed David and pulled him off.
"Well now, the little boy tries to protect his mother," he snarled. "You both will pay for this." He smacked her Amanda's face.
David fought but couldn't get away from the guard. Then he was thrown to the floor and kicked in the stomach.
With an evil laugh the two guards left the room.
"Sorry, Mom," David said as he got to his feet, holding his stomach.
"You shouldn't be sorry. I love that you tried to protect me, but please don't try it again," she said as she stepped into his arms for a hug. "Are you okay, Sweetie?"
"Yes. He would have to kick me harder than that to hurt me."
Amanda had tears in her eyes as she stared at him. Suddenly her lips were on his and they were kissing passionately. She had no idea how it had happened but it was too late to stop it. A moan escaped her lips when David's tongue entered her mouth.
When Amanda felt his cock start to grow she pulled away and whispered, "David."
"Sorry again, Mom." David's face turned red.
Amanda said, "David, we are going to get through this. No matter what happens or what they make us do. I want you to know that I love you with all my heart."
David's cock continued to grow. "I'm sorry, Mom. I mean I ... I ... don't know what ..." David said as he looked down at his almost hard cock.
"Shhhhh," Amanda said and placed her fingers against his lips. Then she kissed him again. Her tongue sought his mouth and plunged inside. Here breasts pressed to his bare chest. When she felt his cock come to full erection, she didn't pull away this time, instead continued the kiss him until his now throbbing cock was pressed between them.
When she finally pulled away she smiled and looked down at what she had done to her son. "It's okay," she whispered again, feeling her heart suddenly pounding. "We had better stop or ..." she said with raised eyebrows.
"I guess so," David said watching his mother's eyes.
Amanda bit her lip and her heart began to beat even faster as her hand began to move. A moment later it wrapped around her son's now throbbing cock.
"Oh God, Mom," David gasped when he felt his mother's warm hand on his cock.
Silently she began to stroke him, her hand moving slowly up and down his shaft. She could feel the blood pulsing inside his shaft and that made her pussy quiver. Without evaluating the consequences she continued to stroke her son.
"Mom," David gasped when he felt close to climax. He tried to stop it, tried to think of something besides his mother's hand on his cock.
Amanda barely heard her son's plea and continued to stroke him.
"Ohhhhh," David groaned as his balls pulled tight and he felt his cum begin to move up the shaft. A moment later it was squirting from the tip of his cock and spattering on his mother's tits and stomach.
"Mmmmmm," Amanda whispered as she felt his hot cream spurted against her. She watched his sperm fly through the air as if in slow motion before splattering on her stomach and breasts then slowly sliding toward her throbbing pussy.
When the last of David's cream was squeezed from his cock Amanda turned away and walked over to the bucket of water where she carefully rinsed her stomach.
When she turned around she saw David sitting on the bed staring at her. She walked over and sat next to him. He pulled her toward him as they fell back on the bed in each other's arms.
The guards came back after dinner and saw mother and son lying on the bed, holding each other.
"Isn't that sweet. So nice to see a mother and son who like each other so much. Since you two like to be together so much we figured you would like to be even closer."
Giovanni pulled David from the bed and tied him to the chair. "Now you will pay for your attack earlier."
"Please," Amanda said.
"Shut up, Mom. Now get your loving son hard."
Amanda didn't protest this time. She went to her knees and reached for David's cock. She watched as it grew quickly in her hand. She stroked it lovingly, enjoying the feeling of the powerful throbs she was creating.
"Suck it," Lanier said.
She did, taking the now pulsing head into her mouth. She could feel her heart thumping in her chest and her pussy began to quiver again. It was still wet from their earlier contact and she worried that just sucking him was going to make her climax.
"She has gotten really good at cock sucking, don't you think Giovanni?"
"Yeah, wish we could get some of that for ourselves."
"Maybe we will if this deal falls through," Lanier said.
"Okay, Mom, he's hard enough to fuck now."
"Huh?" Amanda said.
"It's time to learn what that cock feels like inside you," Lanier said with an evil laugh. "Sit on his cock."
"No, please," Amanda begged. This was too much for her and tears came to her eyes, but her pussy continued to throb. She stood up and felt her knees grow weak and a chill went through her at the thought of his long cock slipping into her pussy. She looked at his cock and suppressed a gasp of excitement.
"Sit on his cock, I said," Lanier repeated. When she didn't move Lanier grabbed one leg and said, "Get her other leg." The two men picked Amanda up and held her over David's pulsing cock.
"Reach down and put it in your pussy," Lanier ordered.
Amanda hesitated, looking from one man to the other but saw no sympathy.
"Now, bitch, hurry!"
With a trembling hand Amanda took hold of David's cock and placed it at the opening of her now very wet pussy. She rubbed the head back and forth between her pussy lips to get it wet feeling an unwanted tremor of excitement. Then she felt the two men allowing her body weight to force the cock into her. "Nooooo, please," she gasped again as David's huge cock began to stretch her. In spite of her protests she could feel her pussy pulsing, welcoming him into her body. She grunted from the size of his cock ... having never been stretched like this. Slowly, inch by inch, she was lowered onto her son's cock. She looked at David with a pained expression. But he had his eyes closed and he was breathing hard.
A grunt escaped Amanda's lips when the plum sized head hit the back of her pussy. Then when she didn't think it could go any deeper, it did. Now it felt as if the head was entering her cervix.
"Oh my God," she gasped. She had never felt anything like it. Inside her pussy the slick walls were contracting sending pulses of pleasure through Amanda. She could not stop her pussy from squeezing David's swollen cock. With each pulse of her pussy she could feel her son's cock respond.
David moaned.
Once Amanda had David's entire cock inside her, Giovanni tied her to the chair so she couldn't move. Then the Giovanni stayed behind to take some photos. When he was done, he stepped outside the cell and pulled his cock from his pants. Standing watching mother and son tied together in a sexual position he stroked himself until he climaxed on the floor.
Then he put his cock away and left.
Amanda and David were silent except from their heavy breathing. What could they say? Neither had any choice in what was happening. Neither could have prevented it. Now they had to live with the fact that they had been forced to have intercourse.
While Amanda was rationalizing how they could not prevent this, David was thinking about something entirely different. He had only had oral sex and hand jobs but never intercourse. He had never had his cock inside a pussy. It felt better than he could have possibly imagined, especially since it was his mother. Sure he had fantasized about her, but he never thought he would ever actually fuck her. Now his cock was deep inside her and it was driving him mad. He didn't think he could keep from climaxing.
"Mom," he whispered, "I ... I ... oh God, I don't ... uh ..." Can you hold still, please?"
"I'm trying, sweetheart." The pulses in her pussy were growing with each throb of her son's cock. She tried to control it, but the feeling of David's long and fat cock deep inside her was too much. He was deeper then any cock had been before and she wasn't sure she could keep from climaxing, especially if he climaxed inside her. Then she suddenly realized the consequences of that. Oh God, she thought, I'm not on the pill. If he climaxes I could get pregnant. Incredibly that thought made her pussy pulse harder.
"Mom, please," David begged.
Maybe if I tell him the danger it will help him control his climax, she thought. "David, honey, you have to hold back. I'm not ... Roland had a vasectomy and I'm not on the pill. We have to be careful or I'll get pregnant."
"Oh Jesus," David moaned and his cock started to throb harder.
Amanda felt it and her pussy responded. "Oh God, oh God," she gasped as the pulsing grew.
"Mom, Mom, I ... ohhhhhh, I can't ... I can't help it." With that David felt his cock begin to swell even larger and his balls tightened. He thought of baseball, of football, of how much he hated the men that had done this to them ... but nothing worked. "Mommmmmmm," he screamed as his cock began to spit his potent seed deeply into her pussy. The head was so deep that the sperm blasted against the cervix, pooling deep inside her.
Amanda began to shake uncontrollably. Her pussy convulsed as a strong climax rushed through her. With each pulse of her son's cock her pussy responded with a strong contraction, almost sucking the cum from his balls. Over and over her pussy convulsed until she lost total control and her juice squirted onto David's balls. She gasped for breath and her head began to spin. She could no longer comprehend what was happening to her ... the pleasure was far too great. Finally after what seemed like a very long time, she collapsed onto her son, her head dropping to his shoulder.
A few moments later the room grew very quiet except for the gasps of breath from the two lovers. Mother and son were locked in coitus, doing what no mother and son should ever do.
"I'm sorry, Mom," David said sincerely. "I really tried."
"I know you did. So did I."
"You ... you ... climaxed?" David asked in amazement.
"Yes," Amanda whispered, her face turning red as she admitted that she could not control her own desires.
"Wow," David said. Then he could feel his cock began to harden again.
"David," Amanda said as if in admonishment, but it came out more as a gasp.
"I can't help it."
"Well, I guess since the damage is done ..." Amanda said. In spite of how wrong it was she slowly raised her hips and then sat back down. Bringing a groan from her lips as the large head slammed into her cervix. But instead of pain, she felt only pleasure. She did it again, and then again.
"Oh God, Mom," David gasped.
"Yes," she whispered almost to herself as her excitement grew rapidly again. "Oh, David I can't help it, your ... your cock feels sooo good." Amanda used her strong pussy muscles to squeeze David's cock. She could feel it swell throbbing inside her. "I've never had anything so deep or a cock that has stretched me so much."
"I don't have that much experience, I have never a girl, you know sex... " David said.
"You never had sex ... really?" Amanda said interrupting him as she leaned back and looked into his eyes. She wanted to see if he was telling the truth ... after all he is twenty years old ... all kids have sex by then, she thought.
David's face turned red. "No."
"Oh, sweetheart," she gasped and pulled his lips to her. It was wrong, so wrong, but she couldn't help herself. The kiss grew more passionate quickly. Amanda began to move up and down as much as she could in her tied position. Her pussy was drenched, but she didn't know that none of David's sperm had come out of her yet. He had shot his cum so deep it would take quite some time to drain out.
"Oh, baby," Amanda gasped as she pulled her lips from his and looked into his eyes. As she did she continued to bounce on him. Her eyes began to hood as another climax approached. She grunted and gasped as pleasure washed through her. This climax was even stronger than the last. Her body shook as pleasure rippled from her toes to her head. Her hips moved in jerking motions as rockets of pleasure rushed up and down her body.
"Ohhhh, ohhhh, sweetheart, oh my," she gasped as waves of illicit pleasure rushed through her. The pleasure consumed her like nothing she had ever felt. Her pussy pulsed and throbbed around her son's hard cock until she finally collapsed.
"Wow," she whispered when she could speak. She looked at her son and saw him smiling. "Damn it, I want it again," she whispered and started to move up and down on David's still very hard cock. She leaned close to him and whispered, "Cum with me. Cum with me this time."
"Yes, yes," he gasped as his cock started to throb. A moment later his cock exploded filling her cavity with another copious load. As Amanda shuddered with her third and then fourth climax, David's cum began to seep out of her pussy and down his balls to drip to the floor.



Chapter 10
It was about an hour later when the two guards came back. As soon as they entered the cell they could see the cum on the floor below the tied couple. "Damn, Giovanni, look at that, the boy came in his mother's cunt and it dripped all over the floor. He either cums like a horse or they did it more than once. Get some good photos of that."
Laughing, Giovanni brought his camera out and took pictures of the embarrassed couple. Then he untied them.
Amanda gasped as she lifted off of her son's cock and his cum streamed out of her pussy and dripped to the pool on the floor. She was surprised when she saw that his cock was still almost hard.
"I think it's time for bed," the guards said. "Since you two made such a mess, we are going let you clean each other up."
David was led over to the bed and made to lie down. Then they forced Amanda on top of him in a 69 position. They tied them in that position and left.
Amanda was now staring at David's wet and now hard cock. She studied it, fascinated by the size and girth of it. She could see his cum and her pussy juice on the head and sides and she could smell both of them. In spite of the four climaxes she had just had, she felt herself getting excited again. With a moan she bent forward and started to lick her son's cock.
"Mommm," David gasped. A moment later his mother dropped her hips and placed her still sloppy pussy to her son's mouth.
The room was suddenly filled with the sounds of sucking. Amanda sucked her son's cock deep into her mouth. In the past, with her husband, she could take his cock all the way down her throat. She tried, relaxing her throat muscles as much as she could. She could feel the head at the breach of her throat and then there was almost an audible pop as it slipped into her throat.
"Oh God," David gasped as he felt his mother take his cock all the way down her throat.
Her chin touched his pubic mound and then her nose reached his balls. Her heart was thumping hard in her chest as she realized she had it all ... every inch of his cock in her throat. She held it there, making swallowing movements that rippled up and down his cock.
"Mom, what are you doing to me," he hissed, feeling like his balls were going to explode any second.
Amanda would have laughed if her throat had not been filled. Slowly she pulled back and then plunged down again. Then she did it again, and again. She could see her son tense and knew that he would not last long. She didn't want the cum to go down her throat without tasting it so she pulled back and sucked the head.
"I'm cummmmmiiiiiinnnnngggg" David cried. His cock pulsed and began to spew his thick cream into his mother's sucking mouth.
Amanda moaned as she tasted his load. She had to admit that she loved it. It might be wrong, but she couldn't deny how good it tasted. When the spurting slowed to a dribble, she took his cock down her throat again. She left it there until is shrank and slipped out like it did from her pussy.
As she let it slip from her mouth she felt her son start to lick her thighs. She knew that her pussy was wet with her juice and his cum and didn't want to force him to lick her. "David, Honey, you don't have to ..." she started to say until David pushed his tongue deep into her pussy. "Ohhhh," she gasped and spread her thighs as much as she could within her restraints. Then she felt David start to lick her.
Her hips dropped down onto her son's willing face. She heard him moan before her own excitement took over. There was a strong ringing in her ears as he sucked and licked her. It took some time before she began to climax this time. But it was as good as all the others.
A few minutes later the two lovers collapsed in exhaustion. They fell asleep tied together.
Amanda was relieved the following morning when the guard came to release them. She had to pee and didn't know what would have happened if they had come an hour later.
It turned out to be an uneventful day with no visits or no word about their release. Amanda and David talked for most of the day, sharing things that neither of them had ever shared before. David told Amanda that no matter what happened to them he would remember their time together. He told her that he knew what they had done was wrong, but since there was no way they could control it, and while he felt guilty, he would remember ever second of their time together for the rest of his life. Then he said, "Mom, I love you, but not like a son normally loves a mother. I love you like a man loves a woman.
Amanda felt her heart swell, but she was silent for several long moments.
David was about ready to apologize when his mother said, "I feel the same way about you. It is so wrong, but I love you too."
David smiled and pulled his mother into his arms and kissed her passionately.
When they parted, Amanda said, "Come to bed with me."
David's eyes opened wide. "Really?"
"Yes, I want you inside me."
"Oh my God, Mom," he said and pulled her into his arms again.
They fell onto the bed in a passionate embrace with Amanda lying on top of him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth as he grabbed her bare ass cheeks. Both of them moaned in excitement.
They kissed for a long time, Amanda feeling freed of the taboo of kissing her son. They had been forced together and this situation was well beyond their control and they may as well take advantage of the situation. At the same time, deep inside she realized that that wasn't the entire truth. There had been something there all along and this terrible situation had brought it to the surface. She had seen her son growing into a man and felt a strange kind of excitement. Now she knew that it was more than just mere curiosity. Now she knew that those feelings were much more than motherly pride. It was so wrong, but she wanted her son as her lover.
"Fuck me, David. Fuck your mother. I want to feel that hard cock in me again. Please fuck me," she gasped.
David rolled his mother over until she was on her back. Then he raised himself until he was on his toes. "Put my cock into you," he ordered, hoping he had not gone too far.
Amanda gasped at his command. She reached down with a now shaking hand and positioned his long cock at the entrance to her pussy.
David didn't plunge in right away. He held his cock with just the tip in her.
"Tell me you want it ... tell me you want your son's cock," he said.
"Yes, yes, please fuck me. Fuck your mother. I need your big cock deep inside me."
David thrust downward, driving the entire length of his cock deep into his mother.
"Ahhhhhhh," Amanda screamed. Gasping for breath she said, "Oh my God, David."
David grunted his answer and began to fuck her. His hips lifted and he plunged back in, then again, and again. "Take my cock, take it," he whispered, now fucking her almost brutally. It was as if he wanted to prove he could fuck her better than anyone had ever fucked her. He wanted to show her he was as much a man as they were.
The cell filled with the grunts of the two lovers. They were now uninhibited, knowing that no one could hear them and that they were free to do whatever they wanted. What they both wanted was for David to cum in her ... pour his potent seed deep into her willing pussy.
"Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum," David warned. "Can I cum in you again?"
"Oh yes. Cum in me. Cum deep in my pussy, please."
"Ohhhhhhhh!!!" David screamed as his cock head grew and then began to spit his seed into his mother's willing pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, Davidddddd," Mom screamed as her own climax began. Her hips lifted up to her son, taking his cock as deep as she could possibly get it. She could feel his hot seed hit the bottom of her pussy. She shook and convulsed at the taboo of what she was allowing to happen. God how she loved her son and his hot and potent sperm.
Chapter 12
Amanda didn't know what time it was when she awoke. She had been having a lovely dream about David. In spite of all the climaxes she had had that day she was feeling excited again. For a moment shame washed over her, but it quickly passed. They were being forced into this situation, otherwise she would have never done what she had with her son. She was a good mother and had always been. This didn't change that.
Then she thought about what would happen if they every got out of this situation. Would she be able to continue the relationship or would they just return to mother and son. The thought of that made her suddenly sad. Yet she knew that that is the way is should be. Then they could go on with their lives as mother and son. That is the way it had to be ... but for now the rules had been suspended. For now, neither of them knew if they would survive this. For now they couldn't prevent whatever happened to them.
Amanda was deep in thought when she felt something behind her. With a smile she realized that David had awakened and was pushing his hard cock against her naked ass. She turned and looked at David and saw him smiling. Then she closed her eyes as he pressed his long cock between her cheeks. It rested there with her ass cheeks caressing the shaft. David began to move, bringing a moan from Amanda.
Amanda bit her lip. She had a naughty thought. With David's cock sliding between her cheeks she remembered when his father was alive how he loved to fuck her in the ass. A rush of excitement went through her at the thought. What if I let David do it? she thought. What would be the harm? She figured that the guards would make them do it eventually anyway, so why not?
She turned to her son and kissed his lips, feeling her pussy quiver. When she pulled away she whispered, "Do you want to put it in there?"
"Sure." David move his cock lower toward her pussy.
"No, I mean in my ass," she said and felt her heart suddenly start beating very fast.
"Your ass?" David said, his voice almost cracking with excitement.
"If you don't want to ..."
"No, I just can't believe ... I mean, it would be wonderful, but won't it hurt?"
"A little, but I want it. I want to feel your big cock in my ass," she said as she reached behind her and found his pulsing cock. "Let me put it in."
"Oh my God, Mom," David gasped as his mother began to move the swollen head up and down between her cheeks.
Then Amanda centered the head on her tight rear hole. "Push," she whispered.
David pushed, but it didn't go in.
"Harder," Amanda said, pushing her ass back at her son.
Suddenly the tight sphincter gave way and the swollen head of David's cock slipped into her ass.
"Hold on," she gasped, wanting to let her ass adjust to the large head first. She could feel it pulsing inside her canal. A moment later she began to push backward slowly.
David moaned as he felt his shaft slipping into her. He bit his lip to keep from shooting too soon. The muscles in her ass were squeezing his cock like a vise. Inside it was warm and tight. Suddenly he felt closer to his mother than he ever had in his young life. Nothing could have prepared him for the incredible feeling of her sweet ass wrapped around his cock
Amanda thought she had it all, but reached behind her to find that there were still several inches left. She pushed back again, trying to take the remaining inches. In the position they were in, she could get most of it, but not all. But it felt wonderful, if a bit painful still.
"Hold still now," she whispered.
David tried, but it was very difficult.
Finally Amanda began to slowly pull away from David, allowing his cock to slip out of her ass until only the head remained. Then with a grunt she pushed back again, taking it as far as it would go.
"Ohhhhhh!!!" David gasped.
Amanda pulled away and then pushed back again. "Now, fuck me," she said.
David didn't waste any time. He began to pull out and thrust back in with a slow deliberate manner until her ass was loose enough for him to move faster.
"Harder," Amanda begged, now wanting him to pound her asshole. Yet still in their position, he couldn't get as deep in her ass as she wanted. "Turn me over and get on top. Then fuck me hard. I love it really hard in my ass."
David flipped his mother onto her back. Then he lifted her ass and placed his cock back into her now stretched asshole. "Like this," he said as he pushed slowly into her.
"Yes, yes, fuck me hard and deep. I have missed this so much. Oh God, fuck meeeeee!!!"
David did, pounding into her as hard as he possibly could. With each thrust his cock moved all the way into her until his balls slapped on her ass. In the position he had her in, her tits flapped upward toward her chin. He was fascinated by the movement, watching her hard nipples and round soft flesh move like Jello in a bowl. He leaned down and caught one in his lips. Sucking it until the nipple was like a pencil eraser and wet. "I love your tits," he gasped as he continued to fuck her.
Amanda loved his lips on her tits. But she loved his cock even more. She could feel her ass contracting on his cock. It felt so good. Each pulse sent a thrill through her and made her empty pussy quiver.
"Mom, you ass is so tight it is going to squeeze the cum out of my balls."
Amanda was close to climax. "Let it go, let it go," Amanda screamed. She pushed her hips upward and took his cock all the way inside as a strong climax shook her to the core. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body stiffened. Her ass began to spasm making her sphincter squeeze her son cock even harder.
"Ahhhhhhh, I'm cummmmmiiinnnnggg," David screamed.
Amanda could feel his scalding cream pouring into her asshole. She could feel the huge head expanding and contracting as blast after blast of cum spurted into her very private place. It felt so good to have a cock back in her ass again. It had been so long.
"Oh God, baby, I'm going to cum too. With that she pushed upward and took him as deeply into her ass as possible. Her body began to convulse as she screamed in incredible pleasure. A wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her head began to spin and then the lights dimmed and she passed out.
Chapter 13
Amanda awoke first. She stretched her arms and groaned. It had been a long time since she had fucked all night. David was insatiable. He fucked her ass twice more, filling her with loads of sweet cum. She had had so many orgasms she lost count.
Quietly she arose from the bed and used the toilet, then washed up as best she could with the small towels and bucket of water. She looked over at her son and smiled. He looked like an angel except that he had a huge cock between his legs and had fucked her almost to death. If they didn't get out of this they would both die happy.
No, I can't think about dying now, I have to keep hope, she thought. We need a plan, even if it doesn't work.
"Good morning, Mom," David said, surprising his mother.
"Oh, hi sweetheart. I was lost in thought."
"Last night ... last night was ... totally incredible," David said, looking slightly embarrassed.
"It was for me too," she answered walking over to the bed and sitting next to her son. He pulled her down and kissed her. When his tongue found her mouth she moaned, but pulled away. "Didn't you get enough last night?"
"I could never get enough of you," he said, reaching for her breasts.
Amanda pushed his roaming hand away. "We need to talk about a plan to get out of here. I don't think we have much time."
"I think you're right."
"I was thinking, maybe I could steal the keys from one the guy that delivers our food."
"How, he never comes into the cell?"
"Well, maybe if I enticed him he would find the keys."
"You mean ..."
"Yes. Make him think I am going to give him a blow job. Unless you have a better idea?"
David didn't like it, but he didn't have an alternative either.
Amanda hugged him and said, "We have to do what we have to do to get out of here. If it works it will be worth it."
"All right."
They talked about the plan and how she would entice him with a blow job. She would try to keep him against the cell door so David could grab him. It was risky but they didn't have much choice.
When the guard arrived Amanda was standing at the cell door. He looked at her and was surprised to see that she was smiling at him. He smiled back.
"You have been coming here for a while now and I know you have been looking at me. I know you like what you see. You know the food isn't very good and there is not much of it. If you would maybe bring us a little better choice and more, I might be willing to be good to you."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I could maybe give you a nice blow job."
"Really?"
"Sure, but you have to be nice to me."
The guy looked behind him as if someone was listening. Then he said, "Okay, I can maybe get you something better when I bring lunch."
"Good, my son wants a cheeseburger and fries and I would like a nice salad with grilled chicken."
"I can do that. But you have to pay first."
Amanda felt a chill go through her. Not because of the blow job but the fact that he seemed to be buying into the plan. "Okay, you have the keys with you?"
"No, they don't let me have them. But I know where there kept."
"Good get them then and hurry. I can't wait," Amanda said.
"This is not a trick is it?"
Amanda controlled a smile. This guy was not the brightest bulb but that worked to their advantage.
"Of course it is not a trick. How would we get off the island anyway?" That is a good question, Amanda thought.
The guard smiled and hurried out of the dungeon.
Amanda said, "Now I will try to get him against the bars. You reach around when the time is right and grab him around the neck. I will get the keys and we'll get out of here."
"What happens when we get out of the dungeon?"
"I don't know. We will have to cross that bridge when we get to it."
When the guard was not back in an hour, Amanda and David thought he had lost his nerve. They were about to give up when they heard the dungeon door open. They were relieved when they saw the guard coming down the stairs.
"We didn't think you were coming back," Amanda said.
"I had to wait till Lanier and Giovanni left. They went into town for something so we have a little time."
"Good," Amanda said, thinking it was good for a reason other than what he thought.
"Tell your son to step back. All the way back to the wall."
"David, move back," Amanda said and winked.
The guard opened the door carefully and allowed Amanda to come out. As soon as she was out of the cell she turned the guard around and dropped to his knees. She did it quickly because she didn't want to take a chance that he would move away from the door.
"Mmmmm, I am going to enjoy this," she said as she opened his zipper and fished inside his pants. When she had his cock out, she stroked it. "This is nice. I am going to enjoy sucking it."
"Well, suck it," the guard said, pulling Amanda's head to his cock.
She took his cock into her mouth with a moan ... which was not all an act. She loved sucking cock, even this bastard. She sucked him and stroked his cock. She could see David moving quietly up behind the guard. She made loud sucking sounds to insure that he didn't hear her son moving. When she knew David was close she stroked the guard faster.
"Damn, bitch you are going to suck my balls dry," the guard moaned as he started to pump his hips.
It was obvious to Amanda that he had not had a blow job in a long time. She could feel his cock throbbing and knew he was getting close to a climax already. About the same time David had the key in his hand, the guard started to shoot his cum into her mouth. She swallowed, hoping David acted before he finished climaxing.
A moment later the guard was roughly pulled backward as David grabbed him around the neck. She knew David was strong and was a little worried that he would choke the man to death. Amanda stood up quickly, cum dripping from her chin as she watched David pull tightly on the man's throat until his eyes started to close.



"David, stop, he's passed out."
David reluctantly let them man go and watched as he dropped to the floor. He then handed the key to his mother. She unlocked the door quickly and David pulled the guard into the cell. Then he stripped off his clothes and put them on.
"As much as I love you naked, we need to find you some clothes," David said.
"Come on, let's hurry."
The two of them rushed up the stairs and used the key to open the dungeon door. Amanda knew a little about the house after being led through it two days before. They searched for a bedroom and found some men's clothes. Amanda put on the oversized pants and shirt quickly and they were ready to go. Where to, neither knew.
Chapter 14
Amanda thought it best if they stay off the road and take a well worn trail down the mountain. Her platform shoes were not the best for this trip, but she didn't have anything else. After several hours of struggling with the slippery ground and rocky terrain they came to a small town.
Hiding in the bushes they peered toward the main area of the town. There were several small stores amongst other buildings on the unpaved road that was the main street.
"If we can get to one of those stores, maybe they have a telephone we could use. Assuming the town isn't involved with this thing."
David thought for a moment and said, "Since there's no way for us to know for sure, maybe I should go into the town by myself. That way if I am caught you can head further down the mountain."
"I think you're right. Be careful," Amanda said and pulled her son to her for a long kiss. When she pulled away she said, "Call one of your friends and have them get in touch with David Antori at the state's attorney's office. Tell him that it is an emergency and have him call you back here. If everything is okay, come back here. If you are not back in a reasonable time, I will head down the mountain."
"Okay."
"Good luck, sweetheart."
With that David headed down the road toward the center of town. He was relieved that no one seemed to give him a second glance, probably figuring he was a tourist hiking the trails. Inside the store he asked if they had a public phone. The guy behind the counter pointed to a telephone in the back of the store. David thanked him and went to the phone. Since he didn't have any money, he made the call collect, trying one friend and then another before he got through. He told them briefly what had happened and asked them to contact the attorney. His friend told him to hold on the phone and he would make the call right away.
Amanda was relieved when she saw her son coming back and he had a smile on his face.
"I got to your attorney friend and told him our situation. He said he was going to the authorities right away. He said to stay where we are and they would find us."
Amanda collapsed into her son's arms and began to sob. "Is it really over?" she asked.
"I hope so," David said, but we had better find some place to hide for now."
They moved back up the trail and found a rock overhang with a small trail leading to the rear. Behind the rock was a grassy knoll that overlooked the ocean. They sat down next to each other. David put his arm around his mother.
"What's going to happen when we get home?" he asked. "Roland is going to jail along with a lot of other people."
"No, I mean with ... you know us?"
Amanda was silent as she looked out at the blue Mediterranean. "I don't know," she whispered. "I've thought about it and keep coming to the same conclusion." She paused and looked at her son. Then she continued. "What we have done ... uh ... what we have been forced to do, is wrong. Here, there wasn't much we could do about it, but at home ... well, it could mean real trouble for us. We know too many people and ..."
Amanda saw that David had tears in his eyes. She reached over and touched his face. "You had to know it couldn't last. I'm your mother."
David turned away as the tears streamed down his cheeks. He didn't move when his mother wrapped her arms around him and laid her head on his back.
"I ... I ... love you," he said without looking back.
"I love you too."
"Not like a mother."
"I know," she said. She turned his face toward her and a moment later their lips were together. Then she pulled back and said, "We have a time before they get here." With that she started to unbutton her shirt.
David's eyes grew wide and then a slight smile crossed his face. He began unbuttoning his own shirt. Then he spread his shirt on the grass and pulled his mother into his arms again and kissed her. He reached for her breasts as she grabbed his now hard cock.
As they kissed it started to rain. It was a warm rain that neither seemed to notice.
Amanda pried her lips from David's and looked into his eyes as if trying to make a decision. Then she said, "Fuck me one last time. I want to feel you big cock in me one last time."
David pushed his mother over and began to suck her large tits. He sucked one nipple while he played with the other.
Then he moved over and sucked the other. When both were hard he began to kiss down her body, slowly working his way to her pussy.
"Oh, David," Amanda gasped as she felt her son's tongue slide passed her naval.
"I want to eat your pussy, Mom."
Amanda just moaned. A moment later her son tongue was on her pussy. Amanda lifted her legs to give him better access. "Ohhhhhh, God, David," she gasped as his tongue slipped deep into her willing hole. He began to fuck her hole like a cock going into a pussy. Amanda's fingers cut into the back of her thighs as the feeling of her son's tongue drove her mad with desire. She didn't want to cum like this, but there was no way to stop it. "Oh, David, I'm going to cum," she gasped.
David's tongue worked harder.
"Ahhhhhiiiiiiieeee!!! Amanda screamed as a strong orgasm rush through her. Her hips lifted to the plunging tongue, taking it as deeply as she could. Her legs wrapped around her son's neck as the waves of pleasure went on and on until finally she collapsed in exhaustion.
Before she could recover David crawled up and kissed her passionately. Then she felt him placing his cock at the entrance to her very wet pussy. "Oh yes, David, fuck me. Fuck me again, please," she begged.
David smiled down at her as he teased her with the head of his cock.
"Please," Amanda begged.
With a grunt David pushed his cock deep into his mother.
It was obvious to Amanda that David was going to show her what she was going to be missing. He worked his cock into her like a man/boy possessed. And, Amanda loved every thrust. She knew that when she got home she would have to find a substitute or she would never be able to resist what she knew would be David's efforts to keep the sexual relation going.
"You like my cock, Mom?" David asked.
"Yes," she answered honestly.
"You're going to miss it, aren't you?"
"Yes," Amanda hissed. "Fuck me, fuck me hard," she gasped, no longer wanting to talk.
David did.
Amanda lost count of her climaxes. The next thing she knew David was saying something to her. "Wha ... what?"
"Can I cum in you?"
She knew that it was dangerous but since they had done it before, she didn't feel like she could deny him now. Besides, she need his cream ... needed him to pump his hot cum into her pussy. "Yes, yes, cum in me. Fill me with your sweet cum."
"Ahhhhh!!! David gasped as his cock began to spit cum into her welcoming pussy.
Amanda went over the top again. Her entire body began to shake as she felt her pussy filling with her son's potent seed. It was deep again. Deep in her unprotected pussy. That thought alone made her orgasm go on for a long, long time. When her son's cock was finally empty and slipped out of her she pulled him down for a long kiss.
"God," David gasped as he rolled off his mother. The two of them lay looking up at the rainy sky, the rain drops caressing their bodies.
"We better get dressed. We don't know when they might send help."
Reluctantly David got up and started putting on his clothes. Then he pulled Amanda to her feet to help her get dressed. At that moment they heard a voice calling out.
"Is anybody here? This is the town constable."
"Over here," David called.
"Oh my," Amanda giggled as she rushed to pull her jeans up and then button her blouse.
A second later a man came around the rock, followed by two other people.
"Are you the Carpenter's?"
"Yes we are," Amanda said.
"Good. We got a call from the US saying you had been kidnapped. We are to take you directly to the dock where a plane will be waiting for you."
"Thank God," Amanda said.
Chapter 15
Three weeks later ...
David arrived home from school and entered the house. "Mom, I'm home," he called out.
Since they had been home, quite a bit had happened. There had been a whirlwind of activity. Roland was arrested along with several of his friends. The captors on the island had also been arrested. There had been endless interviews by the cops as well as the press. In fact the press had set up cameras outside the house and had only recently left.
Since they had returned Amanda and David had done nothing sexual. First there wasn't a lot of private time plus Amanda was trying desperately to bring their relationship back to normal. David obviously wanted to continue the relationship. Amanda, deep in her heart, wanted to continue it as well, but knew that it was far too dangerous, not to mention the moral implications. Yet there was still sexual tension between the two.
David and Amanda were hoping things would return to normal. Unfortunately that was not the case.
"Mom, where are you," David called.
"In the kitchen," came the reply.
David walked into the kitchen and saw his mother sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of her. She didn't look well.
"What's wrong, Mom?" David asked.
"Sit down, sweetheart, I have something to tell you."
David sat down with a worried look. What could it be? he wondered. Everything seemed to be going pretty good, even if they had not been intimate.
Amanda sighed and reached over and grasped her son's hand. "David, I am not sure how to tell you this so I guess I should just say it." Amanda paused for several long moments, then she blurted, "I'm pregnant!"
At first the words did not register with David. Then when they did, his eyes opened wide and his mouth dropped. The two of them were silent for a few moments when David asked, "Is it Roland's." He had forgotten that his mother told him that Roland had had a vasectomy.
"No," Amanda said, shaking her head.
"Then who ..." David started to say but stopped. Suddenly his face began to color. "Oh my God, Mom, is it ... is it ... mine?"
"Yes it is," Amanda said, squeezing David's hand.
"Oh God, what are we going to do, Mom?"
"I don't know, yet," she answered.
"Are you going to see a doctor ... I mean to you know, take care of it?" David said with a frown.
"No. I could never do that."
"But couldn't the baby be deformed or something?"
"That is somewhat of an 'old wives tale'. The chance of something being wrong because of our relationship is really not much more than normal. So we really don't have to worry about that too much.
David sighed and said, "That is good news."
"It is. But we still have to think about what we are going to do. I suppose I could always tell people the baby belongs to Roland. Or I could make something else up."
"Okay."
"But I am thinking of something else."
"What?" David asked hopefully.
"Well, I have to do some checking before I tell you the plan."
"Ah, come on, Mom, you can't leave me hanging like this."
Amanda thought for a moment and then said, "All right, I can't wait to tell you anyway. I was contacted by one of the owners of the island. They were not involved in our kidnapping. They have offered to sell the island to me, and I am thinking about buying it."
David looked confused. "Why do you want the island?"
Amanda smiled. "Well, think about this. I could buy the island and then maybe we could move there. On the island, no one would know us and I could have the baby without anyone noticing."
"Really?" David asked suddenly understanding her point.
"I was thinking that when you finished college you could live there with me and manage the resort." She paused and watched David for his reaction.
Suddenly his face brightened. "Wow, that sounds great."
"Even better, because no one would know us, we could pretty much make our own rules."
"Huh?" David said.
"Well, I mean if we wanted to be more than just mother and son ... who's to know."
"More than just mother and son ... do you mean like ... you know ..." David said and paused. He couldn't even hope she meant what he thought she meant.
Amanda smiled again. "I mean like husband and wife ... you are going to have a child to bring up you know."
David's eyes grew wide. "Do you mean that?" he gasped.
"I do. In fact I think we could even have a formal wedding if you wanted."
"Oh my God, Mom! This is too good to be true. I ... I ... don't know what to say."
"Just say you love me and want to be with me."
"Are you kidding?" David said and pulled his mother into his arms and kissed her. His hands went to her jeans covered ass and he pulled her tight. His tongue found her mouth and they both moaned. He pulled away and whispered, "I love you more than anything in the world."
Amanda smiled and said, "I love you too. Let's go upstairs."
David was too excited to speak now. He let his mother take his hand and lead him to the bedroom.
Inside the bedroom Amanda pulled David into her arms for another kiss.
David's hand slipped to her shirt and unbuttoned it as the kiss continued. A moment later he had her soft tit in his hand, bringing a moan of pleasure from both of them.
"I want to suck it," Amanda gasped. "I've been dreaming about having your sweet cock in my mouth for weeks now."
David stepped back and watched as his mother went to her knees in front of him. Then he watched as she opened his zipper and brought his cock out. He moaned as her hands wrapped around the rapidly swelling shaft.
"God you have such a beautiful cock," Amanda said as she slowly stroked him. She pulled away briefly to strip off her shirt. Then she took his cock into her hand and stroked him as she started at the now dripping head.
David couldn't wait any longer and reached for her head and pulled her mouth to him. "Ohhhh!!!" David moaned as he felt her warm mouth wrap around his cock. "Oh yes, suck me, Mom."
"Mmmmmmffffff," Amanda moaned as she sucked his cock deeply into her wet mouth. Slowly she took more and more of his cock until his entire cock was buried in her throat.
Then slowly she pulled away, letting his now soaked cock slip from her lips. "Do you like my mouth on your cock?" she asked.
"Yes, but I don't want to cum yet. I want to eat you and then I want my cock deep in your pussy. I want to cum there."
"Mmmm, sounds good," Amanda said as she stood up and stripped off her jeans and shoes.
David did the same as he watched his mother's gorgeous body revealed to him. When they were both naked he said, "Turn around."
Amanda looked at him questioningly. "Why?"
"Because I want to lick your asshole."
With a quick intake of breath Amanda turned around.
"Bend over and pull your cheeks apart for me."
Now Amanda was trembling as she bent forward and reached back to separate her ass cheeks. Her legs felt like they might give out when she felt her son's hot breath on her ass. "Ahhhheeee!!! She screamed as his mouth and then his tongue found her asshole.
David's tongue went wild circling his mother's tiny hole before plunging inside. A muffled moan came from his lips when he felt her sphincter stretch to let him all the way into her canal. Slowly he began to tongue fuck her, plunging in as deeply as possible before pulling out and tickling the crinkled skin surrounding her hole.
"David, David, David," Amanda gasped. Her hips pushed backward to get his tongue in as far as possible.
David finally pulled away and said, "Come over to the bed so I can eat you properly."
As if in a trance Amanda allowed David to lead her to the bed. She sat down and watched as David went to his knees again. He lifted her legs and pushed them backward until she was almost on her shoulders.
"You have a beautiful pussy," David said, almost to himself. Then with a little moan he dropped his head and opened his mouth.
"Ohhhhhh, David," Amanda moaned when she felt his tongue on her already stretched asshole.
David began to suck and lick the tiny hole, loving the feeling of the tight muscle squeezing his tongue.
"David, David, I'm going to cummmmmm," Amanda gasped.
David didn't answer but simply plunged his tongue deeper.
"Ahhhhhheeeeeee," Amanda screamed as she began to climax. She had never climaxed from just having her asshole eaten. It was a unique and very intense feeling. She could feel the ripples of pleasure deep inside making her sphincter clench and unclench on David's tongue. With each clinch another wave of pleasure went through her.
It took several long moments before Amanda's body began to go limp. When David felt her relaxing he let her hips slip back to the bed. His mouth followed, moving upward until it was over her pussy. Then he began to suck her again.
"Oh God, David, I can't go ... oh, oh, oh," Amanda gasped as her body began to convulse in pleasure again. She was climaxing a second time with little pause between the first one. Her chest heaved and she gasped for breath as her son's sucking mouth took her to heaven again.
Amanda opened her eyes with a start. For a moment she had no idea where she was or what had happened. Then she saw David lying next to her. He had a smile on his face and he was gently caressing her cheek.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Yes," Amanda breathed. "God, that was amazing. I must have passed out for a moment."
"You did, but I knew it was okay this time."
"No one has ever done that to me before," she whispered.
"I'm glad."
Amanda pulled David to her and they hugged tightly. It took a few minutes for her to speak again. "I want you to fuck me now."
David smiled. "I would love to."
Amanda sat up and pushed David onto the bed. "I want to sit on it. I want to take that big cock deep into my pussy."
David's cock was still rock hard and sticking straight up. He watched as his mother straddled him and then slowly lowered her hips.
"You ready?" she asked, circling her hips so that his cock head just barely touched her pussy.
"Yes, please," David said, almost frantic now.
Amanda placed her wet pussy on the head of David's cock. Then she slowly lowered herself.
"Ohhhhh, Mom," David gasped as he felt her warm and tight pussy caress him.
Amanda bit her lip as she slowly slipped lower and lower. When she felt his thighs under her ass cheeks she knew that she had all his cock inside her. She loved the feeling of being so full. She squeezed her pussy and heard David moan.
"Hold still, Mom, or I'll shoot too soon."
Amanda paused, letting all her weight rest on her son's thighs. "Tell me when you want me to move. I love your cock in my pussy and I think I could keep it there all day."
"It wouldn't stay hard that long," David said with a smile.
"Too bad. I guess we will just have to practice until you can do it."
"No argument from me," David said with a chuckle.
After several minutes David reached for his mother's hips and lifted her. When most of his cock was out of her pussy he let her drop back down.
"You ready to get fucked," Amanda said.
"Yes."
With that Amanda began to move up and down slowly, allowing most of his cock to slip out of her before moving back down. She began to move faster as both of their excitement grew. Soon she was moving up and down rapidly causing her ass cheeks to make a loud slapping sound on David's thighs.



"Oh, Mom," David gasped as he neared his climax.
"Come for me, David. Cum deep in my pussy," Amanda gasped as her own climax began.
"Ahhhh!!!" David gasped as his balls forced the cum up his shaft to be blasted into his mother's waiting pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in me, sweetheart," Amanda gasped though the waves of her own pleasure. She could feel his hot cream filling her hole and she loved it. It seemed to make her climax go on for a long time.
Finally the two lovers collapsed onto the bed in exhaustion.
Epilog
Several months later ...
David walked out of the house onto the large deck overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. He saw his mother lying on a lounge chair naked. He smiled when he saw her lying there with her large belly exposed. He knew that she thought she looked fat, but he loved how she looked carrying his baby. He quickly stripped off his swim trunks and walked toward her.
"Hi," David said as he sat on the lounge chair next to his mother.
"Hi," she returned with a smile.
"You know you get more gorgeous everyday."
"Yeah, sure. I'm look like whale and you know it."
"You do not. I love your belly," he said as he reached over and touched her stomach. "Hey, I felt him kick."
"Well your son has been very active today. I think he is going to be a soccer player based on the way he kicks.
David smiled. "I don't care what he is as long as he is healthy."
"The doctor says the baby is fine and that there shouldn't be any problems with you being the father. He did all the tests he could to make sure of that."
"Great. But I still worry."
"Don't," Amanda said and reached for her son's hand. "Everything is going to be fine."
"Who would have imagined how our lives have changed in just a few short months. I mean here we are living on this beautiful island as husband and wife, you getting close to having our child. And to think we were kidnapped and held in the underground dungeon in this very house. Now, while the bastards that kidnapped us are wasting away in jail, we are enjoying this place."
"Yes, it is amazing. I would have never thought we could love this place so much after what happened. But if we had never been kidnapped we would have never realized how much we loved each other," Amanda said. "All the bad memories are gone and I only remember the first time that wonderful cock of yours went inside me."
"That was amazing wasn't it? I mean your pussy was so tight and it was throbbing. Nothing in this world could have kept me from climaxing in you."
"That's when I got pregnant ... I know it. And I am so glad you climaxed in me or we would not have little Jacob kicking in my belly," Amanda said as she placed her hand on David's thigh. She squeezed and saw his cock twitch. With a smile she slid her hand to his now swelling cock. "How about a little fun in the sun?"
"Are you sure it is still okay ... I mean with the birth being so close?"
"Yes, it is fine. I need this cock in me."
With that Amanda turned over and got on her hands and knees on the lounger. "See anything you like?" she asked naughtily.
"I see a lot I like," David responded as he got up and joined his mother on the lounger, kneeling behind her. He took his hard cock in his hand and rubbed the head up and down his mother's already wet slit. Then he pushed just the head inside.
"Oh, David, fuck me, please," Amanda gasped pushing her hips back at David.
"But you might get pregnant," David joked.
"If I weren't already pregnant, I would let you do it in a second."
"Really? You would let me get you pregnant again?"
"I intend to. I want as many babies as we can have."
"Oh God, Mom, I am going to love keeping you pregnant."
"Right now I need that cock in my already pregnant cunt," Amanda said with and urgency in her voice.
David pushed forward.
"Ahhhhh," they both moaned as David's cock slipped inside her to the hilt.
"Oh yes, yes, fuck me, David. I love your wonderful cock in my pussy."
David began to pump his hard cock into his mother rapidly. His hips became a blur as he worked his hips like a piston.
Amanda pushed her hips back to David, taking everything he had and giving it back. "David, I'm going to cum if you keep that up."
"Then cum. I want you to cum on my cock."
"Oh yesssssss, I'm cummmmmiiiinnnnggg, David."
Amanda pushed back hard and took her son's cock to the hilt. Her body began to convulse as the waves of pleasure rippled through her. Her pussy pulsed and she could feel the baby kicking wildly inside her stomach.
It took some time for Amanda to come down from her orgasm. When she did she saw David smiling at her. "Did you cum?" she asked.
"No, I wanted to wait. Come over here," he said, pulling his mother from the lounger. He sat on a chair and had his mother straddle his legs. "Sit on my cock," he said.
Amanda moaned as she allowed David's cock to slip into her pussy. Then she gasped as he lifted her legs so that all her weight was on his cock. "Damn, I didn't think you could get your cock deeper in me. But you have."
Amanda leaned down and kissed her son, pushing her tongue into his mouth so that they were joined in two places. She felt David begin to lift her hips and sit her back down. "Oh yes," she gasped as she began to feel excitement coursing through her again.
Soon David had his mother moving up and down on his cock. He could feel her pussy squeezing his cock hard. He knew that she was trying to get him to cum. But he had other ideas.
"Oh damn, David, I'm going to cum again."
"Then cum. I love it when you cum on my cock."
"Oh God, oh God," she gasped as another climax started. "David, David, oh damn, I'm cummmmmiiiinnngggg again."
This time when Amanda opened her eyes she saw that David was laughing again. "Now, it's my turn."
"Oh yes, I want you to cum in me."
"I want your ass, Mom," David said.
Amanda smiled. "You are becoming a real ass man, huh?"
David's face turned red. "Uh ... yes, I like your ass. I have been dreaming about fucking it since that night in the dungeon."
"Well, you can have it any time you want it."
David got up and walked over to the lounger. He laid down on his back with his cock pointing toward the sky. "Come on, Mom, put that sweet ass on my cock."
Amanda hurried over and straddled David. Then she squatted over his hard cock and reached between her legs to grab his cock. First she rubbed it across her sopping pussy to get it wet. Then she positioned it at her twitching asshole. When the head was on her asshole she lowered herself slowly. "Ohhhhh," she gasped as the large head of his cock opened her ass and slipped inside.
"Mom, that feels so good," David said.
"Now, let's see if you can hold off cumming for long," Amanda said as she leaned back on her hands and began to move her hips from side to side.
"Ohhhh," David moaned as he felt his mother's tight ass squeezing his cock like a velvet vise. He knew it wouldn't take long to cum now.
Amanda worked her hips up and down, taking her son's cock deep into her ass now with each thrust. She loved the feeling of David's cock in her rectum. She could feel every inch of his flesh, including the large head massaging the walls of her bowels.
"Mommmmmm," David moaned as he began to climax. The head of his cock grew to the size of a small plum before it began to spit his hot cum deep into his mother's pulsing asshole. Blast after blast of cum flew from his cock until his balls were totally depleted. He felt his mother begin to climax just as he released the last of his pent up cum.
A few moments later the two lovers were lying side by side on the lounger fast asleep.
The End
*
As with the last story, there is an illustrated version.
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Chapter 1
The sound of the clacking wheels of the train droned on and on with only the squealing brakes interrupting the ceaseless noise as we slowed for every whistle stop and tiny town. It was a long and arduous trip from State University to my home in upstate New York … five hundred and fifty one miles to be exact. Fortunately, I only had to endure the trip several times during the school year. Of course, driving would have been more convenient, but State University doesn't allow freshman to have cars on campus. It seemed a silly rule, but there was nothing I could do about it; all freshmen suffer the same inconvenience. Besides, I'm not entirely sure my old Ford would have made the trip anyway.
I tried to sleep, but when I dozed off, thoughts of my mother invaded my dreams. That wasn't unusual because, like many young men with a gorgeous mother, she was in my dreams rather frequently, especially since I had graduated high school and moved on to college. I missed her as my wonderful mother, but in truth my dreams were not always pure, to say the least. However, I am no longer embarrassed by those thoughts. I am a psych major and my research convinced me that sexual fantasies are a healthy outlet in most cases—thanks to Sigmund Freud's contention that fantasies often replace the need to act on some of our darkest desires. I am not sure it would have made much difference had the research shown that I was a sick kid. It wasn't something I could help. Mom is thirty-six and, as I said earlier, gorgeous. She is still trim and keeps herself in great shape. My buddies from high school loved to hang out at my house and I know why; they love to see Mom rushing around the house fixing snacks and bringing them sodas with her rather large breasts wiggling freely under her revealing tank top. I had to admit I liked it too … I was proud of her, if not a bit jealous of my friends watching the unconscious display she put on. I could see their eyes as they snuck glances at her. And of course they loved to watch her leave in her tight denim pants or safari shorts. Not only that, but Mom had a special way about her that made her seem like one of the guys, even if every guy there wanted to get into her pants.
My mom is still young for having a son in college. I was born when she was just eighteen. It was a shotgun wedding since she became pregnant in high school. Dad was only a year older and wasn't exactly ecstatic about having to get married. It surely put a crimp on his college plans … he had to go to work for his dad in the family auto business instead. Although the pregnancy was a mutual mistake, I think dad blamed her for getting pregnant. I sensed that he felt that she somehow tricked him. I am not sure he wanted to have children, ever. After I was born, Mom went on the pill and could never convince my father to change his mind about children. Although I didn't know it until recently, she wanted a large family—she was an only child and felt that she had missed something by not having brothers and sisters. She told me later that she wanted four or five children; but that was not to be.
Being an only child didn't bother me at all and I enjoyed the attention. I believe that being an only child had something to do with my fascination with my mom. She wasn't exactly a doting mother, but I was born prematurely and that made me special. Dad was always complaining that she was going to make me a sissy. Of course that never happened.
When I graduated high school I was six foot one and almost one hundred ninety pounds in spite of being premature and just three pounds at birth. I consider myself good looking, but I have always been shy … something to do with being a "preemie" I think. Unfortunately, I was never comfortable around girls with the exception of Mom. She encouraged me to date and in fact tried to set me up with several of her friend's daughters. I am not totally naïve when it comes to girls and I am not a virgin, but the few girls I have been with always seemed immature, especially when compared to my mother.
And now my mother is alone (except for me). Dad left her three weeks ago. It would have been bad enough if he had left her for another woman, but instead, it was a man. After eighteen years of marriage my father confessed that he was gay and had been having an affair with another man. As hard as that was for my mother to deal with, it was just hard for me, I think. I was never close to my dad, but he was my father and I respected him ... at least I did. The lost of respect was not because he was gay but rather because he was living a lie for so many years and my mother and I ended up on the short end. It is easy for me to hate him now, after what he has done to my mother.
When Mom called to tell me at school, I was incredibly shocked to say the least and I wanted to come home right away. However, she insisted that I stay and finish my final exams. I had three weeks left until the end of the term, but my mind never really returned to school. I just couldn't get my head around what had happened. How could my father have hidden it from us all these years? How could he do this to my mother? How could he do this to me? It was almost more than I could take. At one point I started to question my own sexuality. Although I knew that I had no interest in men, I went out, got drunk, and got into a fight, receiving a black eye and a fat lip for my stupidity. It was my silly adolescent way of proving that I was a man, I suppose.
With all this conflict running through my head, I was on my way home to my mom and summer vacation. Unfortunately, I didn't figure it was going to be much of a vacation.
Chapter 2
When the train pulled into the station I hopped off and looked up and down the walkway for my mother. I saw her waving her arm from across the terminal. I smiled and waved back. She hurried over and we hugged. Then we kissed lightly on the lips as we have always done. The hug and kiss lasted longer than normal, which was totally understandable in this situation.
I pulled away and said, "Let me get my luggage and I'll be right back."
"Okay. I'll bring the car around."
As we parted, I turned and looked at her. My eyes were drawn to her rear. She had on a pair of tight denim jeans, a western style top, and boots. As I stared, she turned and looked at me. It was obvious that she didn't really mind me staring and she smiled knowingly. I waved again before turning away with my face red with embarrassment.
Once I loaded my luggage in the back of the SUV and settled in I finally started to relax. It was good to be home, even considering the circumstances. As I looked at Mom, I realized how much I missed her. I stared at her profile as she navigated the traffic. Her black hair was a little shorter then when I had left, but it framed her soft features perfectly. Her eyes were a twinkling blue and she had a cute dimple that only appeared when she smiled. Even a tiny smile would light up her entire face.
"You cut your hair. I like it." I said.
"I did. And thanks; it is sweet of you to notice. How was your trip?"
"Long and uncomfortable," I answered.
"Well, you have the entire summer to recover," she said and showed me that smile. It seemed forced, though.
We were silent for a long time, neither knowing where to start.
Finally, Mom broke the silence. "David, I don't know what to say. Everything happened so quickly. Even now I'm still in shock. I never knew about your father."
She paused and I could see tears in her eyes. I could feel the anger building in me again. I swallowed down the bile in my throat and said, "I know. Neither did I."
"We … your father and I have been having problems for the last several years, but I thought it was normal after so many years of marriage. Then I began to think it was because we had been married so young and never got to know each other," she said. Then added wryly, "I guess I was right about that."
"Son-of-a-bitch," I whispered under my breath.
My mother reached over and grabbed my hand. "I know it's hard on you," she said quietly.
"It's harder on you. I hate him."
"Don't hate him, David."
"Why not?" I said with anger. When I saw my mother wince, I softened my tone and squeezed her hand. "Sorry, Mom, I know I have to deal with this and so do you. But we will get through this together." She looked at me and smiled weakly.
Mom looked tired. I could see that the stress had taken a toll on her. In fact, it appeared that she had gained a little weight. Not that she looked bad, but her breasts were fuller and I had noticed that her jeans seemed tighter then normal. I guess stress will do that to you … maybe too much comfort food.
It was about a thirty-minute trip from the train station to our house. We didn't talk much until we arrived home. As we walked into the house my mother said, "I'll fix you lunch if you want. Are you hungry?"
"Starved. Let me go take my suitcase to my room and wash up."
"Okay, sweetheart," she said and reached for my hand and squeezed it again.
On impulse I pulled her into my arms for a hug. She held me tight and I heard her start to sob. I had no idea what to say so I just held her and let her cry. At some point, I realized that her breasts were mashed to my chest and her thighs pressed to mine. I was mortified when I felt my cock start to fill with blood. In spite of how badly I felt, she was still my fantasy woman and I just could not help myself. As much I wanted to keep holding her, I knew that in a minute she would feel my excitement. I pushed her back and kissed her lightly on the lips. I could taste her tears and incredibly that made my almost hard cock pulse. I took her face in my hands and used my thumbs to wipe away her tears. Her eyes held mine and I was almost lost in the deep pool of blue in her eyes. My excitement grew.
"Uh … let me go unpack," I said. I turned quickly and hurried to my room.
When I returned to the kitchen my mother had a bowl of soup and a sandwich on the table for me. She was sitting across the table and her eyes were still red from crying. When she saw me she started to cry again. I walked over and hugged her. She buried her face in the fabric of my shirt just above the belt. Again, I let her cry until I felt her tears soaking though my shirt. I whispered again, "We'll get through this." I was trying to convince myself as much as her.
"I know," she answered as she pulled away and looked up at me. "But there is something else that you should know."
I suddenly had this rush of dread. I had no idea what she was going to say but from the look on her face, I figured it couldn't be good. "What?" I asked.
"Sit down," she said.
I sat down quickly, staring at her, waiting.
It took a few long moments before she spoke. "I'm not sure how to tell you this and I wanted to wait until you got home before I did."
Now I was even more concerned. "What's wrong, Mom?" I asked, almost on the verge of tears myself. Maybe cancer, I thought and felt my stomach begin to churn.
"David," she said and paused again for what seemed an eternity. Then she took a deep breath and said, "I'm pregnant."
Suddenly the room was totally silent. I wasn't sure I had heard her right. "What?" I asked.
"I'm two months pregnant."
I heard it this time. I almost fell out of my chair. I stared at her for several very long moments. When I could respond I stuttered, "How … when … oh Jesus, Mom. I thought dad was … you know … you two weren't …"
She had tears streaming down her cheeks as she said; "It wasn't dad that got me pregnant."
I gasped and stared. My head started to spin.
After a moment she composed herself and said, "A couple months ago I was out with a friend. We were drinking and I was telling him about how your father and I never … uh … get together anymore … you know, sexually, it's been years. Well … uh … one thing led to another and I ended up going to a motel with him."
I looked at her with my eyes were as wide as saucers.
"I'm sorry, David. It wasn't something I wanted to happen, it just did. It was only once, but I guess that's all it took."
"God," I said.
"Your father and I have not had sex in five years. He cut me off long ago, and now I know why. But that is no excuse. Can you ever forgive me?" She bowed her head.
I was silent. I had no idea what to say. There were a host of emotions running through me at that moment. Somewhere inside there was anger or more likely it was jealously that she had been with another man, but I certainly couldn't let her know that. Neither could I really be mad at her, especially after all she has gone through. "Who is he?" I asked, trying to keep my emotions out of my voice.
"You don't know him. I met him a few years ago at one of your father's company Christmas parties. We kept in touch, but nothing ever happened until … you know, this one time."
"Does he know you are pregnant?"
"No. He's married."
"Oh shit," I said and then wished I hadn't. "I mean that complicates things I guess."
"Not really. I don't intend to tell him. It was not his fault. I mean it didn't take much to seduce me … if he was even trying. It was just a big mistake for both of us. We both apologized the next day and agreed to never do it again. I don't want to ruin his marriage."
"I guess I can understand that," I said, still fighting my jealously. "What about Dad, does he know?"
"No, and I don't intend to tell him either," she said with thinly veiled anger. "He'll find out soon enough anyway."
Mom looked at me and started to cry again. I got up and came around and knelt at her feet and hugged her.
"I don't know what to do. I'm so ashamed," she said and continued to cry. Then she slipped to her knees in front of me, placing her hands over her face, sobbing.
My heart was being ripped from my chest. I held her shoulders, unsure what to do no. I was just no good when a woman was crying. I repeated for the tenth time, "We'll get through this." I tried to sound confident. I was the man of the house now. But my head was spinning and I was almost shaking. "I can quit college and get a job … you know, to make some extra money," I said.
My mother looked at me with surprise and gathered herself. "Oh no, that's not necessary. Your father is paying alimony and quite a bit of it too. His "friend" has plenty of money; in fact he is very wealthy. The house and everything is ours. So we don't have any worries financially."
I had to admit I felt relief. Yet, I was still concerned about her. I mean I couldn't go back to college and leave her alone while she was pregnant. I could go to a local college, I thought, but did not say. Then I said, "I'm glad you're not telling Dad. We can handle this ourselves. We don't need him."
I saw my mother's face turn soft and I saw a look that was filled with emotion. She said, "David, I love you. You are my rock."
It appeared that I had said the right thing and then I saw her features relax and the tension drained from her. "Thank you for being so understanding," she whispered, continuing to hold me tight. When she pulled back there was something in her eyes that I had never seen before. The blue of her eyes seemed like deep pools of crystal water shimmering in the morning sun. I could suddenly feel heat and I didn't know if it was coming from her or me. My heart began to thump. Then, like a magnet our lips slowly came together.
I am not sure how long the kiss lasted, a minute or an hour, but it was enough to start my blood boiling. When we parted, I could see that my mother was breathing heavier and she still had a funny look on her face. I glanced down and saw that her nipples were hard and poking through the material of her top. She saw my eyes. Her face turned red and so did mine. I quickly pulled away, although reluctantly, and went back to my chair, now embarrassed. I think she was too.
"Want me to heat that soup up for you?" she said, still breathless.
"No, it's fine." I bent my head and began to eat my now cold soup.
My mother stared at me for a few moments … I could feel her eyes but I didn't look up. She got up and went to the refrigerator to get a bottle of water. She was composed when she came back to the table. "So, I suppose things are going to be changing around here. I mean with a baby and all … crying, diapers, baby food, etc." She laughed lightly. It was obvious that she was trying to lighten the conversation and reduce the tension that had result from the kiss.
"We have plenty of room in this big house," I said. Then I added honestly, "I can turn the bedroom next to yours into a nursery."
"Would you do that for me? That would be wonderful," she said with appreciation in her voice.
"Sure, that shouldn't be a problem. I can put in a doorway to your room, then a little paint and some furniture," I said and paused. "Is it a boy or a girl?"
Mom smiled. "I don't know yet."
"I'll have to wait to paint it until I know if it is going to be blue or pink. A boy certainly can't have a pink bedroom."
She smiled again and said, "I'm going to have to get some maternity clothes. All the clothes I had when I was pregnant with you are long gone. Besides, I doubt they would fit me anymore."
"Why not?" I asked.
She smiled and said, "I've gained a few pounds over the years."
"All in the right places," I blurted.
"Really. You don't think I have gotten … you know … fat."
If I had been older I would have known that was a loaded question, but instead I was just surprised. I looked at her like she had two heads. Then without being conscious of it my eyes drifted down to her breasts. Her nipples were still hard. I quickly drew back to her face. "Uh … no, of course you're not fat, even for being pregnant. In fact, I think pregnant women are very sexy."
"You do?"
I flushed but nodded my head.
"I'm learning new things about you all the time," she said and laughed.
It was the first time I had heard her laugh for real since I met her at the train. I liked it. It lifted the cloud that had seemed to cover the room. I smiled broadly.
Then she added, "But I'll be gaining weight with the pregnancy. I remember before I was pregnant with you, my breasts were quite small, but during pregnancy and after you were born, they grew much bigger and, while they have gone down a bit, they never really went back to the way they were. Now, if they grow …"
I smiled again, trying to keep the lust hidden, but my eyes were drawn to her breasts again. "Sorry, Mom, but they are great now and will be even better later," I said. I had no idea where I got the boldness to say this to my mother. We had never talked about anything like this … especially not sexual things.
"You're so sweet," she said and blushed.
I could tell her demeanor had changed dramatically in the last few minutes. It was as if the weight of the world had been lifted from her shoulders. My reaction to her pregnancy must have been better than she had expected. It seemed that she was coming to terms with the situation and I had helped. At least I thought I had.
"Listen, sweetie, I have some grocery shopping to do. You want to go with me?"
I looked at her with a frown but then smiled and said, "I'd rather have a sharp stick in my eye."
"Okay," she said and laughed. "I'll be back in a couple hours."
I watched her leave the kitchen, staring at that great ass again. And like she had done at the station, she turned and smiled at me. My face reddened but I didn't turn away this time.
Later we ate dinner and talked. In just a few hours we had become much closer. Not that we weren't close before; preemie's and their mothers are generally closer for a variety of reasons. But suddenly we had a common problem and she was treating me like an adult, as an equal, and not like her child.



After dinner I went to take a shower. I had shampoo in my hair and it had run into my eyes. When I reached out for a towel, I realized that I had neglected to put one on the rack. The towels were in a closet a few feet away, which I could not reach without getting out of the shower. Wet from head to toe, I was trying to step out of the shower when my foot slipped. I yelled as I went down, grabbing the shower curtain on my way. It helped break my fall but the flimsy rod couldn't hold my weight and I landed on the floor, on my butt, with a thud. I was unhurt but embarrassed.
My mother heard me yell and rushed into the bathroom to find me lying naked on the floor. "Are you hurt?" she asked reaching to help me up.
I took her hand and stood, dripping wet and stark naked. "Only my pride," I quipped.
"Let me get you a towel," she said, turning and opening the closet. She pulled out a towel but instead of handing it to me she paused. "You sure you're okay? You didn't bruise your butt, did you?"
"Moooommm," I said, "I'm fine." I suddenly realized that I was totally naked with my mother staring at me. I saw her eyes appraising my body. I saw her eyes drift down to my middle. She was unconscious of it I am sure.
In spite of my embarrassment I felt blood flowing to my penis.
"You have grown up on me," she said, but then blushed and drew her eyes away from my suddenly twitching cock. "I guess I better get out of here," she said, now flustered.
Later that night, sometime after 11:00, I was lying in bed naked with my I-Pod headphones on listening to music when thoughts of my mother slipped into my mind. I began to stroke myself as I thought about my favorite fantasy. It was a familiar one … one where my gorgeous mother and I are at the swimming pool. I offer to put sunscreen on her back. She reaches back and unties the string on her bikini top. I slowly smooth cream on her back as I stare at her gorgeous ass enhanced by the dental floss bikini, which left the smooth mounds of her ass cheeks bare. Slowly my hand slides down her back until I reach her ass. She squirmed as I moved lower spreading the cream over her cheeks.
Suddenly my eyes flew open. I realized that my mother was standing in the room. I had not heard her knock, if she had, because of the headphones. I gasped and looked for something to cover my obvious excitement. I noticed that my mother was holding something in her hand. Her face was red and she looked concerned.
"Moooommmmm!" I gasped. Then I realized what she was wearing. She had on a man's shirt, which was unbuttoned down the front revealing most of her gorgeous breasts and a pair of bikini panties.
"David, I found this in your linen closet when I was replacing the towels just now. Does it belong to you?" She held open a magazine that depicted naked men having sex. There was a look of total shock on her face ... which matched mine. Apparently she had panicked when she found the magazine in the closet and had rushed into my room not realizing that she was half naked.
"Noooo," I gasped. The magazine was clearly intended for gay men. "Moooommmm," I screamed again, "That doesn't belong to me." Then suddenly I realized that because of Dad, she thought that maybe I was gay also. You know, the "apple doesn't fall far from the tree", kind of thinking.
"Really, Mom, that is not mine. I've never seen it before. It has to have belonged to dad."
My mother came over and sat down on the bed next to me. "Its okay, David, you can be honest with me. We can get you help if you are … are … you know, like dad."
I was so shocked I couldn't answer.
She said, "You are a handsome boy and I've wondered why you didn't date more in high school." She clearly thought I was might be gay.
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. A strange thought suddenly crossed my mind. I had a moment when I thought about using her fears to my advantage, but I came to my senses.
"Mom, I am not gay. I'm just shy. Really!"
I saw a skeptical look on her face and it appeared she didn't believe me. Then she placed her hand on my bare thigh. That small move made my cock, which had gone limp, twitch. It was starting to grow again. The room was suddenly filled with tension. I was almost frozen with fear. If she kept her hand on my bare thigh I was going to be fully erect again in a few moments. Then when she began to gently massage my leg, that did it and within seconds I was hard. "Mooommm," I gasped as her circling hand moved higher.
"If you are leaning that way, I think we can get you help," she said with a pained expression.
I knew from my intro to psychology that being gay was not a choice one made ... you either were or your weren't. "Listen, I think about girls … only girls. I even fantasize about you." I blushed.
Her eyes opened wide, but then they narrowed as if she thought I was making that up to please her. I saw a look of determination on her face.
"Just relax, she said as she slowly moved her hand higher and higher.
I held my breath, unable to believe what was about to happen.
Her hand wrapped around my cock a moment later and I almost passed out.
"Jesus," I whispered under my breath. It was impossible to relax. I stared at her, my chest tightening with excitement. She began to stroke me. I thought I heard a little moan slip from her lips. Then she started to move her hand up and down. I was in total shock at this point and my mind could not comprehend what was happening. The woman I had fantasized about was stroking my cock.
"Mmmm, that's it, just relax, sweetie," she whispered as she continued to stroke me.
My cock was pulsing in her hand and juice was literally running from the slit. She used it to coat my cock and make is slippery. Her hand began to move faster until the room filled with the sloppy sound of her stroking hand. It didn't take long for me to reach my peak. I wondered if I should warn her that I was about to climax, but the only thing that came from my mouth was an, "Ahhhhhh". My cock throbbed and suddenly exploded. The fact that I had been stimulating myself for a while and now my mother was jerking on my cock, caused my sperm to blast high into the air in a huge arch, hitting my chin and then splattering on my chest.
Blast after blast spewed from the swollen head until my balls were empty. My mother kept pumping until I was dry. Then she squeezed one last time before she quietly stood up and left the room.
I lay there gasping for breath and wondering if it had all been a dream. By the time I had fallen asleep I had convinced myself that it was in fact a dream.
Chapter 3
The following morning, I came down to breakfast to find Mom already up. She had coffee brewing and the kitchen smelled like I remembered when I was growing up. On the stove was sizzling bacon and scrambled eggs. I sat down at the table quietly and buried my head in the newspaper. Frankly I was embarrassed about what had happened last night … if it happened at all. I couldn't believe my mother would actual jerk me off.
"Good morning," my mother said.
"Uh, good morning, Mom," I said sheepishly.
"Did you sleep well last night?" she asked.
"Uh … yeah, sure. How about you?"
"Great. Especially after our talk," she answered.
For a moment I thought she was talking about the discussion about the gay magazine. But then she said, "I was so worried about telling you about being pregnant. But you made me feel so much better."
"Well, I'm glad I could help."
"It did, more than you know," she said as she walked over and hugged me.
I felt her breasts press to my shoulder and the now familiar stirring began in my groin and the scene from last night flashed into my mind. Stop it, I told myself. This is crazy. I have to live with my mom. Yet, there was nothing my rational mind could do to stop my libido.
"What's on your agenda today?" Mom asked as she went back to the stove and finished breakfast.
"I thought I would try to get the old Ford started. Anything you need?"
"Yes, you can put all of your … your father's stuff from the garage in boxes. I'll call him to pick it up."
I saw a flash of sadness in her face and felt anger well up in my stomach. I fought it and said, "Sure."
"Later this afternoon I can fix us some burgers on the grill if you want."
Mom knew I missed her wonderful cheeseburgers. It was a summer tradition to sit by the pool and have burgers on the grill almost every Sunday. It was a happy memory—especially watching her run around the pool in her bikini. "Sure, great," I said sincerely.
After breakfast, I went to the garage, got my car started with a little charge to the battery, and then packed up all of dad's tools (at least the ones I didn't want) and put them in boxes. When I was done it was after 2 and I was tired and sweaty, so I went in to take a shower. As I walked to the bathroom with a towel around my waist, I passed Mom's exercise room and I heard her breathing heavily. I peeked into her room through the crack in the door and saw my mother bent over at the waist. She was wearing a pair of tight short shorts and top. All I could see was her ass. Taking a big risk, I dropped my towel and grabbed my now hard cock. As I stroked myself and watched, she would bend over and touch her toes then go into a yoga stretch movement. There was a mirror in front of her, but I couldn't see myself so I figured she couldn't see me. I found out much later that she had seen me.
After a few minutes of watching I became worried that she was going to catch me so I slipped away from the door and went to take my shower.
The rest of the day was relatively quiet. Mom and I went out for a quick pizza and then back home. She said she was tired and went to bed early. I watched TV and finally went to my room. I stripped and got into bed, intent on fantasizing about my mother. I started stroking my cock, but somehow the fantasy wasn't the same now … not after my mother had jerked me off. I am not sure what time it was, but I was awakened by the sound of my door opening. I lay there frozen, hoping against hope that I was not mistaken. I suppressed a moan when I felt the bed next to me move. Then I felt her hand on my thigh. Instinctively I remained motionless, pretending to be asleep ... not really sure why.
Then my mother's hand wrapped around my cock and I thought I heard her moan. Again, I lay motionless, less I should wake up from this incredible dream. But it was no dream this time for sure. I was wide-awake and my mother was stroking my cock. Slowly my hips began to move with her hand, but then she stopped moving. It was almost as if she was saying, be still … act like you are asleep or we can't do this. I stopped my movement and she began to stroke me again. God, what agony. She moved her hand slowly up and down, coating her palm with my juice. Then she circled my crown with her thumb and forefinger and twisted firmly but gently; around one direction and then back the other, like she was tightening and then loosening a jar. It was incredibly exciting, but not enough to make me climax. That was obviously her intent. She was going to drag it out until I was mad. It took Herculean strength for me to not move. I wanted to grab her hand and move it up and down. Make me cum, my mind screamed. Yet, she had other ideas. It seemed that she was enjoying my agony. Suddenly she moved closer and I could feel her rubbing her breasts on my back. Her other arm seemed to be moving and I was pretty sure she was stroking herself as well.
After some time, I felt her tense and then gasp. Her fist stopped moving on my cock. God, she must be climaxing, I thought. A few moments later she began to stroke me again, this time faster. When I felt like my balls were about to burst, she suddenly stopped. I moaned aloud this time. She waited a few moments and started again. She brought me near my peak three or four times before I just couldn't take it any more. Finally, I gasped and began to squirt. I think I heard her giggle, but I might have been mistaken. My juice hurtled straight in the air, coming down on her hand and my balls with an audible splat. It came and came like my balls were an endless well.
But alas they weren't and finally my cock began to shrink. Before it had gone totally soft, I felt my mother get up and quietly leave the room. I sighed and dozed off, only to wake up later with my now watery juice running down my balls. I smiled and got up and went to the bathroom to clean up.
Chapter 4
Over the next few weeks nothing much changed around the house except that I had fallen madly in love with my mother, and I think she knew it. I would act like a teenager in love whenever I was around her. Anything she asked me to do, I readily agreed. I told her that I needed to help her because of the pregnancy. That was somewhat true, but it was a lot more than that. I wanted to be around her all the time. Whenever I had a chance to peek at her in the tub or dressing I did … although I felt guilty about it afterward. I could see her body changing … her stomach was getting a little bigger and her breasts seemed to be growing. That just made me crazier for her. She had a glow about her that I had never seen before. She seemed to be very happy now, although sometimes I would see her sitting on the porch alone and I knew she was still dealing with my father leaving her. I think she felt like she had not been woman enough for him. That was irrational but I knew her hormones were going crazy. I guessed that our sexual contact was either a result of her hormones or the emotional turmoil that came from her feeling that she had not been sexually adequate for my father. Whatever the reason, it made no difference to me.
During this time she continued to come to my room. Not every night, but several times a week. It was always the same, she would stroke me as she played with herself until she climaxed. Then she would tease me for a long, long time. I got to the point where I could hold my climax for as long as it took. I reveled in the stroking and her closeness. I loved to feel her breasts pressed to me. I, of course, pretended to be asleep and she would stop stroking me if I began to move. It was her game and she made the rules … and I happily complied.
Then, something changed … up until that point, her jerking me off had always been in my bed in the cover of darkness. It happened about a week ago. It was a beautiful Saturday afternoon and I had been working in the yard when she called to me and asked if I wanted burgers on the grill. I readily agreed and said I just needed to get a shower first.
When I came downstairs an hour later Mom was outside fixing the burgers. She had on a pretty blue sundress and was standing at the grill.
"Hi," I said as I walked up behind her. "Smells good."
She turned and smiled and said, "Hungry?"
"Always."
"It looks like rain so I guess we had better eat inside. Can you set the table for me?"
"Sure." I went inside and put plates and napkins on the breakfast nook table. Then I brought out all the fixings that I like; tomatoes, lettuce, mayonnaise, and onions. A few minutes later my mother came in with a tray of steaming burgers. Then she went into the kitchen and came back with a glass of iced tea for her and a bottle of beer.
"You don't drink beer," I said.
"No, but I figured you do now," she said with a smile. "I picked some up at the store today."
I had had my share of beer at college ... what freshman doesn't. My face brightened. "Really? I can have a beer?"
"Well, as long as you don't tell anyone and you don't drive, I figured a few beers in the fridge wouldn't hurt."
"Thanks, Mom," I said feeling proud that she thought I was old enough to handle a beer or two. I leaned over and kissed her on the lips, pulling away quickly in case she would protest. She didn't. On impulse I leaned over and kissed her again. She didn't really respond, but she didn't pull away either. I held the kiss for a moment longer, deciding not to push it by trying to use my tongue. When I finally pulled away, I could still feel her soft lips still on mine and I could almost taste her. I whispered, "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too," she returned. I saw what looked like a tear in her eye. Then she said, "I don't know what I would have done without you."
I smiled and we both grew quiet, gazing at each other. It was one of the most incredible moments of my life. The look of love in her eyes made my heart skip a beat and it felt like I was melting inside.
"Let's eat," she whispered as she gently touched my cheek.
Then we sat down and I made up a giant burger for myself. She made one as well, but it wasn't quite as large as mine. I picked mine up and was about to take a bite when I felt something on my leg. I froze. I glanced out of the corner of my eye, afraid to turn and look, and saw my mother holding her burger with one hand, her other on my thigh. She was not looking my way. I suppressed a gasp when her hand started to snake toward my shorts. My heart was beating so hard it made my whole body shake as her fingers found the zipper of my shorts and slipped it down. My cock was immediately hard and almost found its way out of my shorts without her help.
My mother's hand was wrapped around my throbbing cock now. I was frozen with excitement; still afraid to look in fear that she would stop. A little moan escaped my lips as she began to stroke me. My mother was jerking me off … right in the breakfast nook, in broad daylight. It was almost more than I could take.
I was breathing heavily, but I could also hear my mother breathing hard. I held my burger in my hands, but it was in serious danger of falling. My hips began to move in time with my mother's hand. She paused. I stopped moving. I had grown to like the teasing. She began stroking me slowly again. She moved her hand up and down and twisted it like I had grown to love. When she squeezed tighter and began to pump faster, it took but a few long moments before I knew I was going to climax. Again, I wanted to warn her, but only a ragged gasp came from my lips. Then I let out a long, low moan and closed my eyes. My cock pulsed and began to squirt. I bowed my head as incredible pleasure rushed over me. My cock throbbed and cum poured out of me like a garden hose.
When the last squeeze of cum was out of my cock I sighed heavily. I looked at my mother and she was now eating the burger with both hands. There was a smile on her face. I was shocked when I saw my cum glistening on her fingers. She didn't seem to mind that fact or that I had splattered cum all over the hardwood floor either.
Nothing was said as we finished our burgers. Somehow eating had taken a distant second to the swirling that was going on in my head. My mother got up and wiped her mouth before saying, "Would you mind cleaning up?" I knew she meant both the floor and the table.
"Uh … no," I stammered. I watched in stunned silence as she left the room.
Chapter 5
As had happened every time my mother and I did something sexual, we did not speak about it. The following morning was like any other in my 19 years; Mom in the kitchen, breakfast being readied. She looked over her shoulder and smiled at me.
"Good morning, sweetie. Sleep well?" She always asked me that.
"Uh … yes … I did. How about you?"
"Okay. My lower back is beginning to bother me. It happened when I was pregnant with you as well. The doctor says I should get massages. I might call and set up an appointment."
A light came on for me. "Hey, I could do it … I mean … uh … if you want me too."
She smiled and said, "That is very sweet of you. But you don't have to."



"No," I said quickly. "I want to."
"Well, okay, if you insist. I have a few errands to run but I should be back by early this afternoon, if that is okay with you."
"Yeah, fine," I said, trying to hide my excitement. "I have to change the oil in my car and I was going to wash it."
"Good, then it's a date."
I smiled. I liked that comment.
I watched as she turned and walked over to the table with a stack of pancakes. My eyes were not on the pancakes. My mother's sweet tits were almost totally visible under her thin pink nightgown. I tried not to stare, but it was impossible. I could tell she knew where my eyes were.
"I can see you are hungry," she said, holding the pancakes out.
We both knew that I was hungry, but not only for the pancakes.
After I devoured the pancakes I went to the garage and worked on the car, spilling oil and losing the oil plug in the bucket of old oil. For some reason my mind was not on working on the car today. I found that I was very nervous about this afternoon. What was she going to let me do, I wondered? Up until that point, it had been all her, jerking me, but not letting me take any liberties with her. Now I was going to be able to touch her body … or at least her back, but I hoped for more.
When she got home at about 3 o'clock, I tried to act very casual. For some strange reason I didn't want to seem over eager. "Uh … anytime you want that back rub, let me know, Mom," I said.
"I want to take a quick shower. I have been looking forward to this all day."
So had I. The thought that in just a few minutes I was going to put my hands on my mother's body made my cock start to harden.
"Where do you want to do it?" I asked.
"I suppose on my bed. I'll put a beach towel on the top to keep the oil for getting on the duvet."
"Okay, just give me a call when you're ready." Then I wondered what I should wear. I finally decided on a pair of jeans, with no shirt and no shoes ... partially naked but still respectable.
About an hour later I heard my mother calling me. "David, I'm ready." I think that might have been the longest hour of my life. I hurried up the stairs and into her room. I stopped as I stepped into the room. My mother was lying on her stomach without her bra with just a pair of thong panties on. I was almost shaking as I walked over to the bed.
I saw that she had placed a couple of towels on the bed with several bottles of massage oil on the nightstand. I suddenly got an idea. "Mom, do you mind if I take my jeans off. They are going to be a bit rough on your skin."
"Do you have underwear on?" she asked and then laughed.
"I do," I answered with a laugh of my own. I had in truth thought about leaving my underwear off. Now I was glad I hadn't.
"Sure, get comfortable," she said as she glanced at me and then smiled. I could feel her eyes on me as I quickly stripped my jeans off and climbed onto the bed. My hands were shaking as I picked up a bottle of scented massage cream. I stared down at my mother's beautiful back and ass. Her skin was perfect, without a blemish or mole anywhere. I straddled the backs of her thighs sitting gently back. I poured the oil on my hands and rubbed them together until they were warm. Then I placed my hands onto the small of her back.
"Ahhhh," she moaned.
I moved my hands slowly around, kneading the flesh of her back firmly but without undue pressure.
"Oh, that's it, right there. That feels so good."
I smiled. It felt and looked good to me too. As I massaged I stared at her bare ass cheeks. She was almost totally naked right there in front of me. I had to fight the urge to move my hands down and massage her naked ass cheeks. But I didn't want to overstep my bounds. The last thing I wanted was to get her upset and take a chance of being thrown out of the room. So I was careful.
When I finished with her lower back I moved my hands slowly upward. Her groan gave me the approval I needed. I circled my hands, and then moved upward toward the center, using my thumbs to press either side of her spine.
"Ohhhhh, yes," she groaned.
As I moved my hands in circles I glanced down and could see the soft flesh of her breasts squeezing out the sides from her weight pressing onto the bed. I slid my hands down her sides, my fingers just touching the soft flesh of the side of her tits. I dared not go too far so I contented myself with only my fingertips touching her tit flesh. After a few more minutes I moved down her back again. When I got to her buttocks I hesitated. Then I threw caution to the wind and began to slowly move my hands across her ass cheeks. I anticipated a protest, but when she didn't I continued, using my fingers to knead her soft ass flesh. As I massaged her cheeks I gently pulled them apart. I suppressed a gasp when I saw the star of her asshole covered only by the string of her panties. I had a sudden and almost overpowering urge to bend down and kiss it. My cock was as hard as a rock and uncomfortable in my tight under shorts.
Taking a big risk, I slipped off the bed and quickly stripped off my shorts as my mother waited patiently. My mother's head was turned the other way and she didn't turn to look at me. I crawled onto the bed again and knelt between her legs. I pushed her legs apart and stared down at the junction of her thighs. The tiny thong has slipped between the lips, leaving the soft flesh of her pussy exposed on either side. I fought the urge to jerk off. I poured on oil directly onto her legs and began to massage the back of her thighs. I moved all the way down to her caves and back up again. My cock was now throbbing and juice was dripping from the slit. Several times I had to catch it and like a pervert rubbed my hands together along with the oil before smearing it onto her legs.
I glanced up and saw that my mother was very still and her breathing was soft and regular. She has fallen asleep, I thought. For a moment I was disappointed but then I had a nasty idea. It was crazy, but what the heck, I thought. I stayed kneeling between her legs as I began to stroke my cock. Then taking a big risk I reached down and slipped my finger under the string of her thong panties and lifted gently, moving my finger to the side as I did. That pulled the tiny string from between her cheeks.
My mother moaned and I froze. Then she relaxed again, but not before she moved her legs a little farther apart. That was perfect. I gasped when I saw the tiny star of her asshole appear again between her cheeks. I began to tremble. I stroked my cock faster.
I knew I was close to climaxing, but did I dare cum on her ass cheeks. Then it was too late. Suppressing a moan I held my cock tight as cum began to squirt from the head.
It splattered all over her ass and some even ran between her cheeks. It was incredibly exciting. I was to far gone to consider the consequences of being caught at that point. When I was drained and looked down at the mess I had created I suddenly felt remorse for taking advantage of my mother. Yet, my still pulsing cock quickly overcame my temporary shame. Seeing that my mother was still asleep I used one finger to trace up one ass cheek and down the other. Then I started at the top between the crack and began to slowly move downward toward her little pink asshole. It seemed to quiver and I had a momentary thought of pressing my finger into the hole. I refrained when she moved and moaned quietly. Knowing I had been lucky that she had not awakened, I decided not to take any more chances. I slowly crawled off the bed. I looked one more time at my mother before walking quietly out of the room.
Back in my room I immediately began to feel guilty again. I had taken advantage of my mother. The things she had done to me were incredible … things very few guys, if any, ever got a chance to do with their mother. Then, suddenly, the thought occurred to me that my mother would probably see the residue of my cum on her ass cheeks. Hoping that she had not awakened, I hurried back to her room intending to use a towel or something to clean her ass. When I arrived at her door, I peeked in. I froze when I saw my mother standing in front of her mirror. I was surprised to see a smile on her face. Then I saw her take a tissue and reach back to wipe the areas where my cum had been smeared. My heart started to thump with concern. She had obviously been awake and knew what I had done. Yet, she didn't appear to be angry. I sighed and with my burden lifted I quietly went back to my room and jerked off again. Then I slept like a baby.
Chapter 6
"David, I have a meeting with the attorney today so I will be gone most of the afternoon," my mother said as she came into the den where I was watching a ball game.
"Okay, Mom, anything you want me to do today?"
"The sink in my bathroom is leaking. I don't know if you can fix it, but I would love for you to look at it."
"Sure. Probably just needs a new washer."
"Thanks. I'll fix dinner when I get home."
Mom came over and leaned over to give me a goodbye kiss. I'm not sure if she intended for it to be more than a peck, but I had other ideas. When her lips touched mine, I reached and pulled her down, opening my mouth in the process. I heard a little moan from her and I slipped my tongue into her mouth. We were both breathing harder when she finally pulled away. "I have to hurry," she said breathlessly and turned and quickly walked out the door.
I took a deep breath and sighed as I watched her leave. My heart was thumping in my chest and I was already hard. God, I am going to go crazy, I thought.
After the game I went up to her bathroom and replaced the washer in her sink. As I was walking out I saw a pair of her panties hanging out of her hamper. Like the pervert I was I picked them up and brought them to my nose. I breathed in her smell and felt my cock start to harden. I stuffed the panties into my pocket and went back to my room. I lay down and brought the panties to my nose again. I couldn't get enough of her smell. I thought about jerking off, but decided to wait. With my mother's panties on my face, I fell asleep.
I suddenly awoke with a start. "Wh ... uh ... huh?" I said, totally confused.
"I said dinner is about ready," my mother said as she leaned into my room.
I suddenly realized that I still had her panties on my face. I snatched them off and looked at the door in time to see my mother's smiling face disappear and the door close. "Shit," I almost screamed. What a jerk I am, I thought.
I went down stairs with my face still red and saw my mother setting the table.
"I'll do that," I said with a sheepish smile.
"Thanks," she answered with her own smile. "Were you able to fix the sink?"
"Yeah. It was just a washer. I also fixed the light switch. It was sticking."
"Thank you again, sweetie. I don't know what I would do with all the things that need fixing around here."
I smiled and began to set the table. We ate and talked about the visit to the attorney's office. Dad was not there. Mom said she signed a few legal papers. The divorce would take a while, but should be final in a couple of months. I saw sadness in her eyes.
"Sorry about all this, Mom," I said.
"None of this is your fault, David."
"I know but it still hurts," I answered, fighting back the urge to cry.
Mom reached over and grasped my hand. "For me too," she said as a tear trickled down her cheek. "Let me do the dishes," she said quickly and got up.
"I'll help," I said and stacked the dinner plates on the table. Then after wiping the table I carried the dishes into the kitchen. Mom was standing at the sink as I brought in the last dish. I sat the plate down and stepped behind my mom, wrapping my arms around her waist. Then I bent my head and gently kissed her neck. She leaned her head to the side as I trailed kisses upward to her ear. "I love you, Mom," I whispered and felt her shudder. Then I brazenly kissed her ear.
"Mmmmm, that gives me goose bumps," she said, but didn't pull away.
I proceeded to kiss back down her neck and then across the back of her neck and around to the other side. In the mean time my arms tightened around her waist, just under her breasts. I could feel her breasts on my forearms now. I slowly lifted my arms until the weight of her breasts were fully on my arms. My cock had grown hard and was now pressed between the cheeks of her ass. I knew she could feel it. I thought I felt her push backward just slightly and then she trembled. I moved my hands down to the bottom of her sweater and slipped underneath where I rested my hands on her slightly enlarging belly. I squeezed her soft stomach as I continued to nuzzle her neck.
Mom was trembling in my arms now. My head was spinning with excitement. Taking a big risk I moved my hands upward until I could feel her bra-covered breasts in the palms of my hands. Boldly I squeezed them and heard her intake of breath. My excitement was running wild now. I slipped my fingers between the mounds of flesh and found the catch to her bra. I paused, holding my breath, waiting for her to stop me. When she didn't, I quickly popped the hook and felt the bra snap to the side, freeing her pregnancy-enlarged breasts. Before she could protest I covered both breasts with my hands. Instead of pushing me away, I felt her lean back into me. She was trembling like a leaf now … and so was I.
I began to squeeze the soft flesh until I found her engorged nipples. They were huge. I pinched the nipples before I began to knead her breasts. At the same time I was pressing my throbbing cock against her ass. I could feel her moving from side to side now. Her chest was heaving with her heavy breathing. Then suddenly my mother pushed my hands away. I stepped back, ready for her admonishment. However, instead she turned and walked toward the kitchen door. I stared, wondering if she was mad at me. When she reached the door, she turned and looked at me. Her sweater was still above her bared tits. There was a strange look on her face, one that I had never seen before. Without a word she turned and walked out of the kitchen.
I stood there wondering what to do. Was she giving me a message with that look? Was she admonishing me for taking such liberties? I had no idea at that point. After a moment or two I decided to follow her. When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I found her sweater. Then I saw her bra on the steps. I picked them up and walked upstairs. In the hallway was her skirt. When I got to her room I saw that the door was slightly ajar. I peeked in and gasped. My mother was lying on the bed with only her panties on. The night table lamp was the only light. With my heart pounding in my chest I pushed the door open and entered the room.
I saw that my mother had her eyes closed, but she had to have heard me come in. I walked over slowly; my eyes taking in her gorgeous body … her sexy raised stomach, her soft thighs, and her large breasts were all on display. I approached the bed and stood for a moment, wondering what to do. Then I quickly stripped off my clothes and sat down gently on the edge of the bed. My mom didn't move. Placing one hand on the other side of her, I leaned over and gently kissed her lips. I swear I almost climaxed when, as my lips touched hers, her mouth opened. The room began to spin as our mouths pressed together. Then suddenly her tongue was in my mouth. I moaned as I took it and sucked. Her sweet saliva filled my mouth as her tongue began to dance with mine. Then my tongue forced hers back and I entered her mouth. My cock pulsed when she began to suck.
We kissed for a long time. I have no idea how long since my head had lost all of its blood to my cock. I felt her pressing on my head. I broke away from her lips and allowed her to press my head toward her breasts. I began to kiss downward. I heard her moan when I reached the rise of her breast. I kissed and licked until I found one huge nipple.
"Ohhhhh!" Mom gasped, as I sucked the nipple into my mouth.
As I sucked one tit, I began to knead the other. I licked and sucked the nipple and then made a slow circle with my tongue around the areola before flicking the tip again. I moved to the other breast and began to suck. I could feel my mother squirming under me. Her chest lifted to my lips and I could feel her hips moving. Then she began to tremble all over. I heard little gasps coming from her lips. I realized with shock that she was climaxing. Her body jerked and shook, as tremors rushed up and down her frame. I continued to suck until her movements slowly subsided.
My cock was throbbing so hard I was concerned I was going to cum.
"Fuck my tits, David," Mom whispered.
I didn't think I had heard her right. My mother never used the word "fuck". But then she said it again.
"Fuck my tits, please."
I didn't wait for her to say it again. I straddled her waist with my hard cock throbbing and pointing at her face. I lifted up and slowly lowered it between her breasts. I saw her staring at my swollen cock head. Then I watched as she squeezed her tits together around my shaft. I moaned. I had no idea what to do, so I let nature take over. I moved back, letting my cock slip to the bottom of the grove between her breasts and then pushed forward.
"Yes," I heard my mom say as she stared at the head of my dripping cock.
I pushed forward again, and then again. Soon I was moving up and down in a steady rhythm. The soft skin between her tits rippled up and down my cock making it feel like it was encased in a velvet glove. Each upward push sent my red and swollen cock head toward her chin and then back down to be covered by her soft tit flesh again.
"Faster," Mom gasped.
I moved faster, thrusting my hips rapidly between her breasts. "Mom, I'm going to cum," I gasped. I heard her moan. Then I pushed upward and paused, the swollen head grew before my balls sent my hot cum up the shaft. "Ahhhhhhheeeee!!!" I screamed as I shot my load into the air. It blasted into my mother's face loud enough to hear the splat. I couldn't stop it. My cock throbbed and shot string after string of sperm into my mother's beautiful face.
When the last shot dribbled out onto her chin, I dismounted her and almost fell over as I got to my feet. I stood looking dumbly down at my mother's cum covered face. I gasped when I saw her tongue come out to lick a drop of cum.
"Get me a towel," she said.
I hurried into her bathroom and brought her a towel, which she used to wipe her face. Then she said, "I need to take a shower now." With that she got up and went into the bathroom. My head was still spinning as I staggered out of her room.
Chapter 7
Several days later I was outside mowing when my mother called to me.
"David, you had better get a shower if we are going to go to the movies tonight."
"Okay, Mom, be right in." I put the mower into the shed and hurried into the house. Mom and me were going to a movie, almost like a date, I figured. After my mother had let me tit fuck her, nothing happened for several days. She has not come to my room since then. I waited each night for her and finally went to sleep frustrated. I never knew when she would show up and I think she liked it that way. It kept me off balance … almost as if she wanted me to worry that it could stop at any time. It was her clever way to keep me at her beck and call, I was sure. I didn't mind. She had me wrapped around her finger and we both knew it. I was looking forward to taking her to the movies and then maybe she would come to my room later.
When she came down ready for the movie, I almost gasped. She had on a black leather top, leather skirt and leather boots. The skirt was very short and she looked great.
"You like?" she said as she struck a pose for me.



"I love it."
"I really had to squeeze into it … you know with my belly getting bigger. I might have to unsnap the top when we get into the theater." Her face colored a bit with embarrassment.
"You look great."
"Thank you, sweetheart. You always make me feel so good," she said and leaned over and kissed me on the lips. But she pulled back before I could respond.
I had my old car running good and I didn't like her big SUV so we took my car. The movie was a chick flick, a silly romance, but I didn't mind. I figured it might put her into a sexy mood. We bought popcorn and a soda to share, for a small fortune, and went into the theater. The movie wasn't that crowded, which I liked, so we found a seat in the very back row. We talked quietly as the previews went by, giggling and acting like high school kids on a date.
When the movie started, I casually put my arm on the back of Mom's chair. When she didn't protest, I let it slip down until it was across her shoulder. I was pleasantly surprised when she snuggled into my arm. My heart was beating rapidly, but not from the movie.
The movie was cute, but there were several rather steamy scenes with the gorgeous leading lady in bed with the leading man. There was a little nudity and a lot of kissing. I turned my head to look at my mother and saw that her mouth was open and that she was breathing more rapidly. I could feel my own excitement building. With a boldness that defied my youthful age, I turned my mother's face toward me and quickly brought my lips to hers. I expected her to pull away quickly. When she didn't I felt my heart flutter. Then I felt it … her tongue touched my lips. I suppressed a moan and opened my mouth. My mother's tongue was in my mouth and we were kissing passionately. My heart was threatening to jump out of my chest.
When Mom finally pulled away, we were both gasping for breath. But I wasn't satisfied yet. I boldly pulled her lips back to mine. I heard her moan as I chased her tongue back into her mouth. Her lips clamped around my tongue and I could feel her sucking. Then I pulled back and let her tongue into my mouth. Her mouth was as sweet as anything I had ever tasted.
Mom giggled and whispered, "I feel like a teenager again."
I smiled and tried to pull my mother back for another kiss. But she pushed me away. I sat back, my head still reeling. I looked at her and saw her watching the movie again, but now her lips were open and they were wet. I suppressed a gasp when I felt her hand slip to my thigh. She tickled her fingers up and down my bare skin below the leg of my shorts, causing goose bumps to pop up all over me. Slowly her hand moved upward, her fingers slipping under the leg of my shorts. My cock was trapped, pointing downward. Inch by inch my mother's fingers moved closer. Then I could feel her fingers sliding through the pre-cum cream on my thigh. The tip of one finger touched the head of my cock and I jumped. Mom giggled.
I sat paralyzed as my mother tickled my cock head with the tip of her index finger. Then she moved a little higher and ran her finger around the crown. I was going mad and trembling with excitement.
After a few minutes she pulled her hand from under the leg and laid it casually on my lap. I froze when I felt her hand cover the tent in my shorts. Then she squeezed.
"Ohhhhh," I gasped. I was now thankful that I had practiced control or I am sure I would have climaxed in my pants right then.
My mother's hand opened and closed on my erection. Each squeeze brought a pulse to cock. Then she paused, leaving her hand limply on my crotch. I could still feel it lying on my pulsing cock, gently, warmly, but not moving.
Throughout the rest of the movie, Mom would occasionally squeeze and releasing my cock. I was almost grateful when she pulled her hand away near the end of the movie. It gave me time for my cock to return to just about normal. We waited until the theater was almost empty before we arose and walked out.
When we got outside and headed to the parking lot, I reached over and took my mother's hand. She allowed it and squeezed my hand affectionately.
It was about a forty-five minute drive from the movie to our house. We were quiet as we drove.
"Mind if I use you as a pillow," my mother said with a smile.
"Sure," I answered, allowing her to slide sideways and place her head on my thigh. Suddenly I could feel her warm cheek and hot breath on my bare leg. A few seconds later she moved her hand under her head for support. However, that placed her palm right on my groin. My cock, which had never fully retreated, sprung to attention.
I tried to control myself, but I wasn't having much luck. Then, whatever control I had went out the window when my mother's hand began to move. I felt her searching for my zipper. I held my breath as she found it. The sound of my zipper opening was incredibly loud inside the otherwise quiet car. Then I gasped when she reached inside my shorts and wrapped her hand around my cock and pulled it into the open. I was trembling because I knew what she was about to do. But I was wrong. I thought she was going to jerk me off, but then I felt her tongue touch the head of my cock. It took all of my willpower not to climax right there.
I gasped as her mouth closed over the head. I couldn't believe it … my mother was sucking my cock. I had to concentrate on driving the car, my mind screamed. Fortunately, I found an old dirt road that led to a wooded area and quickly pulled off the road.
"Oh God, Mom," I gasped as my mother began sucking me. My control was useless at this point. Her head moved up and down and then she used her tongue to circle the head. The tip of her tongue tickled the sensitive crown before moving to the slit. I could feel my pre-cum pouring out and I heard my mother moan. Her hand wrapped around the shaft and she sucked the head. I lifted my hips and tried to push her head down. I felt her pull away. That was my cue that she was in charge. I sighed with frustration but sat back and let her have her way.
My mom played with my cock for a long time, alternating stroking me and sucking the head. Eventually I had to cum or risk exploding. I could feel my balls churning. "Mo … mmm, I'm going to … Ohhhhh," I gasped and suddenly my cock began to squirt. My balls felt like they were exploding as every drop of sperm poured into Mom's sucking mouth. I think I surprised Mom, because she coughed and I could feel something splatter on my thigh. But then recovered and began to suck again.
My head fell back on the seat, my body shaking with post climatic tremors. I felt Mom lick the tip of my cock and then bend down and kiss my thigh. Then she licked my thigh for a few seconds before sitting up. Through blurry eyes I saw her delicately wipe the corner of her mouth with one finger. There was a "cat that ate the canary" smile on her face. I looked down and was surprised to see that there was no cum on my cock or anywhere else. It suddenly dawned on me that she had swallowed my cum … my mother had sucked my cock and swallowed my cum. Is this an incredible dream, I wondered?
Chapter 8
It was Monday night and both Mom and I loved Monday Night Football. It was the first pre-season game. She told me I could have two beers during the game so I had better spread them out if I wanted them to last to the end. I didn't really care about the beer. I was just liked the idea of sitting with her.
"Come on, Mom, the game is starting," I called from the family room. A moment later she came in. She was wearing a short summer maternity dress and was barefooted. I said, "There she comes, barefoot and pregnant."
"Very funny," she answered and stuck her tongue out at me. Then she laughed and sat down next to me, our thighs touching.
"Doesn't get any better than this," I said, lifting my first beer. "A beer, popcorn, a football game and a sexy woman."
"It that order," she said with a pout.
"A sexy woman, beer, popcorn, and football," I quickly responded.
"That's better," she said as she snuggled into my arm.
We watched the game quietly for a few minutes. I wanted to kiss her so bad I could taste it. When a commercial came on I turned and pressed my lips to hers. She moaned and opened her mouth to my insistent tongue. When the commercial was over we parted breathlessly. I tried to kiss her again, but she said, "commercial."
Fortunately there are a lot of commercials on Monday Night Football. By half time I was kissing her passionately and feeling her breasts over her dress with each pause in the game. I was a little disappointed that she had chosen to wear a dress where there was no way to get my hand underneath. I tried another tactic and rested my hand on her bare thigh. As I kissed her I slowly moved my hand upward until it was under her dress. I was almost gasping for breath as my hand made it's way across the silky skin of her thighs. But before I reach my goal, Mom pulled away and shook her head. I wondered why, but I was far to excited to analyze it at that point. I contented myself with playing with her thighs, although never reaching her pussy.
By halftime we were in quite a state of arousal. Mother broke our kiss and whispered something to me. It was said so softly I couldn't quite hear her. "What?" I asked and listened carefully.
"I want you to use your mouth on me," she whispered.
My eyes opened wide and I stared at her hoping I had heard her right. She stood up and slowly walked out of the family room. She had done this before and I knew what it meant now. I jumped up and ran up the stairs. I paused at her door, breathing heavily, suddenly wondering if I had actually heard her correctly. But my cock was pulsing in my pants and I was not going to miss this chance.
Tentatively I pushed the door open. A bedside lamp lit the room and I could see my mother lying crosswise on the bed totally naked. As I drew closer I could see pussy juice trickling from her swollen pussy and she was gently moving her finger across her clit.
I stared at her for a long moment. I couldn't get enough of the vision in front of me. Then I quickly stripped to my underwear.
I stared for another long moment at her wet pussy until a long trickle of juice ran from the opening and across her tight pink asshole. I wasn't a novice when it came to oral sex, but I honestly had never seen a pussy this gorgeous. My mother was not looking at me and she seemed embarrassed. Then I heard her gasp impatiently, "Eat me, David. Please eat me."
I didn't need a second invitation. I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her legs.
"Ahhhhhheeeee," I heard her scream as her soft thighs wrapped around my head.
I was suddenly lost in another world. A world where my entire existence consisted of my mother's sweet pussy and her soft thighs wrapped around my head. I will never forget the first taste of her pussy. Juice was bubbling from her hole as my tongue split her lips and dove deep inside. When I pulled my tongue back it was covered with her thigh juices. I went back for more.
Somewhere, far off, I could hear moaning and gasping, but it didn't seem real. The only real thing was my mouth and my mother's sweet hole. I licked and sucked for a long time before I felt her thighs tighten around my head. Suddenly her pussy gushed, filling my mouth with an incredible amount of juice. I swallowed and went back for more. I opened my mouth and sucked the entirety of her pussy lips into my mouth. Then I pushed them back out before plunging my tongue into her again. Finally, I found her swollen clit. As soon as I touched it, I felt her tense again and a second gush of juice poured out of her. I sucked her clit until the juice slowed and then moved my face down, letting her slick lips slip across my already saturated face. I could feel her sticky juice on my cheeks, my nose, and even my eyebrows. I reveled in it, moving my face back and forth and up and down.
"Ohhhhh, David," I vaguely heard. I ignored it and continued to suck her until she squirted a third time. I had been rubbing my cock on the bed and as I drank her juices, I climaxed in my underwear. Although at some other time and place I might have thought that was a waste, but not now. I was so consumed with pleasing my mother that my climax was secondary.
I continued to eat her for a long time. I stopped only when I realized that her legs had gone limp on my shoulders. When I pulled back I saw that her eyes were closed and she was breathing regularly. She had either passed out or fallen asleep. I stood up and gently moved her legs onto the bed and then threw an afghan over her. Then I bent and gently kissed her lips before going to bed.
I didn't bother to brush my teeth or wash my face that night. I wanted to feel and taste her for the rest of the night. I woke up later and jerked off, still tasting my mother and feeling her dried juices on my face.
Chapter 9
The following morning I was up early and went in to take a shower. When I looked at my face in the mirror I had to smile. The results of eating my mother were still evident I reluctantly washed my face, shaved, and then took a shower. When I came downstairs my mother was sitting at the kitchen table having coffee. She looked up and smiled.
"My, but you're up early," she said.
"I know. I couldn't bear to be away from you any longer," I said and laughed. I'm not sure she knew how true that was. I walked over and leaned down and kissed her. It wasn't the typical peck. I figured we were way beyond that. My tongue entered her mouth and I could taste her morning coffee. She was smiling when I pulled away.
"I thought you took cream in your coffee?" I said.
"I do, but we are out. I need to go to the store today."
"I can go out and get you some," I said.
Then she got a naughty look on her face and said, "No need for that. I know where I can get some cream."
"Where?" I asked, wondering what she had in mind.
I suppressed a gasp as my mother turned and reached for the opening of my underwear. Then with a giggle she reached inside and pulled out my rapidly growing cock. I moaned as she opened her mouth and took the head of my cock inside.
"Ahhhh," I gasped as she began to suck me. There was no hesitation on her part. She moved her head back and forth as I rested my hand on her head. I loved that she was doing it on her own, without encouragement from me. My hips began to move with her head action. "Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum," I warned. I had intended to cum in her mouth, but my mother had other ideas. Before I started to shoot, she pulled my cock from her mouth. I gasped as she pointed my cock toward her steaming coffee just in time to let my cream squirt into the cup. When I was drained, I staggered back a step or two and then flopped into a chair.
"Thanks, now I have my cream," my mother said as she lifted the cup to her lips and took a big gulp.
I watched it total amazement as she drank my juice along with her morning coffee.
That incident seemed to open the floodgates for my mother and me. We rarely passed each other that we didn't stop and kiss … and of course I groped her. One afternoon I was on the phone with a female friend from school when my mother passed. I reached out and grabbed her butt playfully. She stopped and bent over to kiss me. I had to put my hand over the phone, but it was worth it for the kiss. When she realized that I was talking to a girl she got a funny look on her face. I was surprised when her hand went to my lap. My eyes opened wide as she then dropped to the carpet between my legs. With growing excitement I watched her reach for my zipper and pull my cock from my pants. Her mouth covered it and I suppressed a moan. Soon she was driving me mad by teasing the head like she loved to do. Then she pulled back and I could see a long string of my pre-cum juice hanging from her tongue.
I couldn't take it any longer so I told my friend I would call her back later.
My mother looked up and said, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to ruin your phone call." Then she smiled a smile that said that was exactly what she had intended.
"Well then you can make it up to me by drinking my cum," I said as I pulled her mouth back to my throbbing cock. I heard a moan deep in her throat as she submissively allowed me to direct her head on my cock. There was no teasing now. I wanted to cum in her mouth in the worst way and I wasn't going to wait. It didn't take long before I was pouring my juice into her sucking mouth. She drank it like a kitten drinking milk.
When she pulled away, she looked up at me with her cum smeared lips and said, "Am I better than she is?" she said with a touch of jealously.
I laughed and said, "Yes, since she and I have never done anything, plus you are also about a hundred pounds lighter. But any time you want to interrupt my conversation with her like that please do."
"Oh," she said. Then we both laughed.
Later that day, I paid her back. I came into the living room and she was on the phone with my father. I felt a moment of anger at just the thought of him and started to leave, but then changed my mind. I leaned over and kissed her, forcing her to put her hand over the phone like I had done. She gave me a look of admonishment. But before she could stop me I dropped to my knees and pushed her legs up. I quickly stripped off the shorts and panties she was wearing. Then I bent my head and began to kiss her thighs.
"David," she gasped, her hand still over the mouthpiece.
"Turn about is fair play," I whispered as I dove for her pussy.
"Ohhhhh," she gasped. As she struggled to hold a coherent conversation with my father she moved her hand to the back of my head and pulled me tighter.
It was my turn to moan as my tongue found her already juicy hole. I sucked and licked, using my tongue gently on her clit … not enough to make her climax because I wanted to drive her crazy like she had done to me. Then, still listening to Dad, she pushed me back and I thought it was all over. But then she pushed me harder, making me fall back onto the carpet.
"You want to eat me?" she whispered. But it wasn't really a question. With two strides she was standing over my face and I was looking up at her pussy. Then she slowly squatted, bringing her dripping hole closer and closer to my face. A moment later her pussy was pressed to my mouth.
I was suddenly trapped between her sweet thighs. With no light and only the taste and scent of her to guide me, I began to suck and lick her again. It wasn't long before I felt her thighs quivering. Then I felt the now familiar deluge of juice as it gushed out of her. I was ready for it and drank it down like the finest wine. It poured into my mouth with such force that some bubbled from my lips. I fought to keep any more from escaping my sucking mouth. Finally the juice stopped, but Mom wasn't done. She rode my face until she had climaxed twice more.
When she pulled away I saw that at some point she had hung up on Dad. She looked down at me and said, "That should teach you not to bother me while I'm on the telephone."
It was a wonderful and welcomed lesson.
Chapter 10
As the summer was drawing to a close, I sat down with my mom and told her of my decision to transfer to a local school. At first she objected strenuously, but finally came around when I explained that I could get just as good an education for less money and, most importantly, I would be around to help her with the baby. Plus, I had made up my mind.
She got all teary eyed and thanked me with a big, wet kiss. That made it all worth it. When we parted, we were both breathless. I was ready to take it further, but Mom just wanted to sit on the porch and snuggle. I accepted that, hoping we would do something later.



"So, have you picked a name for the baby (the doctor had told her that it was going to be a boy)?" I asked.
"No, not yet, but I like Shawn."
"That's a good name."
"After I had you, I was going to name the next baby Shawn, if it was a boy. Of course your father would never let me have another baby," she added rather sadly.
"You wanted lots of kids, didn't you?"
"I did."
"Well, now you have one more."
Mom thought for a moment and said, "Yes. All children are a miracle, but it would have been nice if your father had been willing and if he hadn't been … well, you know how he is," she said as tears came to her eyes.
"Sorry Mom, I didn't mean to bring up a sore subject."
"No, it isn't a sore subject. Your father is the only sore subject. I can love the baby without guilt now. You have helped me accept my mistake and I love you for that.
"I love you too and always have."
"Of course, I'm your mother."
"Not like a mother, like a woman," I said with a little embarrassment.
After a long pause she whispered, "I know," and she touched my face softly. "I love you like a son," she said and paused again.
My heart almost broke until she added, "And I know it is so wrong, but I love you like a man now, too."
Suddenly my heart was pounding in my chest. Did she really say what I thought she said? Of course she had. I suddenly wanted her more than anything I had ever wanted in my life.
"But, what we have done … doing … is so wrong and is so complicated."
Obviously I didn't see it as either wrong or complicated, but then I was only 19.
I was very curious about her feelings in allowing me to take such liberties and thought this was as good a time as any to ask. I said, "Mom, I understand how you feel about the things we have done. But I am curious if you really thought I might be gay."
She paused for a few moments and then sighed. "In truth, yes I did."
"So you figured you would see if I was interested in sex with a woman … uh … well if a hand job is sex," I said and laughed.
"Yes, I am embarrassed to say," she answered with a blush.
"Well I hope you know that I am not gay."
"Of course I do now."
"But then we have continued to do things?" I said with a questioning look.

"Yes, … maybe it is the hormones, but I admit that I really started to like it. It made me feel wanted again. It has been such a long time and was the reason I had sex and ended up pregnant."
There were tears in her eyes and I pulled her close to me. "I guess I was in the right place at the right time."
"Or the wrong place at the right time," she said and smiled. Then I saw tears come to her eyes.
I figured I had said something wrong. "I seem to make you sad a lot," I said.
She pulled away. "I'm not sad. I am the happiest I have been in many, many years. My tears are of happiness. You never make me sad. I love how you have handled things … so much more mature than your father would have been."
I took her hand and pulled her to her feet. Then I kissed her passionately and she didn't resist. She melted into my arms and I could feel her warm and soft body against mine. Her breasts were much larger now and her belly was growing daily. The combination of her large breast and soft belly brought my cock to attention almost immediately. Mom smiled and shook her head with mock exasperation. But then I watched as she slowly dropped to her knees … right on our back porch.
A moan slipped from my lips as she quickly pulled the zipper of my shorts down and took out my throbbing cock. She looked up at me.
"Did I tell you that I love sucking your cock?"
She hadn't, but I knew it anyway. I shook my head.
"I do."
I threw my head back and my knees almost buckled as she took the head of my cock into her warm mouth.
I swayed as she began to suck me in that teasing way she loves. Although I was anxious to cum, I let her have her way. I truly loved the way she sucked my cock. But like any red-blooded young man, I wanted it all. I wanted to put my cock into my mother. Yet she had not given me any indication that she was going to allow that. I suppose it was a line in the sand for her, and while I accepted that, I hoped for the ultimate consummation of our love.
As I continued to watch her make love to my cock I saw and felt her taking it deeper and deeper. Suddenly I saw her head move forward the last couple of inches and she had my entire cock down her throat. I could feel her throat moving as she tried not to gag.
I couldn't believe my mother actually had my entire cock down her throat. She looked up at me and I saw tears in her eyes … obviously from the impact of my cock down her throat. But, her eyes were actually smiling at me, proud that she had taken my entire cock.
Unfortunately I was a little too excited to let it go on for long. I pulled my hips back allowing her to breath. But she wanted it again and pushed her head down until her throat was filled again. I was moaning incoherently now, ready to cum at any moment. "Mom," I gasped, "I'm going to cummmmmm." I heard her moan deep in her throat as she continued to throat fuck me. Then a second before I came she pulled back until the head was in her mouth. My cock lurched and cum gushed out of my cock. She swallowed it and then sucked until there was nothing left. Then she sat back with a smile.
"You hungry?" she said as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "I just had my dinner," she added.
"Always," I said with an exhausted smile.
"Then stay here and I'll fix something. I'll call you when it's ready."
I nodded and watched her walk away, while at the same time trying to control the urge to run after her and carry her, caveman style, into the bedroom and fuck her brains out. Well, maybe someday.
Later that evening, after I had showered, I knocked on my mother's door. When she told me to come in, I opened the door to find her lying on the bed naked, reading a magazine.
"Hi," I said, enjoying the view of her mature and growing body.
"Hi," she answered.
"Mind if I keep you company for a while."
"I was just about to go to sleep."
"Oh, sorry. I'll let you alone then."
"Nonsense. Come on over here and hold me until I go to sleep," she said patting the bed next to her.
I had on a bathrobe but was otherwise naked. I walked over and sat on the bed wondering if I could take the robe off. Then she must have read my mind.
"You can take your robe off if you want."
Of course I wanted. I stripped the robe off quickly, but then was embarrassed as my cock began to grow. Mom didn't seem to notice. As I crawled onto the bed, she rolled onto her side, facing away from me. I got the message and snuggled up behind her after flipping off the lamp. Of course my cock became hard almost immediately, but I kept it away from her out of embarrassment. It seemed that I just couldn't help getting an erection whenever I was around her.
I snuggled as close as my throbbing erection would allow. I could feel her soft back against my chest and her gorgeous ass pressed to my stomach. I lay quietly, but very much awake. About the time I felt like I could not take it any longer I realized that my mother's breathing was steady and soft. I figured she must be asleep so I relaxed and allowed my cock to touch the back of her thighs. When she didn't move I moved a little closer until my cock had slipped slightly between her thighs. The softness of her warm flesh around my cock was almost enough to make me climax. I successfully fought the urge. Gradually I moved closer to her until most of my cock was between her thighs.
I slipped my hand across her and let it drop onto her tit and still she didn't move. I could feel my cock dripping pre-cum and worried momentarily about it. But then suddenly I felt my mother's pussy lips touching my cock and everything else left my mind. My heart began to pound and I was afraid that it was beating hard enough to wake her. I knew it was so wrong, but still I pushed forward just an inch or so. Suddenly I realized that the head of my cock had slipped into her pussy. It was just the head, but even then I could feel the tightness of her lips gripping my cock.
I wanted to scream with excitement, but most of all I wanted to push my cock deeper. Then, unfortunately, after just a few minutes of my pulsing cock head soaking inside her lips, I felt her jerk awake and her body became tense.
I was sure she was awake now, but I couldn't move. I was frozen, trying desperately not to shoot my load.
Then, I felt Mom move forward allowing my cock to slip out of her. I was disappointed and relieved at the same time; disappointed that I was no longer in her, but relieved that she had not become angry with me. A moment later I felt my mother's soft thighs tighten on my cock. Then she began to squeeze as she moved her hips in a tiny back and forth motion. "Oh God," I gasped.
In a very short time I was nearing climax. "I'm going to cummmmmmm," I hissed between clenched teeth.
I felt her move her hand and place it over my cock in a cupping fashion … just in time. My cock head throbbed and suddenly I was spurting hot cum into her hand.
I gasped and moaned in pleasure as her thighs continued to massage me until I was drained.
My breathing had still not returned to normal when I felt her warp her cum filled hand around my cock.
She turned her head to me and said, "You made a mess."
"Sorry. I'll get something."
"Don't bother, I have a better idea." With that she spun around and suddenly I was staring at her pussy. Without hesitation I moved my head between her thighs.
We both moaned as my mouth found her pussy and her mouth covered my shrinking but cum smeared cock. I licked and sucked her until I heard her whimper and then she gush into my mouth and all over my face. I could feel her still licking me but I was too drained to get another erection so quickly. After some time she spun around again and was laying facing me. Her lips and chin were covered with cum.
"Now your face is a mess," I said.
"So is yours," she returned. "I have a solution for that too.
Surprisingly she pulled my head to her and we kissed. It was messy, but maybe the sweetest kiss we had ever shared. We swapped juices and licked each other's lips, chins, and faces until we were both clean.
"I love the taste of your sperm? I do, really. I never liked your father's … when he would let me do it. But yours is almost sweet."
My face turned red, but I said, "I love yours too."
It was her turn to seem embarrassed. "Uh ... I'm sorry that I ... you know ... uh I squirt so much. That never happened with your father. The first time it ever happened was when you first ate me.
"Don't be sorry. I love it."
She smiled. "Then we are a perfect match."
She kissed me and turned over again. I assumed that meant I could stay in her room. I snuggled up to her, now satisfied but enjoying the closeness almost as much as the sex. We feel asleep like that. I woke up several times and felt my mother's warm body next to me and felt a chill of excitement. I loved being so close to her.
Chapter 11
Several weeks later I started classes and things around the house settled down into a routine … not a bad routine by any means. I went to school and then came home and helped out around the house. As my mother's pregnancy progressed she was less able to do all the things she normally did around the house. That's where I came in by helping out with grocery shopping, some cleaning, fixing things and making sure the cars were taken care of.
On the positive side my mother seemed to become even more amorous with each passing day. Almost daily we indulged in some form of oral sex. While I was very happy with oral sex, I nonetheless wanted to take it further. Then an opportunity presented itself where I could bring up my desires without too much fear of making her angry. Not that she normally got angry at me, but I always feared that if I pushed too hard she would stop everything. I am not sure I would have survived that. We were having breakfast and chatting when the subject of what I wanted for my birthday came up.
"David, your birthday's this weekend, so what do you want? I never know what to get you."
Without hesitation I said, "Nothing. I have everything I want."
"You always say that. I know there is something you really want."
There was, but I hesitated to say it. I paused and thought for a moment. Then I thought it's now or never and said, "I want you."
That stopped her in her tracks. She paused with her mouth open. She immediately knew what I meant. Then she sighed deeply and said, "David, you know what we are doing is wrong, but going all the way would be … would be … I don't know, just too much."
I knew when to back off and said, "Sorry, Mom, but you asked what I wanted."
"I know and I'm sorry, sweetheart. What else can I give you?"
"I suppose you can get me one of those new cell phones that do everything … I'll even pick it out."
I saw her relax noticeably. "I know just the one you want. I'll get it."
It was my turn to sigh … in relief. I was even more relieved when she came to my room that night and we shared oral sex. It seemed that our earlier conversation had been forgotten.
That Saturday my mother said she had my present. We had gone out to dinner to celebrate my birthday. During the dinner and the trip home we acted like teenagers in love. We had to be discreet at the restaurant, but there are ways to show affection, like sitting close enough in a booth so she could reach over and caress my cock and I could slide my hand up her skirt to play with her soft thighs. Then on the drive home, Mom pulled my cock out and stroked me slowly the entire trip. But she wouldn't allow me to cum. At the restaurant she told me that she forgot my present and had left it home. I said, "Dinner with you is far better than any telephone."
"I wish I could give you a big kiss right now," she said.
I smiled lovingly.
When we arrived home I went to my room to change, telling my mother I would be downstairs in a few minutes. I was sitting on my bed still in my underwear when I heard a light tap on my door. Then my mother slowly opened the door. I gasped. In the doorway was a vision that made me rub my eyes and wonder if I was hallucinating. My mother was standing there in a matching white bra, panties, garter, nylons, shoes, and even a white wedding veil.
No words could describe how sexy and beautiful she looked. I couldn't even speak.
"So, how do you like your birthday present?"
"Huh?" I said stupidly.
"You said you wanted me for your birthday and I have decided to give myself to you."
My mouth was suddenly as dry as a desert. "I … uh … are you … are you sure," I gasped.
"Yes, I am totally sure."
"Oh my God," I whispered.
Mom smiled and her face was totally aglow. Then she said, "Do I look silly being pregnant and wearing this outfit?"
"God no, you look … you look … oh God Mom," I stammered.
"I wore an outfit just like this on my wedding night with your father. Of course I was a good bit thinner."
I stood up and my knees were shaking as I stared.
"Well are you going to kiss the bride or not."
I pulled my mother into my arms for a long and passionate kiss. We had kissed many, many times before, but I swear none were as sexy or exciting as this kiss. Our mouths were hot and wet as we tried to devour each other's lips and tongue. I slipped my hands down to caress her ass cheeks, pressing my now very hard cock to her bulging stomach.
Finally Mom pushed me back until I was sitting on the bed again. Then she slowly slipped to her knees, pulling my underwear off as she did. I wanted to fuck her, but I wasn't going to rush things. If she wanted to suck me, that was okay. I watched as she got between my legs and grabbed my throbbing cock. Then I moaned as she took it into her warm mouth.
She licked and teased me for a long time. I knew she wanted to make this last and I understood. After she had sucked me for some time I pushed her away. "I want to eat you."
"Oh yes," she gasped and hurriedly climbed onto the bed.
Without even taking her panties off I dove between her legs. When I brought my mouth to her silk covered pussy I found it already soaking.
Her pussy was a swamp of sweet juices. I pulled the panties aside and began to lick her swollen lips. I heard her moan and she bucked her hips upward. I knew that she wanted my mouth but I took it very slow, teasing her until she was mad with desire. I was just as crazed, but I knew I had to control myself or it would be over before it started. This was what I had wanted since the beginning and now I was seconds away from possessing my mother … from actually fucking her. I knew I was the luckiest boy alive at that moment.
I pulled away and looked down at my mother's beautiful face. I didn't want her to ever regret what we were about to do so I said again, "Are you sure about this?"
"As sure as I have ever been about anything in my life. I want you to fuck me. I want that big cock in my pussy. I want you to fuck me half to death."
"Oh God," I gasped.
My hands were trembling as I pulled her panties off and tossed them to the floor. I looked down at the sweet pussy that I had seen many, many times before, but now it looked different for some reason. Yes, the lips were swollen like always and her juices were trickling out, but there was something different. Then I realized that her clit was more swollen then I had ever seen it. It peeked out of the skin protecting it and it looked like a small penis. I felt the desire to suck it, but I knew we both wanted something else at that moment. I leaned back and stroked my cock, staring into her eyes. She was looking at my cock.
"Fuck me, David. Give me your cock, fuck your mother, please," she begged.
"Oh yes, I am going to fuck you, Mom. I've wanted this for so long. I want to feel your warm and sweet pussy wrapped around my cock. Your son … Mom, you are about to be fucked by your son. Does that excite you?"
"Yes, yes, yes," she gasped, almost delirious.
I crawled up to her and gently kissed her lips. Then I slipped down and across her heaving breasts. I popped her breasts from her bra and she gasped. Then I sucked one and then the other, making the already hard nipples even harder. "Are you going to let me share these milk filled tits after the baby is born?" I whispered.
"Oh yes. As long as the baby gets all he needs." Then she said, "Fuck me, David."
It was breathless and demanding. I had teased us for long enough. I crawled up until I was over her. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. "Oh God, Mom," I gasped as I began to lower myself.
She reached between my legs and directed my cock to her pussy lips. She rubbed it up and down on her swollen clit for a moment or two and then placed it between her lips.
"I'm going to fuck you now, Mom."
"Yesssss," she gasped.
"Ahhhh," I hissed as I lowered myself allowing my cock to slowly slip into her warm and wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh, David," she gasped.
It was heaven on earth. Nothing ever felt like this. None of the girls I had had sex with could match this feeling … this was my mother. I was slipping my cock into the opening from which I had come into this world twenty years ago today. That fact made it an incredible emotional experience.
"Fuck me, fuck me, David," my mother cried.
I did, like I had never done before. Her warm pussy surrounded my cock, caressing me, squeezing me.
"Fuck me, fuck me, sweetheart. I love that big cock of yours. I don't know why I waited so long to let you have me," she gasped as her hips bucked up into me.



Suddenly she gasped and her body began to convulse. Her pussy began to spasm around my cock as her climax started. Her eyes closed and her chest heaved. A low scream, almost growl, slipped from her lips and I could feel her juices flooding across my cock and balls.
I couldn't wait any longer. "Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum," I warned. "Can I cum in you?"
"Yes, cum, cum deep in me. You can't make me pregnant," she gasped but then whispered, "Unfortunately."
I didn't have time to evaluate that "unfortunately," remark. "Ahhhh, here it comes," I screamed.
"Give me that potent sperm," she hissed. She started to climax again.
I bellowed and began to cum. I swear I almost passed out from the intensity. I must have throbbed ten times, squirting cum with each throb. Finally we both collapsed. I lifted up and slowly pulled my cock from my mother's wonderful pussy. We both looked down to see the results. My cum bubbled from her pussy and slowly streamed between her ass cheeks.
Then I collapsed beside my mother, pulling her into my arms. "God, I love you," I whispered.
"I love you too," she said.
When I could speak I said, "What did you mean when you said you couldn't get pregnant, 'unfortunately'?" I asked.
Mom blushed. "You heard that, huh?"
"Yes."
"I was just carried away with the moment."
"I see," I said and smiled, pulling my loving mother tightly into my arms. Then I whispered, "Unfortunately, for now." I felt my mother tremble.
We snuggled together and fell asleep. I awoke sometime in the night and found my mother sucking my cock. I smiled and when I was hard I rolled her over and fucked her again. When we woke up that morning, we made love for the third time. Mom finally cried "Uncle" and went back to her own bed to get a little rest.
The following day we were both a little shy at first but quickly overcame that. It didn't take us long before we were in bed again. This time the sex was less frantic, but nonetheless satisfying. I started fucking Mom in the missionary position. I love looking into her eyes as my cock enters her.
But then Mom wanted to sit on my cock. Who was I to argue? She straddled me and slipped my cock into her. As she teetered on my cock I could feel her pussy grasping the head. I gasped in pleasure.
Then she sat down, allowing my entire cock to enter her to the hilt. I don't know where it came from, but a few minutes later I climaxed again.
We fucked like newlyweds the entire weekend, which I suppose we were. We barely came out to eat.
I moved into my mother's room after that first weekend. We have sex almost every night now, sometimes several times, with an occasional fuck during the day. I think I might just be the luckiest guy in the world.
Epilog
It has been several years since that first time with mother … several incredibly wonderful years. Shawn is almost three now and I will graduate from college in a few weeks. Mom and I are in love more than we were that first time. We are closer than a mother and son, or even a husband or wife, could ever be. We are a family now … a larger family, because there is Alice who is two and Faith who is almost one. Both children were conceived in love and are as healthy and as happy as their parents. Mom says she wants two more and I am open to that. Only you the reader know that they are my children … everyone else thinks mother used a donor.
Tragically, my father passed away last year but left my mother quite a bit of money, which he had inherited from his family. We are now set and can live life to the fullest. Mother wants to buy a place in the south of France so we can vacation without anyone knowing who we are. I like that idea. Life is good.
The End
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Chapter 1
To the outside world Becky Loudon was a typical middle class mother; divorced with one son and living in a small town in a friendly community. The neighbors were friendly enough and gossiped about each other like people in all neighborhoods. Becky liked the neighborhood, but didn't know many people, which was okay with her. She was pretty much like them with one exception; she had an overwhelming desire to make love to her son.
It started two years earlier, after Becky's son John graduated from high school. He was a handsome boy, tall for eighteen years and looked older. His blue eyes, brown hair and strong facial features made him very popular with the ladies. Although not a straight "A" student, he had always done well in school. He played soccer and spent his spare time reading and exercising. Becky was proud of him and they became close when his father left her for a young slut. Becky wasn't sure exactly when her view of her son started to change. It might have been an incident that occurred after his eighteenth birthday. She had walked into his room and saw him lying on his workout bench lifting weights. He was busy and didn't notice her standing just inside the doorway. From her view of his legs she could see the muscles in his calves and thighs straining and glistening with sweat. Her eyes, almost unconsciously, traveled up his body. When she reached his midsection she almost gasped. He had on a pair of very tight stretch workout shorts and the bulge in the center was clearly outlined. As much as she wanted to she could not draw her eyes away. It had been quite some time since she had had real sex, although she did pleasure herself often with a vibrator she kept hidden in her underwear drawer. Now staring at her son's clearly outlined testicles and cock made her quiver with unwanted pleasure. From that time on, as much as she fought it, her dreams were of her son.
For several years Becky chastised herself for her wanton thoughts about her own son, but that didn't change anything. She wondered if there was something wrong with her and if she needed to seek help. Then something happened that changed everything. She was surfing the Internet one day and decided to visit an erotic story site. It was not the first time she had done so, but this time she searched the category for mom/son incest stories. She found several from one particular author and began to read. Before she was very far into the first story she was rubbing her pussy. The story portrayed a mother similar to her who agonized over her feelings toward her son. Eventually the mother had given in and made love to her son. The story really struck home with Becky. By the third climax she was exhausted. Still she went to bed that night and masturbated again, this time with John in the place of the son in the story. The following day she was reading the stories again and incredibly at the end of the story, the mother became pregnant with her son's child. That was not something Becky had allowed herself to consider. But it must have been buried somewhere deep in her mind because the thought of being impregnated by her own son excited her like nothing ever had, so much so that she climaxed several more times before she fell into an exhausted sleep.
For the next week, Becky read more of the author's stories and then looked at the statistic's and comments sections. She was surprised to find that the incest stories were the most downloaded of all stories. In fact, several of this author's incest stories had been downloaded almost two million times each. It occurred to Becky that there were at least two million people who liked incest stories as she did. When she read the comments she was also surprised that many of them were from women. Some were thanking the author for making them feel like they were not alone and giving them the courage to act on their desires. Suddenly, Becky too realized that she was not alone. If all these people found incest exciting, could it be so wrong, she wondered. From there Becky did more research and found that incest was not as uncommon as many people thought. She found that it had occurred throughout history and in some countries it was rampant. Many of the royalty in Europe were born as a result of incest. Even in the ancient world incest was rampant. All of this was quite an eye opener for her.
After her research Becky found that she was more excited then before and her dreams and fantasies became very graphic and, of course, always involved John. She wrote to the author of the stories and told him of her fantasies. He forwarded her several more stories, which encouraged her to act on her fantasy. Becky, embolden now, began to plan on how to seduce her son. She printed and then left several of the stories lying around to see what happened. Over the next several days she found that the stories had been moved and she was certain that her son had seen them, if not read them. She was so excited she could have climaxed at a single touch. The following day she grew even bolder and took off her pink panties and left them under the desk where the stories were lying. Later, after her son had come home and gone to his room, she checked and realized, with great excitement, that her panties were missing.
Later that evening she noticed her son gazing at her with what might have been desire, but she couldn't be sure. When she went to take shower that night she opened the hamper to throw in her panties and saw the pink panties lying on top. With a trembling hand she reached down and picked them up. She gasped ... the crotch was soaked with what had to be sperm. As she stared at what she thought was fresh cum she found her shaking hands bringing the panties closer to her mouth. Suddenly she stuck out her tongue and tasted the creamy liquid. Oh my God, she thought, it is cum. Her hands were trembling as she pulled the panties from her mouth and on impulse stepped into them pulling them up her thighs. A gasp escaped her lips when the sticky fluid reached her freshly shaven pussy mound. She reached down and pressed the sodden crotch to her pussy and then she rushed to her bedroom and threw herself onto the bed. Without closing the door fully she began to masturbate. She pressed the sodden cloth to her swollen pussy as she rubbed her clit. She could feel her son's sperm smearing across her smooth flesh and some even drip down her lips. Then she pushed the crotch into her pulsing opening, forcing some of the sperm inside her. The realization that she was pushing live sperm into her unprotected pussy took her over the top. She gasped and moaned as waves of pleasure rushed over her. When one climax ended, another began until she almost passed out. When she finally recovered and opened her eyes she thought she saw movement outside her door. Could that be John, she wondered? Incredibly the thought of that made her slip her hand between her legs and she began all over again.
Chapter 2
Several days later Becky had fallen asleep on the sofa a few minutes before John came home. He awoke her with a kiss. Becky stretched and groaned, saying that her muscles were sore for some reason. John smiled and asked if she would like a massage. Of course she said yes, but a bolt of excitement went through her because she knew that the most recent story had a scene where the son had given his mother a massage. She wondered if he had read that part and if so what he was planning. The two of them went upstairs where Becky got on the bed on her stomach.
"Uh ... I can't give you much of a massage with all those clothes on," John said.
Becky giggled and said, "I guess not." With that she stood up and began to unbutton her blouse. She saw John's eyes on her as she slowly opened her blouse to reveal her white bra. The bra was rather thin and she knew that her nipples could be seen through the gauzy material. Instead of being shy she thrust her chest out slightly and felt a chill of excitement. That made her nipples even harder. Now they were obvious and poking through the material. Becky felt her pussy begin to swell with excitement. Her hands slowly went to her skirt but then she hesitated. "Uh ... should I pull my skirt up or ..."
John didn't let her finish and said, "Take it off."
Becky was trembling as she tried to unbutton the fastener on her skirt. After several attempts she got it lose and then unzipped the zipper. She turned around to hide her flushed face as she dropped the skirt to her feet and stepped out of it. Feeling her son's eyes on her ass made her pussy quiver and she worried that her panties were getting wet.
She knew her panties had slipped between her cheeks so she reached back and pulled them out, smoothing the thin material over her ass cheeks. Because the material of her panties was so thin she knew that when she turned around John would be able to see the outline of her pussy. In fact, like her ass, the panties had slipped between her lips, which she didn't remove. She turned around to face her son. A chill of excitement rushed through her when she saw his eyes dart from her tits to her pussy. The room grew quiet as the sexual tension rose quickly. "Uh ... you want me on my stomach first?" she asked, breaking the silence.
John's mouth opened but he didn't answer.
She let him stare for a moment more and then quietly climbed onto the bed and lay down on her stomach. She felt the weight of her son as he climbed onto the bed too and then straddled her, like in the story, almost sitting on her waist. Becky jumped at the first touch of John's hands on her flesh. He began by slowly massaging her shoulders and then worked down her spine.
"This is getting in the way," he said as he pulled on the back of her bra strap and let it snap back. Then without asking he began opening the clasp.
Becky tried to control her breathing as she felt the elastic spring free and flip to the side. But John didn't stop there. He tugged at her shoulder straps until she rose up and allowed him to remove the bra and toss it to the floor. Now Becky was topless with her son straddling her back. She could feel her heart beating hard as her nipples rubbed against the blanket under her. She moaned as John began to massage her back again, slowly working down her spine. When he could go no lower he moved until he was straddling her thighs. Suddenly she felt his hands on her panties and he began to tug. Oh my God, she thought, he's pulling my panties down. Almost without thinking she lifted her hips and allowed her son to take her panties off. Now she was totally naked and trembling.
"I love your ass," John whispered so softly that Becky could barely hear him. But she had heard him and her pussy throbbed.
"Oh God, John," she gasped as his hands came down to her ass cheeks and he began to massage them. He squeezed and kneaded her soft ass flesh for a long time. Then Becky felt him pulling her cheeks apart and suddenly she knew he could see everything. Her son was staring at her asshole and her half hidden pussy. She could feel juice seeping from between her now swollen pussy lips. She held her breath when she felt her son's fingers slipping down her cheeks until the tips of his fingers were almost touching her rear hole. Then he moved a little lower, brushing his fingers against her outer lips. Again Becky gasped. For a second she thought he was going to slip a finger into her. If he had she knew she would have climaxed. But instead he moved lower on her thighs, pushing them further apart. Becky felt incredibly exposed at that moment, but also incredibly excited. Then she felt something. It was gentle and light. Oh my God, he's kissing my legs, Becky's mind screamed. Even if she wanted she couldn't stop him now. Her legs moved apart involuntarily as her son began to kiss the back of her leg, moving slowly upward. He paused at the sensitive area behind her knees before moving higher. Soon he was near her ass cheeks again. Another gasp escaped her lips when his mouth and then tongue touched her trembling ass cheeks. He kissed and licked the hot flesh until Becky could take no more. She twisted and then flipped over until she was on her back. She started up at her son who had a smile on his face. For a moment no one spoke. She allowed her son to stare at her nakedness. Then she reached up and grabbed his arms.
"Kiss me," she whispered. To Becky the words sounded like they were coming from someone else. She knew she couldn't be telling her son to kiss her. But she was, and he did kiss her.
A moment later their lips were locked together. She wasn't sure whose tongue entered whose mouth first, but within a moment it didn't matter. Their lips and tongues were dueling as they gasped for breath. Becky felt John's hand cover one tit. She wanted him to suck it but she didn't want to break the kiss. It was the sweetest and best kiss she had ever experienced. It made her head spin and her pussy quiver. John squeezed her nipples until they were rock hard. Then he pulled away breathlessly.
"You want me to suck your tits, Mom?"
"Oh God, yes, please," she gasped. Suddenly there was no going back. She knew she could not stop him from making love to her now. All thoughts were washed away and another gasp escaped her lips as her son's mouth found her hard nipple. She pulled his head tight and pressed her flesh into his devouring mouth. He sucked one nipple until it was throbbing and then moved to the other. Becky's chest heaved upward as her son kneaded and sucked her tit. He moved his face between the two large orbs and began to lick there. Then he was sucking the other tit again. From one to the other he traveled until both tits were soaked with his saliva.
Becky was boiling hot and she had to have him. She no longer cared if it was right or wrong. She pushed him away. With her face a mask of wanton lust she said, "I want you. Take your clothes off. I want you to fuck me. Will you fuck your mother, John?"
"Oh God, Mom, you don't know how long I have fantasized about you saying those words." With that John jumped up and stripped in record time.
Becky gasped when she saw his virile and rock hard cock spring from his shorts. It was bigger than she imagined. The head was swollen and red and his balls were churning. She watched as he walked closer to the bed, his cock bouncing up and down hypnotically. God, this is my son, Becky thought, and I am going to fuck him. Becky opened her arms to him. He crawled onto the bed and quickly positioned himself between her legs. Then he leaned down and kissed her again, pressing his body to her tits. When he pulled away he lifted his hips up and looked down at her.
"Take my cock and put it in your pussy," he said.
Becky, trembling at his words, reached between them and found his pulsing cock. She moved it up and down between her wet and swollen pussy lips and gasped out a moan of pleasure. Then she put the head at the entrance of her pussy. She looked up at her son and almost screamed, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh God, John fuck your mother!!!"
John pushed down, forcing his cock into her waiting pussy.
"Johnnnnnnnnn" she screamed as his long cock went all the way into her in one movement ... all the way to the bottom. It took her breath away. Becky grabbed his ass and held him tight as her hips bucked upward, forcing his cock even harder to the bottom of her canal. She held him deep for a moment until she could catch her breath. Then she let go. He knew what to do. She felt his sweet cock slipping out of her, only to plunge back in quickly. "Yes, yes, yes, fuck me."
"Oh God, Mom, I'm fucking you. It's not a dream. I'm really fucking you," John moaned as he began to pump into his mother.
"Yes, yes, you are fucking your mother and she loves it. I have dreamed of this for so long. Fuck me hard, baby."
Becky joined John's plunging hips and moved her hips upward to take each downward stroke. She wanted to scream at the top of her lungs but was afraid the neighbors would hear, so she whimpered and cried out in pleasure.
The room quickly filled with the grunts and groans of the two lovers. Their hips slapped together and there was a sucking noise as Becky's wet pussy produced more and more juice. Becky was overcome with love and passion. Her head spun and her body trembled. I'm really fucking my son, she thought. That thought was more than she could take and her body began to convulse. Her head felt like it was going to explode as a kaleidoscope of colors flashed behind her tightly closed eyes. She pushed upward one last time, taking her son's cock as deeply as possible. Suddenly she was climaxing. It started in her toes and rushed up her body to explode in her head as wave after wave of pleasure racked her very soul. It could have been more than one climax, or it could have been one very long one. It went on and on. Somewhere in the distance she heard John saying something but she couldn't make it out. She heard it again and she knew what he was saying.
"Mom, can I cum in you? I'm getting close."
The words exploded in Becky's mind. Her son wanted to cum in her pussy. That incredible thought prolonged Becky's climax. Those were the words she had heard a thousand times in her fantasizes, and now her son was actually uttering them. In her mind she thought she had answered him, but it must have been only in her mind because he asked again.
"Oh God, Mom, can I cum in you?"
"Yessssss," she screamed. "Cum in me, fill me with your sweet cum, baby."
"Oh yes, oh yes, I'm cummmmmmmiiiiiinnnnnnggggg," John screamed.
When Becky felt her son's balls explode and begin to spew his hot seed into her she started to climax again. She could feel his hot and virile sperm pumping into her unprotected pussy. It was all she had dreamed for so many months. Her son was pumping his hot cum into her pussy for real ... it was no dream. She knew his potent sperm was blasting deeply into her, so deep that there would be no stopping it if there were an egg waiting there to be fertilized. "Oh John, oh John," she gasped.
Finally, John pulled back with exhaustion and his cock slipped out. He looked down and gasped when he saw his thick sperm trickling from his mother's open pussy.
"Look at what you did to me," she said with a smile. "My pussy is filled with your cum. I love it."
"I love you, Mom," John Whispered.
"I love you, John," she returned and pulled him to her for a long, slow kiss. As they kissed is cock slipped easily into her very soggy pussy.
Chapter 3
The two lovers fell asleep in each other's arms. Becky awoke several hours later and wondered if it had all been a wonderful dream. Then she felt her son lying beside her and realized that it wasn't a dream. He had fucked her and as if too prove it she slipped her hand between her legs. When her fingers returned covered in sticky cum she no longer doubted that her son had fucked her. She turned on her side and saw him sleeping peacefully. While she didn't want to wake him she could not control herself. With a gentle hand she reached down and grasped his soft cock. She moved closer and gazed at it in the dim light from the moon coming through the window. His cock was beautiful. As she began to stroke it slowly, it began to grow. It was amazing to see it turn from a rather small appendage to a pulsing rod. She continued to stroke it until a clear drop of juice appeared at the head. When the urge was too strong she leaned over and licked the drop from the head. She heard John moan and knew that he was awake. She turned and looked up at him.



"Can I suck it?" she whispered.
His eyes were suddenly opened wide. He seemed surprised that his mother actually wanted to suck his cock.
"Can I suck your cock and drink your cum?" she asked.
Finally he found his voice. "Oh yes, Mom. Please suck me."
Becky moved quickly to take the swollen head into her mouth. "Mmmmm," she moaned as she tasted the sweet head, which was coated with his cum and her pussy juice from their earlier fuck. She sucked until she could only taste his cock. She loved the taste, but she wanted his cum ... she wanted to swallow her son's sweet juices. Her stroking hand began to move faster. Up and down she moved as she sucked just the head. She could hear John moaning quietly and could feel his hips twitch with pleasure. She wanted it to last, but she wanted his cum more. Her hand began to move faster and she sucked harder.
"Mom, Mom, I'm going to ... ohhhh ... cummmmmmm!" John screamed.
Becky pumped frantically as she felt the large head swell in her mouth. She felt John lift his hips and then freeze. Suddenly the back of her throat was filled with his thick cream. It blasted out with great force, forcing her to swallow or choke. She swallowed once, twice, three times and it kept coming. When it finally slowed, she held the last drops in her mouth and savored them. She sat back with her eyes closed and slowly drank the last of his sweet sperm. Her pussy quivered and she almost climaxed. It was incredibly exciting to realize that she had her son's live and potent cum in her pussy and stomach. He was part of her again.
She crawled up and leaned over and pressed her mouth to his. They shared a sticky kiss before John rolled her over and began to kiss down her chest, pausing at her tits to work on the nipples. Then he started to kiss lower.
"You don't have to do that to me," Becky said, hoping he would not listen.
"I want to. I have never done that. I want to eat your sweet pussy, Mom."
"Oh yes," Becky whispered as she opened her legs and allowed John to kneel between. She was amazed that he didn't seem to care that she had not cleaned up and her pussy must be a mess. She gasped when she felt him push her legs upward. As he bent lower she could see the top of his head and feel his hot breath on her pulsing pussy. She didn't want to rush him, but she wanted his mouth terribly. She waited as he began to slowly lick her smooth outer lips that were still quite sticky. Her hips twitched as he crossed over, touching her clit gently with his tongue. "John," she gasped, wanting his mouth on her, but he pulled back and chuckled. Then he began to kiss the backs of her thigh, running his tongue up and down the soft skin before jumping to the other side. "God, John, please," she gasped.
"Ahhhhhiiiiieeeee," she screamed as he placed his mouth directly onto her pussy. Her thighs wrapped around his head, imprisoning him between her legs. Her hips bucked as she felt his tongue find her hole and delve into the bubbling juices. Suddenly she was climaxing and screaming. Her son was sucking her cunt. Her son was eating her pussy ... her own son. She bucked her hips as he sucked and tongued her hole. Then his mouth found her very swollen clit.
"Johhhhhhnnnnnnnnn," she screamed as another climax began. Her hips practically bucked the poor boy from between her legs. Fortunately he stayed with it and sucked her through climax after climax. She could feel her pussy gushing juice into his sucking mouth and worried that she might drown him. The pleasure went on and on until she could take no more. She finally pulled his head from between her legs and saw his face shimmering with juice. She pulled him up and kissed him passionately. She was amazed when she felt his hard cock between her legs. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she gasped as his cock moved deep into her pussy.
Chapter 4
Becky was fixing breakfast the following morning when she felt her son behind her. She was wearing a short nightgown and, of course, no panties. She swooned when his hands slipped around her and to her tits. She leaned back into him as he found her naked tits under the gown. "Mmmmm," she murmured when she felt his lips on her neck. "Oh, the pancakes are going to burn," she said, making no move to pull away.
"Turn the burner off," John said.
Becky reached down and shut off the gas burners. When she tried to turn in John's arms, he held her still. He twisted her head and kissed her lips and then pushed her forward until she was leaning over the counter. Becky gasped as he quickly pushed up the back of her gown. "John," she whispered with excitement when she felt his cock pressing between her legs. She spread her legs and moved her ass back so he could slip his cock into her pussy. "Yes, fuck me," she gasped as he began to move into her with rapid strokes. She couldn't believe the stamina of her son. They had fucked three or four times last night and now he was doing it again.
Becky pushed her ass back into her son as his motions began to increase. He fucked her for some time before he whispered, "I'm going to cum."
"Cum," Becky answered, and although she was not ready to climax herself, she wanted him to enjoy it. A moment later she felt John push into her deeply and freeze. Then he was grunting and she could feel his cock throbbing as it pumped cum into her. Finally his cock began to shrink and then slip out of her. She pulled away and turned around. "Good morning to you too," she said and laughed. Then she looked down at his wet and dripping cock. "Let me clean this up." With that she went to her knees and sucked the cum and pussy juice off his cock. "Now, sit down and let me fix you some breakfast. A growing boy needs his protein."
John laughed and staggered over to the table and sat down. Becky fixed him six pancakes, a huge helping of bacon and six slices of toast. He ate it like he was starving. She watched him with the look of lovesick teenager on her face. To think he came from my body and now he is cumming in my body, she mused.
"What, do I have syrup on my chin?" John said when he saw his mother staring at him.
"No, I was just thinking how much I love you."
He smiled. "As soon as I finish my breakfast I'm going to show you how much I love you," he said with a lecherous smile.
"Oh no, my insatiable son, I have to go do some shopping. But I will take you up on that later."
"All right," he answered begrudgingly.
Becky went upstairs and dressed, dawning a pretty peasant dress. When she went to get a pair of panties she paused. A naughty smile came to her face and she closed the drawer. It's a warm day so I won't need panties, she told herself. She felt so naughty leaving the apartment without panties. If the neighbors only knew what a kinky lady I am now, she thought and chuckled to herself.
The outdoor mall was crowded as usual. As Becky made her way through the shoppers and past the vendors stalls set up on the sidewalk she suddenly felt something between her legs. "Oh my," she gasped aloud when she felt John's cum begin to trickle from her pussy. She had almost forgotten that she had not cleaned up. His cum must have been very deep inside for it to take so long to come out. As she walked, her thighs began to become sticky, but strangely it felt good. She stopped when a neighbor approached her and said hello. As she talked she could feel her son's sperm begin to come out in greater quantity. Then she felt something hit her shoe and looked down. Her face turned red when she realized that a large drop of sperm had dripped onto the toe of her shoe. Fortunately the neighbor did not notice. When the neighbor saw Becky's red face she asked if she was all right. Becky said yes and that she was a little hot because of the crowds at the mall. Then she excused herself saying she had to finish shopping. She felt so naughty for enjoying the feeling of her son's cum running down her thighs. She wondered what all these people would think if they knew that her son's sperm was dripping from her pussy. But she really didn't care what they thought anymore.
When she arrived home and was safely inside the apartment, she quickly unloaded the shopping sacks and went to find John. He was in his room lying on the bed in his underwear, reading a book. Without a word she hurried over to him and pulled his shorts off. Then she bent and began to suck his cock until it was hard. He didn't protest as she quickly climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs. With her dress still on she sat on his cock, taking it deeply into her very wet pussy. "Ahhhh, I have been thinking about that for two hours," she gasped.
"And I am the insatiable one?" John laughed as he watched his mother begin to bounce up and down on his cock. He liked the way her tits jiggled under her dress and reached up to tweak the nipples. Becky smiled down at him as she moved up and down and then rocked her hips back and forth like a stripper on stage. She braced her hands on his chest and began to lift her hips until his cock was almost out of her pussy and then she plunged back down, bringing a grunt from them both. Then she got her feet under her as she squatted on his cock. In this position she had freedom to really take his cock fast and deep.
John let her have her way and watched her climax several times before he flipped her over and began to fuck her hard. He fucked her to three more climaxes before he felt his climax coming on. "I'm going to cum," he gasped.
"Yes, cum in me. Cum in me," Becky said.
John moaned and shot another huge load into his mother's pussy. Finally he rolled off her, gasping for breath.
Later when they had caught their breath John looked at his mother as if he had something to say.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing. It's just that ... uh ... I know you don't take the pill ... or anything ... uh ... aren't you worried you'll get ... you know get ..." John said and paused.
Becky smiled. "Pregnant?"
"Uh ... yes," John said and actually blushed.
"What would you think if I did get pregnant?"
John was stumped. He knew the answer he wanted to give, but didn't know how his mother felt about it. "Well ... uh ... I ... "
"Answer me truthfully. Would you want me to have your baby?" she asked more seriously.
"Mom, I ... uh ... never want to do anything that would hurt you."
"A baby wouldn't hurt me. I did have you, you know."
"You know what I mean. But I guess it would be ... kind of cool to ... you know, to have a brother or sister."
"Well it wouldn't be your brother or sister. It would be your son or daughter."
John paused as if he hadn't really thought of that. Then he a big grin crossed his face.
Becky shook her head, smiling. Then she said, "What if I told you I wanted you to make me pregnant ... that I wanted you to be the father of my child?"
"Really?" John's eyes were as big as saucers.
It was Becky's turn to pause, but not because she didn't know the answer. She wanted to drag it out a little. "Yes, really," she finally said.
"Oh my God, Mom. That would be amazing," John said, clearly excited. "When can we start?"
Becky laughed. "I think we have already started. But my fertile period is this weekend. So make sure you eat plenty of eggs and meat to get your protein."
"I will." John rolled over onto his mother and kissed her passionately. "Let's start practicing now."
Becky shook her head again and sighed. A moment later John was pumping his cock inside her. She wondered if there was a luckier woman in the world.
Chapter 5
Becky wanted to hold John off until the weekend to insure that he had plenty of sperm for her. However, that was easier said then done and not just because of him, but because she found she could barely keep her hands off him. It didn't help any that they were running around the house mostly naked all the time. Even seeing his soft cock made her want it. And it wasn't just about fucking. She loved to suck him too. In fact, after an incident in the kitchen she began to wonder if she was becoming addicted to his sperm. They had sat down to dinner when Becky realized that she had forgotten to get her low cal salad dressing from the refrigerator. "I forgot my dressing," she said and started to get up. John said he would get it. As he passed her she grabbed him. "Wait, I know where to get my low calorie dressing." John seemed confused when Becky reached for his soft cock. She pulled his rapidly swelling cock to her mouth and began to suck it. John didn't protest.
Soon he was gasping and nearing his climax. "Mom, I'm going to cum."
Before he could cum, Becky pulled his cock out of her mouth and pointed the head toward her salad and continued to stroke him. She smiled as she looked up at his surprised face. A few seconds later he tensed. Becky giggled as a huge squirt of juice arched out and directly onto her leafy salad. She pumped his cock until all the cum was drained from his balls.
Then as John collapsed into his chair she casually cut up her cum covered salad and began to eat. As her son watched with amazed amusement she finished the salad and then took a piece of French bread and wiped the plate clean before eating it. "Now that is what I call a low calorie salad dressing."
John was truly amazed, but not to be out done, he slid from his chair and under the table. "Now, I want my salad, but without the greens," he laughed as he pushed her legs apart and dove for her wet pussy. Becky forgot about the rest of the dinner as her son sucked her pussy until she climaxed four times. Then, he sat down and began to eat the real food with a cat that ate the canary look on his face. Her copious pussy juice was smeared from cheek to chin and down his neck.
The following day they were sitting in the living room kissing when John pulled his mother's hand to his perpetually hard cock. When she tried to pull away he held her there. Finally she gave in and stroked him for a while.
"I want to fuck you," John said.
Those words made Becky tremble with excitement. She still wanted to wait to let him fuck her. She wanted Saturday to be very special because she had a pretty good idea he would make her pregnant. Then she thought, he is so young and virile that climaxing probably makes his sperm more potent. She would make him wait to fuck, but not to climax.
"Stand up, John."
He hopped to his feet. His cock was pointing at Becky's face.
"Would you like to fuck my tits?"
"Oh my God, Mom, I would love it."
"I thought so," Becky said and pulled John to the sofa and then slipped to the floor between his knees. As he watched she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. With each button she revealed more of her braless tits. Finally she separated the blouse and received a gasp from John. Then she stripped naked. With a smile she moved closer and wrapped her tits around his cock. Looking up at her son she began to move up and down. She could feel the juices from his cock running down and coating her tit flesh. She bent her head and licked and sucked the head as it appeared from between the mounts of flesh. Then she dribbled saliva onto it to make it easier to slip between her tits. When John started to move his hips up and down rapidly she knew he was close. She looked down and saw his cock disappear between her tits and when it appeared again John yelled. Becky watched as a huge blast of cum shot from the swollen head. It hit her directly in the face. She giggled as the next blast hit her face as well and then the next. When John's cock finally stopped spitting, her face was literally covered with his sperm.
Becky sat back and smiled as his cum dripped from her face. Then she smeared the sticky liquid across her cheeks, chin, and forehead. "Cum is good for a lot of things. You already know it makes a great low calorie salad dressing, but it is a great skin cream too." She smiled when she saw his skeptical look. When she was done she licked his cum from her still sticky fingers and said, "I think it might even be better than chocolate."
After those incidents, Becky was successful in keeping John at bay until the weekend ... or more specifically Saturday night. On Saturday she ushered him out of the house and told him not to come back until late in the afternoon. Becky spent the day getting her hair, fingernails, and makeup done. She even had a real massage. However, she could not really relax because of the excitement burning inside her. She kept thinking about the future with her son ... like having his baby and what that would mean ... or about her son moving into her room and becoming her husband. The thought of him sleeping with her every night sent an excited chill down her spine. Yes, husband and wife ... she liked that thought. She almost climaxed in the beautician's chair.
When she arrived home she got the bedroom ready by changing the bed to her best sheets, setting up scented candles, and darkening the room. Then she arranged the dinner table with John's favorite meal and put out her best china and silverware. Now all she had to do was wait for her son/lover/husband to come home.
John arrived around seven. When he walked into the house he saw his mother sitting in the living room in a bathrobe. He went in and kissed her passionately. She told him to go shower and shave, then come to dinner. He obviously wanted to have sex right then, but all he got was a quick feel of her tits. She had to push him away or everything would be ruined ... her will power was almost as weak as his. Finally he relented and went to take his shower. When he came back Becky had dinner on the table.
"Wow, must be a special night," he said, already knowing how special the night was going to be.
"I thought we might eat by candle light," Becky said as she lit several candles she had set around the room. Before she sat down, Becky took off her robe. She heard her son gasp. She had on a white garter belt, nylons and high heels and nothing else.
"God, Mom, how am I supposed to eat dinner now?"
"Something wrong?" she asked teasingly.
"No, not wrong. You look ... God, you look gorgeous."
"Thank you, now the sooner you eat the quicker we get to bed."
Becky watched her son gulp down his food. She, on the other hand, in spite of how difficult it was, took her time. When she was finally done, she stood and held out her hand to her son. Then she led him willingly to the bedroom. When they stepped inside she stripped him before she went into his arms. A moan escaped each of them as their lips met. They kissed for a long time; Becky loved to kiss him, she loved his lips and tongue, it is almost more intimate then fucking, she thought. Finally Becky reached for his very hard cock. As they continued to kiss Becky backed toward the bed, never taking her lips from his. She went to the bed and then onto her back with John following.
John crawled onto the bed, finally having to break the kiss. Following his mother's direction he knelt at her head. She grabbed his cock and brought it to her mouth. John moaned as she began to gently suck him. She caressed his balls, lifting them and feeling their weight. She thought about the baby making sperm contained in the two squirming sacks.
"Mom, you had better stop," John warned.
She pulled away, not wanting him to cum in her mouth tonight. She had a much more important place for his sperm. "Are you ready to fuck me?" Becky asked.
"Oh God, yes," he answered.
"You know I am ovulating today, so it is very likely that I will get pregnant. Is that what you want? Do you want to make your mother pregnant?"
"More than anything in this world."
"I feel the same way," she said. Then she spread her legs and allowed John to kneel between them. She saw his cock throbbing and juice dripping from the slit. She figured he wouldn't last long the first time, but she also knew that they would fuck several more times this night.



"Look how swollen and ready my pussy is. My pussy wants your cock. Put your cock into me, John. Put your cock inside your mother's pussy."
John slipped into position between his mother's legs. His hand was shaking as he grasped his cock and pointed it toward her more than ready pussy. When the head touched her opening, they both moaned. Then he pushed in gently, allowing just the head to enter her.
"Oh yes, fuck me John. Fuck me hard. You can climax as soon as you like, I don't mind."
"Oh Jesus, Mom," he groaned as his cock moved into his mother's willing hole.
Becky almost swooned as she felt her son's long shaft slip deeper and deeper into her opening. When he hit bottom Becky grunted and then lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. "I'm ready, lover, fuck me, and make me pregnant. I want your baby. Give your mother a baby."
"Oh yes, Mom, I want that. I want that so much." With that John began to pump into his mother. He started slowly, but quickly increased the pace until the room filled with the slapping sound of his actions. "Mom, I can't last long," he warned.
Even Becky was surprised at how quickly he was reaching his peak. But that was okay with her. She wanted his cum ... she needed it. She suddenly felt a faint shooting pain, which always let her know that she was ovulating. The timing was perfect. Her head was spinning as she gasped, "Oh my God, John, cum, cum in me now."
He bellowed and pushed into her deeply. His body froze and his balls tightened.
Suddenly Becky could feel it. She could actually feel his cum hitting the back of her pussy. Incredibly she felt a climax coming as well. Her body convulsed and her legs tightened around her son's waist. "Ahhhhhheeeee," she screamed as a strong climax rushed through her. Her body felt like it was on fire. Her pussy began to convulse and that caused her to squeeze her son's cock tightly. Then suddenly she felt like the flood gates had been released. She could feel her pussy gushing juice. She had never done that before. She was actually squirting juice from her climaxing pussy.
"Ohhhhh," John moaned as he pumped all of his hot sperm deep into his mother's pussy. It gushed out like a river, filling her pussy until it squeezed out the sides and dripped to the bed beneath them.
Becky was still convulsing when John collapsed onto her. It took her a few moments to realize that John was spent. She wrapped her arms around him as he lay on her chest gasping for breath.
"Wow!" John whispered.
"Yes, wow," Becky repeated. "That was amazing. Stay there for a minute. I want your cock to keep the cum in me."
"I'll stay in you as long as you want," he breathed.
After about fifteen minutes, Becky rolled onto her side and curled up next to John, throwing her leg over his thigh.
The cum started to pour out of her. But she knew it only took a few minutes for millions of little guys to find their way to the opening. "God, I am really wet down there. I think I squirted," Becky said, slightly embarrassed.
"I love it. Now you can cum just like me," he laughed. John kissed his mother and then pushed himself up onto his arms over his mother. "Can I fuck you again?"
"Huh?" Becky said before she realized that John was still hard. "Oh yes, fuck me again. God, I love you."
"I love you too," John said as he slipped easily back into his mother's pussy. He began to pump into her again. Quickly the room filled with the sloppy sound of their fucking. The first load of cum sloshed inside Becky with John pushing the sperm even deeper with each stroke. It almost felt like the head of his cock was entering her cervix.
This time John lasted a long time. Becky, on the other hand, climaxed several times before her son came again. He filled her pussy to overflow and Becky squirted again, adding to the wetness beneath them. Then they fell asleep for a few hours. When John awoke he rolled over onto his mother and slipped his cock into her saturated pussy. She awoke with a moan of pleasure. Then she wrapped her arms and legs around her son.
John climaxed twice more that night and Becky lost count of how many she had. It was the most amazing night either of them had ever experienced.
Chapter 6
Mom and son fucked through the weekend and then every night thereafter. It was two weeks later when Becky purchased a pregnancy test kit. She knew it was early, but she couldn't wait. She followed the instructions and then looked at the reading. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the red plus sign. She wanted to run into the streets and scream with joy. Her heart felt like it was about to burst. There was no regret in Becky. This was what she wanted. This was so right and no one could convince her different. She almost swooned thinking about her son's baby growing inside her ... their baby, conceived in love. Tears started to pour from her eyes. She wiped her eyes and tried to calm herself until John got home.
When John arrived home Becky wanted to run to him and give him the news, but she decided to wait until dinner to surprise him. After he sat down she placed the test device onto the table. John looked at it and said, "What is that?"
"A pregnancy test," Becky said.
"And?" he said excitedly.
"You see the little red plus sign?"
"Yes."
"That means it is positive. I'm pregnant!"
At first John did not react because he was having a hard time processing the words "I'm pregnant."
"I said, I'm pregnant," Becky repeated.
Finally John's eyes opened wide and he jumped up. "Oh, Mom, I can't believe it," he screamed as he pulled her into his arms. He lifted her and spun her around. "I can't believe it. The first time and you're pregnant."
"Yes, isn't it wonderful."
"Better than wonderful. Oh God, Mom, I still can't believe it."
"It is a preliminary test, but the kit says it is almost 100%. You mother is pregnant with your baby."
He put his mother down and said, "I love you more than anything in this world."
"And I love you the same," she answered. Then she said, "Will you still love me when I am big and fat with your baby. It won't be long before my tits and belly begin to grow, then you might have a hard time getting your arms around me. Tell me you will still love me?"
"Are you kidding? I couldn't love you more and not explode. I know you will be even more beautiful than you are now ... besides, I like big tits," he said and laughed.
"How does it feel to know you are going to be a daddy?"
"A daddy," he repeated. "God, I don't know, it is so amazing that I can't even process it."
"Well, let's go to the bedroom and celebrate," Becky said. She took John's hand and led him to their room. When they entered she whispered, " I have a surprise for you tomorrow."
"A surprise? What could be more of a surprise then I just got?"
"You'll see. But I guarantee that you will be surprised."
"You are incredible, Mom."
The following evening, after dinner, Becky told John to give her a half hour and then come to the room. He was to take his clothes off outside the door and then enter. John wanted to know what the surprise was but Becky refused to tell him. She just said, "You will like it, I promise."
John waited exactly 30 minutes and hurried upstairs. He quickly stripped outside the door and then reached for the knob. He was nervous as he slowly turned the knob and opened the door. He gasped as he stepped into the room. The room was aglow with candles again. On the bed was his mother, on her hands and knees, totally naked. All he could see was her ass cheeks. As John walked over he noticed that her asshole was slightly open and seemed to be slick with some type of lubricant.
Becky turned her head toward her son and said, "I want to give you something special. I have never had a cock in my ass and I want you to fuck me there ... to take my virginity. It will always be yours. You can use it whenever you want. I give my asshole to you."
John gasped. He had no idea what to say. He had never fucked an asshole and certainly never expected to fuck his mother's ass. "Are ... are you ... sure?" he asked hesitantly.
"Yes, very. I have been practicing with my dildo and I think I'm ready. Just go easy at first. I will tell you when you can fuck it hard."
John moved to the bed and climbed between his mother's legs. He looked down at the tiny hole and then the head of his cock. The hole looked much too small for his cock. He didn't want to hurt his mother, but he really wanted to do this. He moved up on his feet a little so he could get a better angle. Then he pressed his cock downward and aimed it at her hole.
Becky jumped when she felt her son's cock touch her hole. She hoped she was ready for this, but she knew there was no turning back. She wanted to give him her ass and nothing or no amount of pain was going to stop her. She felt John putting pressure on his cock and she felt her asshole resisting. She pressed down trying to open herself for him. There was some pain but it was bearable. "Push harder," she encouraged. Suddenly she felt her sphincter give and the head pop inside her. "Hold it there," she told him as she gasped for breath. The hardest part was over.
A few moments later she said, "Push it in."
John pushed and his cock slowly slipped into his mother's ass. Inch by inch it went deeper until his balls touched her pussy. He paused to catch his breath and let her adjust.
"Oh God, John you are all the way inside my ass."
"Yes, and it's so tight," he hissed.
"Fuck me slowly until it starts going in easier."
John pulled out slowly and then pushed back inside. He heard his mother groan and stopped.
"No, keep going," she said.
He pushed harder and buried his cock in her ass until his balls were against her pussy again. Then he pulled out and did it all over again. Gradually he began to move faster and then faster.
"That's it. It's starting to feel good." Becky began to move her hips from side to side helping his cock to go deeper and deeper. "Fuck me hard, John."
"Oh yes, Mom, it feels good. I love your asshole. It's so tight. I can feel your ass squeezing my cock. Fuck, this is good."
Becky began to moan with pleasure now. With each plunge she grunted when he hit bottom. Gradually the fullness inside turned into pleasure. "Fuck me, fuck my ass, John," she almost screamed.
Now John was on his feet and plunging his cock down into his mother's ass. He would pull all the way out until only the head was inside, and then plunge back in hard. His thighs slapped his mother's ass cheeks with each downward plunge. "Oh yes, oh yes, that is so good. I love your asshole, Mom."
"Good, because it is yours forever, lover." Becky reached between her thighs and found her clit. She used her middle finger to stimulate her clit. The pressure in her ass was moving her rapidly toward a climax. She wanted John to cum with her. "Fuck me hard, John. Cum in my ass, baby."
"Oh yes," he gasped. The speed of his hips increased. A groan escaped his lips. "Ohhhhh, Mommmmmm!" he screamed as his cock began to pulse.
Becky could feel it; she could feel the pulsing of his cock. Her ass responded with her own pulse. "I'm cummmmiiiinnnnngggg," Becky yelled.
John's cock began to blast his hot cum deep into his mother's ass. Each massive squirt was followed by another, and then another.
"Yes, yes, yes, squirt that hot juice into my ass," Becky screamed until her convulsions were too much for her. Her mouth opened but only grunts came out.
John's cock stopped squirting before his mother's climax ended. He held it inside her until she gradually collapsed under him. Then her still pulsing asshole squeezed his cock out.
"God, Mom, that was incredible."
"It was for me too. Now you have all three of my holes. But my asshole is your special place."
"I love it and I love you, Mom."
After that night, anal sex became a regular part of their lovemaking. Becky wasn't sure if she or John liked it more. She even came up with a game using anal sex. It almost happened by accident. One evening John was watching TV when Becky came in with a snack. He pulled her onto his lap and kissed her, almost spilling popcorn over the sofa. She got up and tried to admonish John but she couldn't even fake anger with him. Instead she sat the popcorn down and knelt between his legs, reaching for his zipper. She pulled his cock out and began to suck. Then she paused.
"You know you still have dishes to do."
"Ah, Mom, I hate doing dishes."
"Okay then, let's play a little game. If I sit on your cock and you don't cum for 30 minutes you will not have to do dishes for a week. If you lose you have to do dishes like normal and wash my car once a week for a month."
"I think I can do that," he said smugly.
"We'll see," Becky said as she stood up and turned around. With her back to John she lifted her dress, revealing her naked ass. She looked over her shoulder and said, "Do you like my ass?"
"You know I do," John said and reached for her ass. He pulled her back and leaned forward until he could kiss her cheeks. Becky bent over and spread her cheeks. "Mmmmm," John said as he spied the pulsing star of her asshole.
Becky moved back and said, "Lick it then."
John didn't have to be told twice. He leaned close and stuck out his tongue, touching her asshole. Becky groaned. Then she felt his tongue pushing into her. "Oh, John," she gasped as his tongue wiggled into her nether hole. "Tongue fuck my asshole, baby," Becky begged.
John did, pushing his tongue in as deeply as it would go before pulling out and then sucking the little hole. After a few minutes Becky pulled away, leaving John with his tongue stuck out tickling nothing but air.
"Okay, it is seven P.M. right now and you have to make it until 7:30." With that Becky moved back until her ass was over John's swollen cock. She reached between her legs and grasped his cock and held it straight. Then she squatted, placing her asshole on the head of his cock.
"Mom, that's not fair," John protested when he realized that she was going to take it in her ass.
"I didn't say which hole," she said and laughed. With that she pushed down, taking his cock slowly into her ass. Both she and John moaned as inch after inch slipped into her tight hole. When she reached bottom she paused. "I will give you a little break," she said. "I am just going to sit here and I won't move."
For a moment John was relieved. But then he realized that his mother's asshole was so tight that he could feel every squeeze that she made. He felt her moving her sphincter on his cock, which made his cock throb and caused Becky's ass to squeeze him in response.
Becky smiled as she leaned back onto her son's chest. She opened her top so that her tits were free. Then she reached down and took John's hands, placing them on her tits.
"Mommmmm!" John protested.
Becky laughed as she sat still ... at least on the outside ... yet she was squeezing and releasing her sphincter around John's throbbing cock. She was pretty sure she was going to get her car washed for a month. She knew John was struggling not to move. But she also knew that he could not stay still that long. She looked at the clock and only ten minutes had passed. "Only twenty minutes to go."
John moaned.
"God I love your cock in my ass. And wow, your tongue felt soooo good. That is your special place; deep in my tight asshole. It is all yours ... my asshole is all yours." Becky knew her words were driving him crazy. She felt his cock throbbing harder. She squeezed her asshole tight and received a responding throb. "Only fifteen minutes to go."
"Mom, I can't ... I can't ... oh shit," he gasped.
Becky almost laughed but she was getting close to a climax herself and that was without even moving. Just having her son's big cock in her ass was enough to get her off. Then she placed her fingers between her legs and began to rub her clit. It didn't take long and she was starting to climax. Her pussy spasmed and juice began to squirt out. "Oh Johnnnnnnnn!!!" she gasped as her pussy and then her ass throbbed mightily.
"Oh, Moooommmmm," John groaned as his mother's asshole clamped onto his cock like a vise. Each convulsion caused her ass to pulse on his cock. He could take no more. Suddenly, as hard as he tried to fight it, his cock head grew inside his mother's ass and began to blast his hot cum into her asshole. It felt like there was a milking machine on his cock, pulling his cum from him. When he finally shot the last blast, it balls almost hurt.
Becky collapsed back on her son, breathing heavily. "I guess I won," she whispered.
John laughed and said, "I think we both won."
End of Part I
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Chapter 7
Becky and John continued to make love multiple times a day as Becky's pregnancy progressed. She was beginning to show and her tits had grown. Of course John loved that. They had experimented with almost everything two people could do and loved it all. Then John came home one day and said he had had an interesting conversation with his best friend, Andrew.
"Mom, Andrew told me something today that floored me. You won't believe this, but he said that he and his mother have been having sex."
"Really?" Becky said in astonishment. She knew Andrew's mother, Vicki, well and never would have guessed she had a thing for her son.
"Yes and it has been going on for about a year. He said he was telling me because he said he didn't have anyone else to tell. He and his mother felt guilty about it, but according to him they are in love."
"Wow, that is amazing. You didn't tell him about us, did you?"
"No. But that is what I wanted to talk to you about. You know that Andrew thinks you are hot."
Becky laughed and said, "Well, he is hot too."
John smiled. "I was thinking; you remember you said something about fantasizing about having sex with two men?"
"Yes," Becky said, getting a hint as to where this was going.
"Well, if we wanted to do something with another guy, Andrew might be the perfect person. He would love that we are having sex too and he certainly couldn't tell anyone."
At first Becky was ready to protest, but then she felt that familiar chill going down her spine. "I don't know," Becky said.
"I just thought I would bring it up," John said, trying not to reveal his disappointment.
"I mean it would be nice to have a cock in my ass and pussy at the same time," she thought out loud.
John's face brightened. "It would be amazing."
"But wouldn't you be jealous?" she asked.
"Maybe a little. But he is my best friend and he is in love with his mother and I know you are not going to run away with him, so what's to be jealous about."
"You have a point, but how would we set that up?" she asked. She could see that John looked encouraged that she was actually considering it.
John smiled and said, "What if I invited him over one evening and for some reason I get tied up and couldn't get home right away. You can work your magic on him and I come home and catch you."
"My, but you have thought about this quite a bit. What if I can't 'work my magic on him? I mean I am not a young woman anymore," she said with a little pout.
"I have a lot more confidence than you that you can do it. I don't think there is a man alive that could resist you."
"Yeah, well tell your father that."
"He is an idiot and doesn't count. Any normal man could not resist you."
"Let me think about it for a couple days."
Again John smiled. He got up and hugged his mother and then picked her up and carried her to the bedroom where they made passionate love. Both of them imagined what it would be like to have another man in bed with them.
Becky was as nervous as she had ever been. Andrew was due over in a few minutes. She wondered what he would think of her; would he see her and think she had gained too much weight or that she was too old to be sexy. Her confidence was eroding quickly. This is crazy, she thought, how many 39-year-old women try to seduce a twenty-year-old boy. Becky looked in the mirror. Yes, she was showing her pregnancy, but she could still get into most of her clothes. Her tits were bigger and her belly was protruding a bit and there was a glow about her, which in reality made her sexier than ever, but she was still concerned. She had put on a white tennis dress ... but daringly left the shorts off, leaving her naked underneath. The white dress was so short that if she sat down, any attempt at modesty would be impossible. She knew that a young boy like Andrew would like the dress on a young woman, but what would he think of it on her, she wondered?
The sound of the doorbell made Becky jump. She looked in the mirror one last time and went to the door.
"Hi, Andrew. Oh my," she said when she saw that is head was shaved. She had known him since he was a child and knew he was prone to sometimes do outrageous things. He was a handsome boy, shorter then John, but he had a nice shape and obviously worked out with weights.
"Hi, Mrs. Loudon?" he said with a smile, enjoying the look on her face.
"What happened to your hair?" she asked.
"I'm a freshman on the college football team and the seniors did it. It's a tradition, kind of a right of passage; it will grow back. Is John here?"
"Sorry Andrew, but he called and said he was going to be an hour or so late."
"Oh, I can come back later then. It looks like you are headed out to play tennis anyway." Since he couldn't see her tennis shorts he assumed he had on a pair of tiny tennis panties. He also noticed that she was not wearing tennis shoes, but sexy high heels.
Becky saw that Andrew's eyes had dropped to her chest and that he could obviously see her nipples. "Unfortunately my tennis match was cancelled. So I'm all alone now. I insist that you come in and wait for John," Becky said.
"Uh ... sure," he said nervously as he followed Becky into the living room.
"Would you like some iced tea or a soda?"
"Uh ... yes, a soda would be nice," Andrew said as he sat on the sofa.
Becky got the soda and a glass of ice. Her hands were shaking and she nearly spilled the soda as she poured it into the glass. She poured herself a glass of wine and drank it quickly to steady her nerves. She went back into the family room and gave Andrew his drink. She sat across from him and crossed her legs. She could see Andrew's eyes move from her tits to the wide expanse of thigh she was exposing. A shiver of excitement went through her when she glanced down at his crotch and thought she saw the beginning of an erection. Her confidence grew and she became bolder.
"So, Andrew, John tells me that you think I'm hot," Becky said as she got up and moved to sit on the coffee table right in front of Andrew. There was no turning back now since she knew that the position would cause her short dress to hike up her thighs and that Andrew could see her naked pussy. Then, just to make sure, she not so subtly raised the hem with her hand.
Andrew's eyes opened wide from not only the question, but what he was staring at. "I ... uh ... I ... told ... uh ... John I thought you were sexy, uh yes," Andrew stuttered as he stared between her legs.
"Well a lady always likes to hear that a young man thinks she is sexy. Also, John also tells me that you are having sex with your mother. Is that true?"
Andrew gasped. "Oh my God, he wasn't supposed to tell you that."
"Don't worry I won't tell anyone," Becky said as she got up and stepped over to the sofa to sit next to Andrew. "Besides, I think it is sexy that a son feels that way about his mother," she said as she put her hand on his thigh. "There is a special bond between a mother and son. I, for one, think it is stronger than even a husband and wife." Becky squeezed Andrew's thigh and moved her hand toward the tent in his pants.
"Uh ... Mrs. Loudon ... I ... uh ... uh ... John will be home any time."
"Don't worry about him," she whispered as she slowly stroked his thigh and looked into his eyes. "It appears to me that you do think I am sexy," she said as she slid her hand over the tent in his pants. Andrew sat frozen as Becky squeezed his cock. "Mmmm, you have quite a nice cock there. I bet your mother loves to get fucked by it."
"Oh shit," Andrew groaned.
"Let me see your cock," Becky said as she began to open his zipper. She almost giggled at the look on the poor boy's frozen face. A moment later she reached her hand inside his pants. "Mmmmm, nice, she said as she pulled his cock into the opening. "I bet you like to be sucked, don't you? Does your mother suck it a lot?"
John, who was peeking into the living room, suppressed a laugh. He was enjoying his friend Andrew's discomfort. Andrew had played enough tricks on him over the years to last a lifetime. It was nice to see him being made very uncomfortable. John waited until his mother bent over to take Andrew's cock into her mouth before he walked into the room.
Suddenly Andrew looked up and almost passed out when he saw his friend. "John!" he gasped a Becky's mouth engulfed his still throbbing cock.
John had a look of anger as he walked into the room. But a moment later he was smiling. "Mom, you are such a slut for cock."
Andrew's eyes opened wide at John's words. "What ..."
John sat down next to his friend. "She is a great cock sucker," he said as she reached over and pushed his mother's head down on Andrew's cock, "And she loves to do it. But she likes it best when I fuck her."
"What ... are you ... and your ... mother ... fucking too?"
John laughed. "Yes. Got you buddy. Paybacks are hell."
"You're fucking your mother?" he asked again, barely hearing John's words.
Becky looked up from sucking his cock and answered for John, "Yes, several times a day."
"Oh my God," was all Andrew could say.
"And we have a secret too. Mom is pregnant with my baby," John said proudly.
Andrew looked like he was going to pass out. "Really? I can't believe it. This is ... crazy. You and your mother ... I would never have thought you ..."
John interrupted him and said, "I would have never have thought you and your mother would be having sex either."
"This ... this is amazing. We have been friends since ... since we were five and you didn't tell me you had started fucking your mother? And ... and you have made her pregnant," Andrew said.
"Don't get righteous with me. You didn't tell me until the other day that you have been fucking your mother for a year."
Andrew had no answer for that. "You're right. I'm sorry about that but I didn't know how you would react." Suddenly he moaned as Becky took his entire cock into her throat.
When Andrew started to moan, Becky pulled away and said, "I want this cock in my pussy and John, you can fuck my asshole."
"Your asshole?" Andrew almost screamed.
"Of course, my ass is his. I gave it to him the other day and it is his forever," Becky said and saw Andrew's face turn red. "God, I'm too hot to go to the bedroom. Both of you get naked," she said. Then she watched with interest as both boys stripped. "Hmmmm, nice," she said as she looked at the two young naked men. It only took her a second to take her tennis dress off. She left her shoes on. "Get on the floor on your back," she said to John.
Andrew stood up unsteadily. It was obvious that he was nervous as he watched John go to the floor on his back.
Becky kissed Andrew quickly forcing her tongue into his surprised mouth. "This is going to be fun," she whispered when she broke the kiss. Then she straddled John, then squatted facing away from him and reached between her legs for his cock. They both moaned as she placed the head of his cock on her tiny asshole and slowly pushed down. "Mmmmm, that's it, all the way," she said. When she was seated she leaned back and beckoned for Andrew. She spread her legs and said, "Fuck my pussy, Andrew."
Andrew hurried to comply. He knelt between her and John's legs and aimed his cock toward Becky's pussy. He slid it into her with some difficulty. "God, it's so tight."
"Oh, shit," Becky moaned. "This is incredible."
"Yes, it is," John moaned as he began to fuck her ass, running his cock along the thin sheath of skin that separated Andrew's cock from his. "Fuck her pussy, Andrew" he said.
Becky almost passed out at the incredible feeling. She had never felt so stuffed. There was no pain, just a feeling of being totally filled. She loved it. God, I have two cocks in me at the same time; it doesn't get any better than this, she thought. In her position she couldn't move so she let her son and Andrew do the work. The two of them eventually set up a rhythm; one would push in as the other pulled out. The feeling was almost overwhelming.
"Oh God, Mrs. Loudon, God, I can't believe it," Andrew said.
"Believe it, Andrew. Fuck my pussy as John fucks my ass. I ... oh shit ... I am going to ... ahhhhhh!!!" Becky groaned as a strong climax hit her. She suddenly felt her pussy begin to gush, spraying her juices across John and Andrew's dicks.
"Shit, she's squirting," Andrew said. "I'm going to cummmmmm," he screamed.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in my pussy," Becky gasped as she continued to climax.
John began to grunt as he felt his friend's cock pulsing inside his mother's pussy. That brought on his climax. "Ahhhh, Mommmmm!!!" he cried.
The three of them screamed as their bodies convulsed in carnal pleasure. Becky thought it was never going to end. It went on until both boys had emptied their balls into her and their cock began to shrink. First Andrew and then John slipped out of her.
Andrew stood up and staggered back and fell onto the sofa.
Becky rolled over in John's arms and kissed him. "You were right, he is a good fuck," she said and laughed.
When they had recovered they were all three sitting on the sofa naked. Andrew said, "Wow, I still can't believe it."
"What can't you believe?" John asked.
"Any of it. That you are fucking your mom like me, and that you tricked me into fucking her with you."
"So are you upset that we tricked you?" Becky asked.
"No," he answered right away and laughed. Then he paused and said, "So you are really ... you know ... uh pregnant?"
"I am, and I love it." Becky stood up and turned to give Andrew of view of her profile.
His eyes opened wide. "Wow. I wish I could convince my mom to let me make her pregnant."
"Have you asked her?" Becky asked.
"Well, no. I mean, I don't think she would ... you know ... let me do that."
"You never know till you ask," John said.
"I don't know. She has never mentioned it. I mean she is not on the pill or anything, we just make sure it is a safe time of the month."
"That is dangerous," Becky said. "Maybe she wants it to happen accidentally."
Andrew thought for a moment. "You know we have fucked almost everyday of the month. Now you have me wondering."
"Maybe you should bring your mother over one evening. Once I tell her my situation, she might change her mind."
Andrew's face brightened. "That's a great idea. It would be incredible if she would let me make her pregnant."
"I think we might be able to convince her. Now, are you up for going to the bedroom and trying to outdo the first performance?"
Andrew smiled and his cock twitched.
Chapter 8
"So, did you like having two men at the same time?" John asked the next morning. Andrew had left late the night before after he had fucked Becky twice more and then watched John fuck her in the ass again.
"God, I loved it. But of course I love your cock more," Becky said.
"Of course," John said and smiled. "So do you think we should invite his mom over?"
"Absolutely. How many chances do we have to actually find another mother and son who are having sex? It will give us both someone we can confide in."
"I was thinking the same thing."
"Good, I will call Vicki tomorrow and ask them to come over this weekend for dinner."
"What's going to happen then? I mean are we going to ... you know ... do something with them?"
"Well, let's play that one by ear. We will see how Vicki reacts when I tell her about us. If she is positive, I will take the lead and we will let it go from there."
"Great. How about we go out for a pizza and movie tonight?"
"Love to. Kind of like a date, huh?"
"Yep, a date with my mom. About six then?"
"Good, that will give me time to do a little shopping first."
"Shopping?"
"Yes, I am going to need some new maternity clothes ... most of what I wore when I was pregnant with you is well out of style. Plus I want to pick up a few things to wear for you."
"I like that too. Okay, then it's a date."
John had a little shopping to do as well. He went to a porn shop in the city and picked up a few special toys for him and his mother. He would surprise her with them. He got home just in time to shower and trim his beard. Becky had told him to take his shower in the other bathroom because she wanted to surprise him with a special outfit for their date. He told her he had something special for her tonight as well. She had no idea what it was but was excited by the prospects.
When Becky finally came out of the room John was waiting for her in the living room. He smiled and said, "Wow," when he saw his mother. She was wearing a leather top and shinny leather skirt. The skirt was skintight and looked great on her. She had on a pair of thigh high boots.
John jumped up and hugged and then kissed his mother. "God, you are gorgeous. I am one lucky guy."
"You like it then?"
"I love it. Now, for my surprise for you. You know that we have to be careful when we are out. I mean we can't act like lovers because someone might see us. So I figured I would get something that wouldn't be ... uh ... let's say invisible to anyone else." From behind his back John produced a box. Inside were what appeared to be two silver eggs. In addition there was some type of remote controller.
"What the heck is that?" Becky asked.
"Well, one of these goes into your ass, and the other goes into your pussy. Then when I push this ..." he said and pushed a button on the little controller and the two eggs started to vibrate.
"Oh my God," Becky gasped. "You want me to have those in me while we are out at dinner and a movie?"
"Yep."
"That will drive me crazy."
John laughed loudly. "That's the point." With that John dropped to his knees. "Pull your skirt up."
"John, I don't know about this. What if I climax right in the restaurant?"
"That is the intent."
"Oh, God," Becky said as she slowly pulled up her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. She watched John lean forward and kiss her pussy tenderly. Then he took one egg and slipped it into her pussy. He made her turn around and bend over. Becky gasped as she felt the other egg slipping into her ass.
"Now, you are going to have to wear panties to make sure they don't fall out. First, let's see how they work." John pushed a button and the egg in her pussy began to vibrate.
"Oh, shit," Becky gasped as the little egg made her pussy quiver.
"Now the other." He pressed the second button.
"Ohhhhhhh," Becky moaned as both eggs began to move. She could feel them against each other, separated only by the thin flesh between her ass and pussy.
"I can make them vibrate, throb, or pulse." He changed the settings and watched as Becky almost lost her balance.
"John, John," she gasped as she quickly grew close to a climax. She breathed a sigh of relief when he shut off the device.
"I think it should work perfectly," he said and laughed.
Becky gave him a look of mock admonishment. Then she went back to the bedroom and put on a pair of panties. It might be embarrassing to climax in a restaurant, she thought, but it would be worse if one of the eggs fell out and hit the floor.
They left the apartment and as they were walking down the stairs John turned on the device.
Becky squealed but before she could say anything John shut it off. "Just making sure it works out here."
Becky pursed her lips as if she was admonishing him again. However, her heart was beating rapidly at the thought of those two eggs squirming around inside her. It would take all her skill to make sure she didn't give anything away. However, she knew it might be impossible.
They went to one of their favorite Italian restaurants where they got a table in the back. The waitress took their order for a large pizza and a salad for her. She ordered an oil and vinegar dressing and then looked at John.



"I know the type of salad dressing I like, but they don't serve it here," she said with a smile.
"Now, that's not nice to tease me like that," John said as he pulled the remote out and turned it on.
"Johnnnnnnn," Becky gasped as the two eggs began to vibrate and squirm inside her ass and pussy. She could feel the vibration all the way up her body. She even thought she could hear the noise. "Ohhhhhh," Becky whispered.
When John saw the waitress coming back he shut off the vibrating eggs. He smiled at his mother who was flushed and breathing heavier.
"Mmmmmmhhhhh, you rat!" Becky gasped. As soon as the waitress left she spread her legs and smiled obscenely at her son. Suddenly she felt the eggs begin to vibrate again. She bit her lip to suppress a gasp. Then, suddenly she felt the beginnings of a climax. No matter how hard she tried she could not stop it. Her pussy began to spasm as waves of pleasure washed over her. She gasped and trembled, holding onto the table for support.
John watched as his mother climaxed right at the table in a public restaurant. Fortunately the restaurant was not busy.
Finally Becky opened her eyes and took a deep breath.
"Now, was that so bad?" John asked with a laugh.
"I can't believe I actually climaxed right here in a restaurant," she whispered. "You are driving me crazy young man. I will get you back one day, you can be sure of that," she said.
John laughed. The waitress brought their pizza and they ate quietly, with John turning on the vibrator several times before they left for the movie theater.
Inside the theater they were happy to see that there were very few people. They made their way to the last row and sat down. Before the movie even started, John turned to his mother and kissed her passionately. As he did he turned on the vibrator, which brought a low moan from Becky. He pulled away and then leaned to her ear. "Pull your skirt up to your waist."
"John, I can't do that."
John turned the vibrator high until it was vibrating and throbbing crazily inside her.
"Okay, okay," Becky moaned and reached down and pulled her skirt up until she was naked from the waist down. The seats were high and no one would be able to see her unless they came to the last row.
"Now, let's enjoy the movie," John said as he placed his arm around his mother's shoulder.
With a sigh Becky leaned into her son's shoulder. "You are being very bad tonight," she whispered lovingly.
John chuckled.
After they movie was on for a few minutes John turned the vibrator on again.
Becky gasped quietly and began to move her hips. She decided not to fight it any longer. She would just have to be quiet when she climaxed. After a few moments she began to squirm her hips. Her pussy was so wet that she was sure she would leave a wet spot. But at that point she didn't care. She wanted to climax.
John leaned over and began to unbutton her top. When Becky made no move to stop him he continued until her tits were exposed. He saw her squirm lower in the seat and that her eyes were closed. He reached over and began to squeeze and knead her large breasts.
Becky allowed her son to bring her hand over to his very had cock. She gasped and began to stroke him through his pants. Her pussy was literally throbbing and she knew that she was going to climax soon. Then, when John turned the vibrator to a steady hum she could take no more. She bit her lip as waves of pleasure rushed through her. Her hips lifted from the seat as pleasure consumed her. She could not even think about the fact that she was in a public theater and that she was for all intent and purpose naked. It was incredibly difficult to remain quiet, but she did it, biting her lip until it almost bled. Her convulsions went on for some time before she was done. "Wow," she gasped.
"So, am I still a rat?" John asked.
"You are."
"Well it appears that this rat made you climax in a public theater."
"That's why you are a rat."
"I'm sorry, Mom. Can you forgive me," John said as he pulled his mother's hand to his exposed and very hard cock.
"Mmmmm, I'll think about it," she said.
"Suck it. Suck my cock."
"John, I can't do that here," she whispered.
"Why not, no one can see?"
Becky looked around and knew that he was correct. With a sigh, almost a whimper, she bent her head to his lap.
She grabbed his cock and placed the head into her mouth. She began to suck him as she slowly pumped his cock, but then when she felt his hips begin to move she slowed down. She felt his hand on her head trying to urge her on. She resisted, deciding to torture him. Suddenly she felt the vibrator turned on again. She mumbled "Ohhhhh!"
"Mmmmm," John moaned when he felt his mother begin to stroke faster and suck harder.
Now Becky wanted his cum. She wanted to taste him. It was crazy, what they were doing, but it was also very exciting. A few moments later she felt John tense and she prepared herself for his cum. It came quickly and in great quantity. His juice filled her mouth until she had to swallow. Then it filled again. She drank his juice like a fine wine, pumping him and sucking for the last few drops. When his cock finally began to deflate she sucked it one last time and sat up. She saw John smiling and watching the movie like nothing unusual had happened. She straightened her clothes then reached over and grasped his cock. They watched the rest of the movie in silence.
Chapter 9
Becky called Vicki and said that Andrew had reminded her that they had not gotten together for a long, long time. After a fun conversation about old times they confirmed dinner. She told Vicki to dress casual for a relaxing evening. Later John spoke to Andrew and he said that his mother didn't seem suspicious but she did wonder why she had received a call from Becky after such a long time. Andrew told her that he and John had talked and decided that the two families had not gotten together for a long time and that he thought they had a lot in common. He hadn't said how much in common, however.
On Saturday Becky fixed a roast with all the fixings. She had a nice bottle of wine chilling in the refrigerator and a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket in the family room. The plan was for Becky and Vicki to have a conversation with Becky revealing that she and John were lovers. She would act like she was not aware that Vicki and Andrew were also lovers. She would say she just had to confide in someone and since she had known Vicki for so long she thought she might be the best person. She realized it might be a weak story, but once Vicki learned about them she would most likely forget the rest of the conversation.
When they arrived Saturday evening, Becky opened the door to find her old friend dressed in a nice white pants suit. Andrew was more casual with jeans and sleeveless tee shirt. Becky kissed Vicki and then Andrew and invited them in.
"You look nice," Becky said.
"I told her it was casual," Andrew said with a shrug of his shoulders.
"Oh, this is an old outfit," she returned.
"I like it. You look very nice," Becky said. "Andrew, John is in his room why don't you boys talk, or do whatever boys do. Vicki, let's have a glass of wine and catch up on things."
Andrew smiled slyly at Becky and then hurried to John's room. He would stay there until Becky called them to dinner.
"So, how long has it been?" Becky asked as she led Vicki to the kitchen where she had wine glasses ready.
"At least five years," Vicki said.
"Let's see, yes, I think the boys were in the tenth grade."
"You're right," Vicki said.
Becky handed Vicki the first of several glasses of wine she would ply her with. Then with the bottle of wine in her hand she led her into the living room where they sat next to each other on the sofa.
When they were comfortably seated Becky said, "Time really seems to fly by."
"It does. Becky, John tells me that you are divorced."
"Yes, the bastard ran off with some young slut. I think she was eighteen or nineteen."
Vicki shook her head. "I know what you mean. My Edward did almost the same thing. She was a little older, but not by much. Men can be real bastards."
"Yes, but I think your Andrew and my John are exceptions."
"They certainly are."
Becky held up her glass and toasted their shared situation. Then she poured Vicki and another full glass.
"Better slow down on that, wine goes right to my head. Two glasses and I will be tipsy," Vicki said.
Good, Becky thought as she held her glass up and said, "I am the same way, but sometimes that is a good thing. Here's too two divorced women trying to get by ... and not doing too bad."
"Here, here," Vicki said.
Soon the two women were giggling like schoolgirls.
"So, do you have a boyfriend?" Vicki asked.
Becky paused and looked serious for a moment. "Yes, kinda."
"Kinda?" Vicki laughed, "You either do or you don't."
"Well ... I probably shouldn't tell you this. But ... uh ... I need someone to talk to. My boyfriend is John," she said and paused for a second, then added, "I guess you could call him my boyfriend."
Vicki laughed and said, "I am sure he would be if he were not your son."
Becky paused and looked into Vicki's eyes. "No, I mean really, he is my boyfriend ... actually my lover."
Vicki opened her mouth but nothing came out.
"I ... I have been dying to tell someone. I mean, who in the world can one trust nowadays. Since we were such good friends for years and shared so much, and I was looking for someone to confide in ... well, it is hard and I mean, the thing between John and I just happened." Becky hurried her words, as if they were not planned. When Vicki just sat there with her mouth open, Becky continued, "I shouldn't have told you ... it is wrong, but John is the best thing that has ever happened to me. We have been making love for over a month now."
"Oh my God!" Vicki said.
"Don't hate me. I mean ... oh, damn, I have messed this up," Becky said and acted as if she was close to tears.
Vicki reached over and grabbed Becky's hand. "No, no, I'm not judging you. I'm just flabbergasted. I mean, you and John ... I can't believe this."
"I know. Please, don't say anything to Andrew ... you know, he and John are such good friends."
"Becky," Vicki said and paused. It took a moment before she spoke again. The wine had done the trick. "Becky, I have a confession as well."
Becky had to suppress a smile. With relief she realized that it was going to work. "What?" she asked.
"You are not going to believe this but ... but Andrew and I are lover's too."
"Are you kidding me? I mean are you just saying that to make me feel better?"
"No, I would never joke about such a thing. We have been making love for over a year. He is the love of my life and I never want another man."
It was Becky's turn to act surprised. "God, I don't know what to say. This is amazing. I mean how many women make love to their own sons and here are two."
"Well, probably more than we know," Vicki said.
"But for us to have known each other for so many years and then to find out that we are both making love to our sons ... that is incredible."
"I am shaking right now," Vicki said.
Becky pulled her into her arms. Vicki started to cry as Becky held her.
When she pulled away her eyes were wet but she was smiling. "This is so amazing. I have never shared this with anyone and now you ... I mean it couldn't be any more perfect," Vicki said.
"I agree," Becky said as she poured another glass of wine for Vicki. "Let's call the boys to dinner. Later we can tell them our secrets."
Vicki smiled. "You know, knowing boys, there is a strong possibility that they already know."
"I would not be at all surprised. This is so amazing," Becky said as she hugged her new confidant again.
At dinner they chatted about mundane things, but did not talk about their secret. Once dinner was over and the dishes cleared, Becky invited everyone into the family room. Vicki and Andrew sat side by side on a love seat and Becky and John did the same on the sofa.
"What's the champagne for?" Vicki asked.
"That's for another surprise I have ... but I will wait until later to reveal that."
"Another surprise?" John asked. "What was the first surprise?"
"Yeah, what was the first surprise?" Andrew chimed in.
"Should I tell them?" Becky asked.
"Please," Vicki said.
"Boys, in talking with Vicki, I realized that we have a lot more in common then we even thought. I revealed to Vicki that John and I are lovers and found out that Andrew and she are lovers as well. Isn't that incredible?"
John looked at Andrew and both boys acted shocked.
"John ... you already knew ... I can tell by the look on your face?" Becky said looking at John with pretend anger.
"Sorry, Mom, but sometimes guys just have to share that stuff."
"You know too, don't you Andrew? When did you learn this?" Vicki asked with a tone of admonishment.
"Just the other day, I swear. I mean ... we were talking and ... it just kind of came out. But I waited a year to tell anyone ... and John is my best friend and ... I'm sorry.
"Nothing to be sorry about," Becky said. "Your mom and I did the same thing a few moments ago, so we are even. I say we break out the champagne early."
"Okay. But when are you telling us the second secret?" Andrew asked.
"I'll wait a bit for that. Boys, you can have one glass and that is it."
"Yes," Vicki agreed.
"Mooooommmm," the boys said in unison.
Becky smiled and poured each of them a glass of champagne. "Here is too friends and lover's," she said as they all took a drink.
Vicki said, "To sons and lovers."
"To sons and lovers," Becky repeated. "Now that the ice is broken, I want a kiss," Becky said, turning to John. Immediately their lips went together and a mutual moan escaped their lips.
Not to be outdone, Andrew pulled his mother to him and they kissed. The first kiss grew into a second and then a third for both couples. Within seconds the room was filled with sexual tension. After a few minutes, Vicki heard rustling on the sofa. When she pulled away from Andrew she gasped and her hand went to her mouth. Becky was leaning back on the sofa and John had his hand between her legs. Even more incredible she had taken his cock out and was stroking it.
Becky smiled at her friend and then closed her eyes in pleasure as John's finger slipped into her already wet pussy. The fact that Andrew and Vicki were watching them made it incredibly exciting. She had never been an exhibitionist, but over the last few weeks she found that it was very exciting to know that people were watching. They had made quite a scene in the movie theater and if they hadn't left early they might have ended up on the nightly news.
Becky opened her eyes to see that Andrew had been busy too. She gasped when she saw that Andrew had stripped off his mother's top and her large tits were bare. Seeing that, Becky decided to take it further. She slipped to the floor between John's legs. Just before she took his cock into her mouth she glanced over and saw that Vicki had her right hand between her legs and Andrew's cock in her other hand. He was caressing her tit. Becky smiled and engulfed her son's swollen cock.
As Becky sucked she realized that everything was working out even better than she could have imagined. She wasn't sure where this was going to end, but up to this point it had been incredibly exciting. After a few minutes of enjoying John's cock she stood up. Vicki was in the process of sucking Andrew's cock now. "Let's get our clothes off," Becky said to John rather loudly.
Vicki looked up from her son's cock and watched as mother and son stripped. Her face was a mask of lust. She turned to Andrew and began to pull his pants down. He helped and then stripped his shirt. Vicki then dropped her slacks. "I can't believe we are doing this," she whispered. But Andrew hushed her with a passionate kiss.
"I need this cock," Becky said. She pushed John back on the sofa and turned around and sat on his lap, taking his cock into her very wet pussy in one quick movement. "Ahhhh," she gasped as his big cock hit bottom. She looked over at Vicki and smiled. "Join me," she said.
Vicki stood up and turned around. She reached between her legs and found her son's cock. "Oh fuck," she gasped as she sat on his cock. Suddenly the room was filled with the moans and groans of the four lovers. Becky bounced on her son's cock as she watched Vicki do the same.
"Wait, I have another toast," Becky said. "I want to reveal our second secret." With that she handed Vicki another glass of champagne, without releasing her John's cock from her pussy, and picked up one for herself. With both women sitting on their son's cocks, Becky said, "Vicki, I want to announce that ... that ... I am pregnant with John's baby."
"Oh my God," Vicki gasped. Suddenly her eyes glazed over and she began to tremble. To everyone's amazement she began to climax. She fell back onto Andrew's chest as her body convulsed in pleasure. John and Becky stared in amazement as her climax absolutely consumed her.
After some time, when she finally stopped trembling, she looked up with embarrassment. "Sorry," she said shyly.
"There is nothing for you to be sorry for. That was some climax. It seems that the pregnancy announcement had quite an impact on you. I bet you would love the same thing ... I mean to be pregnant with Andrew's baby," Becky said.
Vicki nodded and said, "I ... uh ... well, Andrew and I never talked about it. I mean I am forty and having a baby ... well you know ... it ... oh shit, I think it is incredible for you two."
"Mom, can we?" Andrew asked with his best pout.
"Oh God, Andrew, if I had known you would approve I would have done it a year ago. I mean ... I have not been entirely honest with you. I ... I have let you cum in me at risky times, but nothing has happened yet. Do you want me to have your baby?"
"Are you kidding? I would love it."
"Okay, you two lover's, this was supposed to be a toast to my pregnancy. But let's make it a double toast," Becky said. "To my pregnancy, and to Vicki's future pregnancy."
The two women lifted their glasses. "To our son's and our lover's, their big cocks and the beautiful babies they are going to give us," Vicki said. "Oops, already given you and will soon give me."
The two women emptied their glasses and sat them down. It was time to fuck. Becky watched Vicki as she watched her. They moved up and down on their son's cock in unison, their eyes locked together. "God, this is so good ... I mean ... you here ... and us fucking ... and our sons as lovers," Becky said.
"Yes ... uh ... it ... is ... good," Vicki agreed as she continued to take her son's cock. She could see Becky's pussy literally pouring juice onto John's cock and knew that she had to be close to a climax.
"Oh yes, oh yes, God that cock is so good," Becky gasped as she began to tremble. "I'm going to cummmmmmm," she almost screamed. She pushed down on John's cock and froze. Waves of pleasure began to creep up her legs and made her pussy pulse. Then the pleasure exploded in her brain. She fell back on John and shook like a leaf in a hurricane.
"Mom, I'm going to ... oh fuck," John moaned as his cock began to spasm. A moment later he was sending his potent sperm deep into his mother's willing pussy.
Vicki began to bounce up and down on her son rapidly now. She wanted him to climax in her.
Andrew moaned that he was getting close.
"Yes, cum in me. Cum in your mother's cunt," she screamed as her own climax grew near.
Andrew threw his hips into the air, nearly throwing his mother off. His cock began to pump hot cream into her. "Oh fuck, Mom, take my cum, take my baby making sperm into your pussy."



With those words Vicki began to climax again.
It was some time before the four lover's breathing returned to normal. Becky offered Vicki and Andrew to stay the night. However, she declined saying that she would arrange it at her house in a week or so instead. She said she and Andrew had some catching up to do if she was going to get pregnant. They all laughed. It had been an amazing night for everyone.
Chapter 10
The following week and every month thereafter the four of them got together and had sex in the same room. However, there was no swapping of partners even though three of the four would have loved it. Vicki did not give any vibes that she might be interested in switching partners. The others knew enough to leave a good thing alone.
Over the next several months Vicki and Becky became very close friends again. It was two months later when Vicki announced that she was pregnant. Their shared secret became a bond that cemented their friendship like few friends ever experience. They spent most of their time together and as their pregnancies progressed they shared all the aches and joys that come with carrying a child. It was made even more special because their sons were the fathers of the babies. For Becky, their closeness was more than just two women sharing a close friendship. Strangely she found that she was sexually attracted to her friend. While she tried to suppress it, chalking it up to her hormones running wild due to the pregnancy, it was nonetheless tangible. Finally, after much consideration, she decided that she was going to take a chance that Vicki felt the same way.
During the past months the two of them had established a weekly coffee. Becky would go to Vicki's house one week and then Vicki would come to Becky's the next. They would drink their one cup of coffee and share the progress of their pregnancy, discuss what the boys were doing, and gossip about the news of the day. This week Becky had decided to see what would happen if she made a pass at her friend.
Becky was nervous that morning. Today she had worn only a short nightgown without panties. The outfit was not that unusual (except for the lack of panties), because several times one or the other of them had run late and would still be wearing their night clothes when the other arrived.
Becky had the coffee on the table in the breakfast nook when the doorbell rang. She hurried to the door and greeted her friend with a warm hug and kiss.
"Sorry I am not dressed, but I overslept," Becky said nervously before her friend could ask.
"No problem. I often wonder why we bother to get so dressed up for our coffee's," Vicki said as she glanced at the tiny nightie Becky wore. "That is a very sexy gown. How does John let you get out of bed with it on?"
"Sometimes he doesn't," Becky laughed. "But, it is really practical now," Becky said as she lifted the front of the gown over her growing belly. She knew that Vicki would see that she was naked underneath and almost trembled in anticipation. "There isn't much I can wear that is comfortable at night."
"Tell me about it," Vicki said rubbing her stomach.
"Wait a month or two," Becky said with a smile as she turned until she was beside Vicki and pulled up the gown again. "Let's compare our bellies."
Vicki pulled her shirt up and the waist of her dress down. They stood side by side and looked down. Becky's belly was a good bit larger.
"Your belly is quite a bit bigger, even with several month's difference. Must be a boy," Vicki said.
"Could be. My boobs are bigger too, but they were bigger at the start ... maybe too big," she laughed
"Oh, I love your boobs. They stand up so nice," Vicki said as she pulled her top up to reveal her breasts. "Mine are too saggy."
"Nonsense," Becky said. Taking a chance she reached over and caressed her friend's tits. "They are mature and that is sexy."
Vicki looked surprised, but quickly recovered and said, "You think so? I worry that Andrew will not ... uh ... you know, be turned on by them anymore."
"He would be crazy. I'll tell you a secret ... John loves your big brown nipples."
"Really?"
Becky nodded. "I shouldn't tell you this, but he said he would love to suck them," Becky said and laughed.
"Oh my. Don't get me started," Vicki warned. "It seems like I am horny all the time now. It must be the pregnancy."
"Me too. Maybe we should let the boys play with each other's tits ... you know, my John with yours and Andrew with mine," Becky said, holding her breath as she waited for Vicki's answer. At the same time she continued to caress her friend's tits.
"That could be fun," Vicki answered. It appeared that her breathing was increasing.
Becky saw it and let her breath out. "Let's get out of the hallway," Becky said as she led her friend into the breakfast area.
They sat down and poured their one and only cup of coffee for the day. As Becky sat down her tiny gown pulled up over her thighs, revealing the lower portion of her belly and her pussy. "Can't quite be modest with this tiny thing on," she said.
"Nothing I haven't seen," Vicki responded as she glanced down at her friend.
"That is true. The truth is, I like you looking," Becky said, actually blushing. Here it is, she thought.
"Becky, don't say that ... in the state I'm in ... I can't be responsible for what happens."
That was all Becky needed. She stood up and pulled her friend to her feet. "Let's be irresponsible then." With that Becky pulled Vicki into her arms, her belly pressing to her friend and their tits pressing together, and they kissed. It started out slowly, but within seconds had turned very passionate. Becky had to moan when her friend opened her mouth to allow her tongue inside. Then her tongue was forced back and Vicki's tongue was in her mouth.
Becky gasped when Vicki's hand slipped down and caressed her lower belly. When they pulled away, both were breathing heavily.
"God, I have wanted to do that for so long," Vicki breathed.
"Really?"
"Oh yes, I think since the first time the four of us got together."
"Oh Vicki, I feel the same way. I mean I have never been attracted to a woman, but with you ... I just thought it was my hormones," Becky said.
"Maybe it is our hormones, but I don't care," Vicki said as she pulled Becky to her for another kiss.
"I don't care either," Becky replied, breathless now. She grasped her friend's ass and pulled her tightly to her, their mouths together again, tongues searching. Suddenly the two of them were frantically pulling each other's clothes off. When they were naked they embraced again, feeling their bare flesh pressed together. Becky bent her head and found Vicki's swollen nipples. She sucked and licked them until Vicki pulled her up so she could repay the favor. "Mmmm, I know John would be jealous right now."
"Oh, God, Becky, you are making me crazy."
"I want to eat your pussy," Becky whispered, almost shyly.
"Oh, Becky," Vicki moaned and pulled her friend to the floor. Their pregnancies made it difficult for them to get together, but they eventually found themselves in a 69.
Becky looked at her friend's drooling pussy and thought it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She had never looked at a pussy this closely before. The swollen inner lips were poking out and glistening with juice. They were crinkled and she could swear they were pulsing. With a moan she placed her mouth on her friend's pussy and sucked the lips into her mouth. Vicki did the same to her. Soon they were sucking and licking each other like they had done this a thousand times. Both of them knew what they liked and used that knowledge to please the other.
Becky heard Vicki whispered, "Oh I love that your pussy is so smooth."
Becky moaned in response as she delved deeply into her friend's pussy. The taste and smell of her friend went immediately to her head. She felt light headed and she realized that she was moving rapidly toward a climax. She normally would take a bit of time to climax, however her friend's mouth on her most intimate part brought her to her peak. She began to tremble and moan as the waves of pleasure began to consume her. Remembering that she gushed sometimes when she climaxed, especially when she was really excited, she tried to warn Vicki. "Vickkkkiiii," she gasped as she began to convulse in pleasure. Her pussy began to quiver and suddenly she began to gush. She tried to push Vicki away, but it was too late.
Vicki felt it the juice gush from her pussy and lurched back in surprise. She had heard that some women squirted when they climaxed, but was not expecting it.
When Vicki realized what was happening, she dove back between her friend's open thighs. She moaned as the sweet juice of her friend poured into her sucking mouth.
"Oh my God, Vicki," Becky screamed when she felt her friends lips on her squirting pussy. Her climax intensified and that made her squirt even more juice. When one climax ebbed, another seemed to follow.
"Mmmmmfffffppppphhhhh," Vicki mumbled as she sucked and licked Becky's gushing pussy.
Finally Becky, after uncountable climaxes, had to push Vicki's head away. She fell back on the floor and covered her face in embarrassment. "I'm sorry," she said.
Vicki laughed wiping her dripping face. "There is nothing to be sorry about. That was amazing. How long have you been doing that?"
Becky with her face red from embarrassment said, "Just ... just since John and I have been having sex. I should have warned you."
"That is no problem, I loved it. Maybe you can teach me how you do that."
"You did ... you loved it?"
"Yes. I have never seen anything like it. But I think I need a towel," Vicki laughed.
"Oh, yes, I'm sorry," Becky said as she jumped up and ran to get a towel. When she returned, she apologized again. Then she said, "I guess I ended your excitement too early."
"Not really," Vicki said. "I'm still very excited."
Becky smiled and sat on the floor next to her friend. She pulled her into her arms and kissed her passionately. Then she kissed down her neck to her now heaving tits. She sucked one large brown nipple into her mouth and then the other. "Mmmmm, I love sucking your tits."
"You can suck them all you want," Vicki responded breathlessly.
"Nope, I want to suck your pussy again." With that Becky went onto her back. "Sit on my face. I want you to control it."
Vicki didn't protest. She straddled Becky's head and slowly brought her pussy to her mouth. "Ohhhhhh, yes," she gasped as Becky began to lick and suck her still very wet pussy.
Vicki couldn't help herself and began to sway her hips, pressing her pussy to Becky's sucking mouth. She began to gasp for breath when she felt her tongue delve deeply into her pulsing hole. She pressed down hard before she realized that she might be smothering her friend. If Becky minded she gave no indication.
"Yes, yes, yes," Vicky gasped as she felt her climax coming on. She leaned back and let out a long moan. "I'm ... I'm ... going to ... ahhhhh ... climax," she moaned.
Becky heard her voice as if from far away. She sucked harder.
"Becky, Becky, Becky," Vicki cried as her body thrashed and bucked on her lover's face. Her climax was strong and lasted a long time. When she finally came down she fell to the side. When she turned she saw Becky smiling at her.
"Now my face is as wet as yours was," Becky said. She kissed her friend again.
Later when they were dressed Becky led her friend to the door. They kissed passionately for several long moments. Becky pulled away and said, "I feel like you are part of my family now."
With tears welling up in Vicki's eyes she said, "I feel the same way. I hope it never changes."
"It won't," Becky said.
"What do you think the boys will say when they find out that we are lovers?" Vicki asked.
"Hmmm, I know my John will love it."
Vicki laughed. "So will Andrew."
"You know what I was thinking?" Becky asked.
"What?"
"I was thinking how nice it might be if we swapped son's some time."
"Really?" Vicki said. "Do you think the boys would like that?"
"I am sure they both would. Now that we have made love isn't it a natural extension?" Becky said.
Vicki smiled. "I think you might be right. But what if after we have had our babies they want to still fuck us. I mean I am not going on the pill because Andrew said he wants to make me pregnant again ... maybe three babies."
"John and I want the same thing. We want three or four if I can have them," Becky said and paused. "Well maybe it wouldn't be so bad ... you know, I mean if I got pregnant with Andrew's baby."
Vicki's eyes lit up. "Oh my God, that is so amazing. I think my pussy is staring to leak again."
Becky smiled lustfully. "Have you got time to go upstairs with me?"
"I will make time."
Becky took Vicki's hand and as she led her upstairs she said, "Wait until we tell the boys about this." With that Becky pulled her friend hurriedly toward the bedroom. They were still in bed when Andrew and John came home.
The End
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This is an epic story of three people, a mother, father, and son, stranded on a deserted island. It is loosely based on a movie from 1974 stared in and directed by George C. Scott, named "The Savage is Loose." Gary
*
Part 1: The Shipwreck: Turn of the 19th Century, Somewhere in the South Pacific Ocean.
It was the early 1900's and sea travel was dangerous and reserved for the wealthiest individuals, business trade, or the very brave. Danger came in many forms, not the least of which was the unpredictable weather. Reporting of weather was crude or nonexistent and there was rarely any warning when tropical storms formed.
The Tern Schooner, Pacific Trader, had been thrashed for hours by the extreme waves brought on by a deadly typhoon. No one had predicted the storm before the ship left the port of San Francisco ten days earlier. So large and fierce was the storm that even if the captain had received a telegraph it would have been too late for the doomed ship, crew, and its three civilian passengers. The Pacific Trader was a thousand miles from the nearest deep water port, sailing on the wide open Pacific Ocean, headed for the Philippine Islands. While it was a fast vessel, it was no match for the huge and fast moving storm.
Walter Anderson, his wife, Grace, and their son, Thomas, were preparing to undress for the night when they began to hear screams of terror from the main deck outside their cabin. Peering out into the black night Walter saw a flash of lightning which highlighted a giant wave thundering onto the deck. The brief moment of light enabled him to witness the crew struggling hopelessly to free lifeboats. Then another flash of light and another wave crashed across the deck. One moment the crew was there and the next the deck was a mass of turbulent water washing away the six poor souls.
Walter rushed his family onto the deck in a desperate attempt to find a life boat, but they had all been ripped from their moorings and torn to shreds by the angry sea. Seconds later Walter and his family were clinging to the railing for their lives. Salt water stung their skin as the hurricane force winds whipped the salty spray across the deck. Chairs, ship parts, deck equipment, and anything not tied down thrashed too and fro on the swaying deck. Loud crashes echoed from stem to stern of the doomed vessel.
Suddenly a giant lookout tower snapped and crashed just feet from the three desperate family members. Walter screamed for his wife to jump into the water. Grace grabbed Thomas and they jumped over the side, plunging into the dark, churning water and quickly sinking under the thirty foot waves. Mother and son clung together as they somehow pulled themselves to the surface. Now they were above the swirling waves and saw Walter jump over the side and disappear into the murky water as they had done moments earlier.
After a few tense moments Walter surfaced and swam to them, helping Grace and Thomas onto a large plank of wood torn from the rapidly submerging ship. Seconds later the ship moaned like a beached whale and then snapped into two pieces. A loud groan screeched above the screaming wind and thundering sea and suddenly most of the ship disappeared under the breaking waves.
The three survivors clung to each other for their lives as the storm tossed their makeshift raft without mercy. Hours passed as the three lay on their stomach gripping pieces of rope tied to the wood beneath them as the storm raged into the night. Near dawn the sea suddenly lost it's fury, the rain ceased, and wind abated. Somehow the Anderson family had survived the night.
When dawn finally arrived the sun was shining brightly and a gentle breeze belied what had happened hours before. On the surface lay what remained of the once proud Pacific Trader. Pieces of the ship, equipment, and personal remains of the crew floated on the now tranquil sea. Walter, Grace, and Thomas were the only survivors.
Just before dawn, as the storm had begun to ease, the three had fallen into a deep sleep. Grace was the first to awaken. When she opened her eyes she thought it had been a terrible dream, but the sound of waves lapping at the raft quickly reminded her that it was only too real. She shook Walter and he opened his eyes and briefly smiled before he too realized what he thought was a nightmare was in fact true.
The two stared out at the vast ocean and could see the debris of the ship they had been aboard just hours earlier. Despair overcame them as violently as the storm that had overcome the ship. With nothing but the tattered clothes on their backs they were doomed to die of thirst or be eaten by sharks.
A few minutes later Thomas awaken and sat up, rubbing his eyes. When he saw the fear on his mother and father's face he knew something was seriously wrong. "What happened?" he asked. Looking around he could see nothing but ocean. His eyes grew wide with fright and he said, "Are we going to die?"
Grace reached to comfort him. "It will be okay. They will be searching for us. There are lots of ships in this area and we will be rescued soon."
Unfortunately the odds were against them ever being found. They were the only civilian passengers on the ship and, while the company would certainly search for them, there were thousands and thousands of square miles to search. The storm had pushed them hundreds of miles from their original route and now they were a thousand miles from the nearest inhabited land in an area known as a graveyard for wayward ships. Dozens of ships had been lost in this area over the decades and none had ever been found.
Walter cleared his throat so that Grace would look over at him. She saw him nodding for her to look down. She almost gasped when she realized that her shirt had been torn to shreds and her breasts were totally exposed. She tried to pull her jacket closed but it was in tatters as well. She looked at Walter and he shrugged. Her face turned red and she covered her exposed breasts with her arms.
The three of them floated aimless on the wayward currents for several days, without food, water, or the ability to catch fish. Grace, a modest woman, was mortified that she could not properly cover herself, not to mention the embarrassment of having to perform bodily function just feet away from not only her husband but also her son.
On the fifth morning, Walter shook Grace to awaken her. "Look, look, is that land?" he asked excitedly, hoping it was not another mirage. They had begun to hallucinate from dehydration and believed they had seen land on numerous occasions.
"It looks like it," Grace answered, "But we have been mistaken before."
"No, no, I think it really is land this time."
Grace began to feel excitement building. She woke Thomas. "Look, Thomas, it's land."
The small dot appeared to be several miles away. Excitedly Walter pulled a piece of wood from their small raft and began to paddle frantically. When he grew tired, Thomas took over. As the land grew closer and closer they grew more excited. It took several long hours of fighting the outgoing tide and the treacherous currents before they eventually reached the island. Exhausted the three of them pulled themselves through the waist deep water and onto the beach before collapsing. They lay on their backs in the sand, gasping for breath, their hearts pounding, feeling exhausted but grateful to be alive.
"We made it," Grace exclaimed when she had caught enough breath to speak.
"I wouldn't get too excited yet," Walter cautioned as he pulled himself to his feet. "We are a thousand miles from nowhere and it is unlikely that this is an inhabited island."
"But there should be food and water here, right?"
Always the practical one, Walter said, "I hope so. We need to find some fresh water quickly."
They were extremely thirsty and hungry and the sun had toasted every exposed body part, but other than a few bruises they were okay.
Walter said to Grace, "You and Thomas get out of the sun and I will see what I can find."
Walter searched for only a few minutes before he found a fresh water spring not far from shore. He realized that this would be a good place for them to make a camp while he checked out the island and found them something to eat. The spring was surrounded by a stand of trees and would provide a modicum of protection from the elements. He hurried back to Grace and Thomas to tell them the good news.
After they were settled Walter explored the island for hours, making his way to the highest point. There he could survey the entire island. It was small, maybe three miles in length and about as wide, and he could see from one end to the other. He could see birds flying and small animals scurrying around in the forest. Although small, the island appeared to have enough wildlife and vegetation for them to survive for some time. Then he saw something on the rocks near the northern most point of the island. It appeared to be debris of some kind. He tried not to get too excited as he made his way down the slope and to the shore. When he was close he realized with growing excitement that it was debris from the ship. In fact an entire section of the ship was perched precariously on the wave beaten rocks.
Amazingly he found a suitcase of clothes belonging to Grace. It wasn't all of her clothes by any means and most of it was not appropriate for their environment, but it was far better than nothing. He also found various utensils for eating and cooking. They could use what was left of the ship to build a shelter. He knew he had to hurry and strip the remains of the ship before the tide carried the most valuable things away.
Over the next several days Walter found enough material to make a crude tree house in which they could live for the time being. He would have rather built something on the ground, but he didn't know if there were dangerous animals on the island and wasn't going to take a chance of being prey to a prowling cat. He used wood and other furnishings from the ship until it ran out. Then he constructed the rest with branches and vines from the island. Over time he added comforts to the house including a means to transport water from the pond up to the house with a lever system. Grace used fabric from sails to create curtains to give them some privacy and a bit of protection from the elements. The house was rustic but nice considering their environment and the lack of tools.
Walter's ability to build came naturally. Although he worked for an import/export company, his family had been carpenters and builders and he was an engineer by trade.
After several weeks they had established a routine of sorts. Walter and Thomas would gather fruit and editable plants as well as catch small fish with nets and crude spears. Grace made their meager surroundings as pleasant as possible with the limited materials she had found on the ship. She was not a great cook, but she knew enough to put together fairly nutritional meals with fruits and plants provided by Walter. Fortunately the weather was great and vegetation seemed plentiful. The island was beautiful and if they had not been stranded it would have seemed like a South Seas island vacation.
While Grace was happy to be alive and happy for the rustic and crude surroundings provided by Walter, she couldn't imagine living like this for months or even years. She had never been the outdoors type. Her family was well off and had been able to send her to the best private schools. She married young, and had given birth to Thomas when she was only eighteen. Walter was a good bit older then she was and had turned forty the year they were married. Because Walter worked for an import/export company, they had lived all over the world; some nice places, and some not so nice. At times she lived in places where she didn't speak a single word of the language. However, she was a dutiful wife and followed her husband wherever he went, never living in one place for more than a couple of years.
Nomad life had been hard on her, but she knew it was even harder on Thomas. They had the money to send him to the best private schools, or even a boarding school, but because they were rarely in one place for more than a year or two, she had taken him with them and had home schooled him. It was the best solution, she believed, under difficult circumstances. As a result Thomas went through his school years without ever experiencing the benefits of socialization that most kids received in public or even private schools. He never had a chance to date, pal around with friends, or even experience the life lessons learned from the mischief kids inevitably got into. More importantly he had missed the dating and courting process that schools facilitated and he had no opportunity to associate with kids his own age. It was something Grace regretted now.
Walter spent his days forging for food and fishing. Grace and Thomas were together much of the day and, while they were already closer than the typical mother and son, they grew even closer. Grace had tried to avoid being over protective but worried that Thomas' lack of social interaction, due to home schooling, would be a major issue if they were rescued. Thomas, at eighteen, was more immature than his age would suggest.
She had seen Thomas begin to grow and mature while they were in San Francisco. Grace was growing comfortable there and had hoped that it was their last move. But, unfortunately, the Asian branch of Walter's business had begun to suffer under poor management. Walter knew they needed to take swift action if it was to survive. Grace hated moving again, and all the grief that came with it, but ultimately agreed that it was critical to the business. Thomas wasn't wild about moving either but he begrudgingly agreed, with the promise that they would send him back to live with relatives in the States if he didn't like it. So the family packed their possessions and hitched a ride on a company cargo ship bound for the Philippine Islands.
Grace had considered staying in the States with Thomas until Walter returned, but her family were traditionalists and all of her life she was told that a wife obeyed her husband and did as he asked; it was for the good of the family. More importantly she worried about the impact of separating him from his father. While Walter worked long hours he was nonetheless a male role model for his son.
Over the past several years Grace had become disillusioned with her marriage to Walter. The great difference in their ages had placed a strain on them from the very beginning. They were from very different generations, and while Walter had always treated her well, much of the time she felt isolated. Most of his friends and associates were older than she was and it was difficult for her to develop relationships. It was even more difficult for her to identify with Walter and his views of the world.
Her marriage was not exactly arranged but she never felt she had a choice. Her family's business was having financial difficulties and a union between her and Walter would bolster their prestige as well as their finances. Like a good daughter she obeyed her parents.
Walter was a good man and while she believed she loved him, she didn't really know what love was all about. She had never really experienced the kind of love she read about in classical novels and plays of the time; the kind where the damsel in distress was whisked away by a knight in shining armor. She knew that was mostly fantasy but wondered if something in between was possible.
Grace was a very tall and attractive woman with a great shape. Her breasts were larger than many of her female friends and stood up proudly with little or no support. Her skin was creamy brown and she had dark hair and gorgeous blue eyes. Her Eurasian heritage gave her a sultry look and at an early age she fantasized about being a model in the booming garment industry in New York or San Francisco. Her marriage had put an end to that dream. Now she found herself marooned on a deserted island with little possessions beyond the clothes on her back.
While she was ecstatic that Walter had found a suitcase with clothes, none of them were meant for wilderness living. The most protective clothing was a pair of riding pants and boots that she took everywhere she traveled; one of her first loves was horses and horseback riding. Also in the suitcase were three pair of shorts, some pants, which she would have never worn in public, several blouses and tops, and a few pair of panties. There were no dresses or support undergarments, like a corset or bras, and while the lack of dresses was not a problem, the lack of support undergarments could be. Her nipples had always been very sensitive and now, without protection from the fabric of her tops, they seemed to be perpetually hard. She knew that she would have to be careful around Thomas.
Grace had always been a highly sexual woman and at 36 was in her prime sexual peak. She worried that she was going to wear Walter out; now in his late 50's. He was not nearly as interested in sex as she was. Incredibly, in spite of their desperate situation, Grace found that her desires had not dwindled. She was a woman in her prime and, contrary to how women were supposed to feel, she had a fire inside that seemed to have grown hotter in the past couples of years. She had made several attempts since they reached the island to entice Walter into sex but it hadn't worked out. Unfortunately they had little or no privacy and had not been intimate since leaving San Francisco weeks ago. If they could get some private time maybe the two of them could slip off and ... well, she didn't want to get carried away with thinking sexual thoughts; she had Thomas to think about and he wouldn't understand.
Grace knew that Thomas, as a normal teenager, was very aware of her and had seen him studying her recently. Of course she wasn't surprised that he showed signs that he was aware of the female form; he was a normal teenager with raging hormones. In spite of her sexual desires she was a modest woman and did her best to avoid exposing herself unnecessarily. Unfortunately she had slipped several times and he had seen more than he should have. She was still embarrassed that he had seen her bare breasts while on the raft. Even in that difficult situation she could tell that he had been excited. What she couldn't admit, even to herself, was how his glances made her feel in her most private place.
Chapter 2
When weeks turned into months and still there was no rescue, Grace and Walter began to give up hope. They kept it to themselves and tried to put on a brave front for Thomas. They were always positive saying that they were sure that many searchers were looking for them and it would only be a matter of time before they were found. They were not sure that Thomas believed them as he was an intelligent boy and could certainly comprehend their desperate situation on his own.
Unfortunately as time went on it became more and more difficult for Grace to keep a positive attitude. Her greatest concern was for Thomas. There was a pain and overwhelming sadness in her heart for him. It appeared that he might never experience all the things teenagers should experience: he would not go to college, learn a trade, or even find a girl to marry. Even worse, without doctors, hospitals, and medicine, his life could be cut short. It was almost too sad to think about.
In spite of her misgivings about being rescued, Grace continued Thomas's formal education as best she could. She was not college educated, having married so young, and she did not have the skills to go much further with his education, but she believed she could still teach him the more genteel things in life; like how a gentleman treated ladies, social graces, and of course manners. She prayed that he would actually need those skills one day.



Walter, oh the other hand, was convinced that she was wasting his time. He believed the boy needed to learn survival skills; the things that would keep him alive when he was no longer there to hunt, fish, and protect him. He knew that in this hostile environment even a minor mistake in judgment could be fatal. He also did not want his son to be a wimp, but, unfortunately, it certainly appeared that he was well on his way. He saw him clinging to the skirt tails of his mother.
As a result Walter began to resent Grace monopolizing so much of his time. Yet he gritted his teeth and accepted it begrudgingly because he knew coming between a mother and son could be counter-productive under the best circumstances, and family squabbles could divert their critical focus on survival.
Grace, of course, could feel the tension with Walter. In spite of that she had insisted that she continue Thomas' education. After much discussion they agreed that she would have several hours of uninterrupted time each day with Thomas and then Walter could have him for the rest of the daylight hours.
Walter wasn't pleased, but took what he could get. Over time he taught Thomas to track and hunt as well as spot the types of plants and roots that were editable. Thomas had picked it up quickly, but Walter that he would rather be reading or reciting poetry to his mother.
Grace made sure that she used the time she had with Thomas wisely and felt it was very important that they not be interrupted. She found a place off the beaten path; a beautiful lagoon with a water fall, where they could have uninterrupted time together. There she worked with him to insure that he maintained his math and reading skills. While they had no writing materials, they had found a number of books from the ship and she had Thomas read to her every day. She would give him math problems to solve mentally and have him recite the times table. She even gave him homework problems.
Beyond the education, she and Thomas came to love the personal time together. Thomas would often brush her long hair as she sat on the rocks overlooking the lagoon. They both enjoyed also him reading and reciting poetry. In addition they spent time talking about life and their feelings about everything from religion to politics. The only exception was sex. Anytime the subject came up Grace would divert the conversation or gently end their session. She did not feel qualified to discuss sexual matters with a teenaged boy. Yet she knew that at some point it would have to come up. Her plan was to send him to his father. Unfortunately she knew that Walter would not answer his questions either. When the subject finally came up it caught her totally off guard.
Thomas was brushing her hair one afternoon at the lagoon when he said, "Mom, I saw you and Father last night."
"Saw us?" she asked.
"Yes. You and dad were in bed."
Grace could feel her face flush and she trembled. She knew what he was talking about. She and Walter finally thought they had enough privacy to make love. Obviously it wasn't so private. "You should not be spying on us?" she said with more anger than she intended.
"I wasn't spying. I couldn't help see you two; my bed is just across the hut."
Grace knew he was right. She and Walter had known it was a risk.
"Will I ever get the chance to do that with a girl?" he asked. "I mean, I have never been on a date, or even kissed a girl, and now it looks like it will never happen."
"Of course it will, because we will be rescued." Grace felt a pain in her heart at perpetuating what she knew was a lie.
"Come on, Mom, it is not going to happen and you know it. Nobody is looking for us any longer. We are alone here, maybe forever." He paused for a few moments before he said in a quiet voice, "You have Dad, and I have nobody."
Grace turned to him and put her arm around his shoulder. "I'm sorry, Thomas, it is hard on your father and me, but I know it is hardest on you. But we can't give up hope for our future."
"What future?" he spat. "We have no future. It's all Dads fault. I hate him." He threw the hairbrush down and turned away from his mother. She hugged his back as tears fell. He was silent for a while, obviously trying to control his emotions. He knew it wasn't her fault that they were there. It was his father's career that always came first. They never stayed anywhere long enough for him to have friends or put down roots and now he had gotten them into this fix.
Thomas softened his tone and said, "I'm sorry, Mom. I shouldn't blame you. I'm trying not to hate Dad either. But I am growing up and ... I have these all these emotions going through me. I feel like my life is slipping away."
"I know, Sweetheart, I know," Grace said.
Thomas continued, "I just ... I have these feelings, you know, inside, and I don't know what to do about them. My body has changed and I have grown up physically but mentally I ... I think I am falling behind. I try to think about other things but most of the time it doesn't work. I sometimes think I am going mad. And then I saw and heard you and Dad. I know you were having sex, but I don't even know the first thing about it. I tried to ask Dad, but he just yelled at me, saying that I should keep my mind on survival and out of the gutter."
Grace winced at his words. "I am not a very good person to ask about these things," she said weakly. "You know that your father has been my only partner and when I was growing up no one talked about those things, at least to a girl."
"Dad won't answer my questions and you won't, so who do I ask about it? Maybe I should talk to the birds or the fish."
Grace sighed. She knew she had no choice. She would have to be the one to teach him. Still, although she knew a great deal more than he did, she didn't know that much about sex either. After several long minutes she said, "Okay. But you have to understand that I am no expert."
"You know a lot more than I do."
"I was eighteen when I married your father and I had never dated anyone else. Our families expected us to get married, because it was best for them and the two businesses. So, while it wasn't exactly an arranged marriage, it was not my choice either. In many ways I am like you. I didn't have my teenaged years. Your father and I only knew each other for a few months before we were married."
Then he asked a question that shocked her, and she wasn't prepared to answer. "Do you love him?"
She hesitated for several long moments before she said, "Yes, I ... I suppose so."
"You made love to him, so you must love him."
"Married people do that."
"Why?"
"Well, to procreate the species."
"What is 'procrate'?"
"The word is procreate, and it means making babies."
"Oh."
"Procreating is the way the species survives and most people want their family name to survive. It is inbred in all animals, including humans. Without procreation, families and society would end."
A smile came to Thomas' face. "You and Dad could make more babies and I would at least have brother and sisters."
Grace didn't return his smile. "We tried to have more children for years and years, but unfortunately your father cannot make any more children. He is a lot older than I am and when men get older they lose their ability to make babies. We think it might have been when he got sick early in our marriage. He got the mumps."
"But I saw the two of you making love, so if you cannot make babies why do you do it?"
Grace sighed. "Because it feels good, and people, men and women, have been endowed with sexual desire by our creator in order to insure that the species survives."
Thomas looked confused.
"Let me explain it this way. Sexual desire is a natural part of our lives. It is a motivating factor for all species. I am sure the feelings you are having are perfectly normal. Sexual feelings begin in the early teens or earlier. All animals, especially humans, have sexual desire inbred in them. We satisfy that desire by making love and that, in turn, creates babies."
Thomas nodded. "So is the primary reason for making love to make babies or for pleasure?"
"Both."
Thomas was silent for a few moments and then he said, "This is going to sound really dumb but how do babies get made exactly? I mean I know a little about it, but not much. You've taught me everything, but we have never discussed sex."
Grace could feel her face flushing hot. "I suppose I was waiting until you were older, or maybe hoping that you would learn it on your own. I'm sorry I didn't make it a part of your education." She paused for long moments to get her thoughts together. "Let me see if I can make this simple. When the man gets excited and his thing ... uh ... penis gets hard, he gets an erection, and then he puts it into the woman. That is called intercourse. He moves it back and forth and eventually he shoots the seed into the woman. The sperm, as it is called, travels up the woman's canal until it reaches an egg and they mate. Nine months later a baby is born." She paused, feeling proud that she had made it seem so simple. Then she said, "That is the condensed version."
"I know what an erection is," he said with a smile.
"I figured you did," Grace said returning the smile.
"So sperm is that white stuff that comes out?" he said.
"Yes and no. The white stuff, as you call it, is actual called semen and is mostly protein. It is the liquid that your body produces to protect and carry the sperm. Sperm is the life giving force. From what I understand there are millions of them and each one carries what and who you are on to the next generation. The woman produces one egg per month and the millions of sperm battle to be the one that inseminates the egg, making the woman pregnant." Grace paused and then said, "There is a lot more to it and it is complicated. Does any of this make sense?"
"Yes, I think so. So you and Dad have the desire to make love and you do it, but not always to make babies. And Dad can't make babies anyway."
"Yes. However, even if a man has lots of sperm a baby it not always made. You remember when we saw the baby sea turtles rushing to the water the other day?"
"Yes."
"Many of them do not survive the trip to the water and then many more are eaten by fish once they get to the water. Only the strongest survive and they in turn have been given the desire to mate with other sea turtles and the species lives on. It is the same with sperm. They are all making the dash for the water, so to speak, but the difficulty of the trek and chemicals inside the woman prevent all but a very few from making it to the end. And then only one, or sometimes two, the strongest, are able to penetrate the woman's egg."
Thomas summarized what he thought his mother was saying. "So we were given the desire to mate and it is a natural part of our being. You and Dad make love because it feels good even if he cannot make you pregnant. It satisfies a desire."
"Yes, that is exactly right. It feels good and it is a way to show love." Incredibly this discussion had made Grace's heart beat faster and her nipples had grown hard under her top. She was wearing a thin top, riding pants and boots. The shirt was too thin, allowing the soft flesh of her large breasts and pink nipples to be seen if the light was right. The pants were a little too tight on her butt and across her groin and she could now feel the seam rubbing between her legs.
"We love each other, Mother and we don't make love," he said with a cock of his head and a little smile.
Grace's face glowed hot. "That is different. We are mother and son."
Thomas was silent for a long while before he said rather sadly, "Mother, if we stay on the island forever, I will never get a chance to make love."
Suddenly the tone of the discussion had changed. Grace felt her heart breaking. His words were true and there was nothing she could say to make him feel better. "We will not stay here forever. We will be rescued," she said unconvincingly. Then she added as brightly as possible, "Now I think that is enough about the birds and bees for today."
"Birds and bees ... I thought we were talking about men and women making love," he said, a smile coming to his face.
Grace returned his smile. "Don't get impertinent, young man," she said as she reached over and tickled him. Thomas fought playfully and tried to tickle her. In their laughter they tumbled across the ground with Grace landing under Thomas. Suddenly he was on top of her with his hips between her thighs. Just as suddenly their laughter stopped. Somewhere during the conversation Thomas had gotten an erection. Grace felt his hardness pressing to her strangely tingling private parts.
"Is this how you and Father do it?" Thomas asked breathlessly, pressing his erection to his mother's crotch.
"Thomas, get off of me this instant. This is inappropriate," she said. She pushed Thomas off and hurried off down the hill toward the camp without looking back.
Thomas wondered what he had done wrong. He couldn't understand why his mother had gotten so upset. He never wanted to hurt her and he wasn't trying to have sex with her. He was confused. When he got back to the hut he saw his mother preparing dinner. "Mother," he said with tears in his eyes, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you mad."
Grace turned around ready to admonish him again when she saw her son's repentant tears and her heart melted. She pulled him to her for a tight hug. "I know. I know," she whispered as tears suddenly streamed down her cheeks. She held him tightly for a long time.
After a few moments Thomas said, "Can we still ... talk about ... uh ... things?"
Grace pushed him to arm's length and looked into his eyes. "Yes, but you have to promise to behave yourself."
Thomas smiled through his tears. "I'll try," he said as he wiped his eyes.
Grace returned his smile and hugged him to her heaving breasts again, suddenly wondering if she could "behave" herself.
Chapter 3
Grace began to have second thoughts about their meeting place. It was quite private and maybe just a little too remote. The trail leading to the rock was hidden and once they were there they could not be seen. With the exception of the top of the rocks above them, which was difficult to get to, they were totally hidden. Then Grace wondered why she was so concerned. After all the was the adult and she could control the situation ... at least she hoped she could.
For several weeks the conversation stayed mostly about the basics of reading and writing. However, she knew that sex was always on Thomas's mind and she dreaded the continued conversation. But as expected, Thomas brought it up again.
"Mother, uh, I have a question," he said.
"Sure, you know you can ask me anything."
"Well, uh ... it is kind of personal."
Grace felt her face flush and knew what was coming. "Uh ... go on."
"You know we talked about ... we uh ... we talked about sex and stuff," Thomas stuttered. "Sometimes I get an ... you know, an erection and I am not sure why. I mean it is not always when I am thinking about sex."
Grace giggled. "That happens sometimes in the morning when you have to go to the bathroom. It happens to your father. That is healthy."
Thomas smiled. "Oh. Then lots of times I have these strange dreams at night and it gets hard. And then I ... I ... you know get all wet and stuff. Is something wrong with me? I mean it is like I am trying to make a baby without a woman."
Grace had to smile again. "Nothing is wrong with you, Thomas. What is happening is perfectly natural," Grace answered with a slight blush.
Thomas thought for a few moments and said, "Sometimes ... I ... uh ... touch myself, but I have been afraid to do it too much. I mean it feels good and the stuff comes out, but ... I ... don't want to do it too much because I'm afraid I might hurt myself. Can I do that too much?"
Grace laughed out loud, putting her hand over her mouth, and immediately regretted it. "I'm sorry. It is not funny ... it is cute."
Thomas's face turned red with embarrassment.
Grace moved to sit next to him and put her arm around his shoulder. "Don't worry, you can't hurt yourself. A boy playing with himself is perfectly natural."
"Really?" he said, his face brightening.
"Yes, really."
"Do you do it?" he asked.
That sent a shock through Grace. She paused for several long moments wondering if this was too personal. Yet she knew that he didn't have anyone else to ask. She had to tell the truth. "Yes, sometimes."
"You don't have a penis like me, right?" He waited for Grace to nod and then asked, "So how do you do it?"
Grace wondered if he was only acting ignorant now. She couldn't be sure so she had to answer. "I have a vagina and has an opening where the penis goes."
"I know that," he said as if he had not just learned it. After a pause he said, "So how do you do it then, you know, pleasure yourself?"
Grace felt her face glowing hotter. "Well ... uh ... the vagina is very sensitive and it feels good to rub it. There are lips that protect the opening and they swell with blood and become very sensitive to the touch. Then there is a special place at the top of the vagina and it has the same type of sensation as the head of the penis. In fact it is kind of like a little penis head. Instead of stroking it with my hand I rub it with my finger tips."
"But since you have Dad, why do you need to do it like I do?"
"Well, sometimes we need to do it on our own. Only we can know what is the most pleasurable to our own bodies. So while many women feel guilty about doing it to themselves, most do. Women, based on our sexually repressed society, are not supposed to enjoy sex."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. Our backward society says that it is wrong. Women can't even vote."
"So all women do it then?"
"Yes, all women masturbate ... that is the word for it ... masturbate ... if they are normal."
"Sometimes when I do it my thingie, uh penis, gets kind of raw. And sometimes it just kind of goes off too quickly."
Grace's face was bright red, but she laughed and said, "That's because you need lubrication to keep down the friction. As far as doing it too quickly, you need patience and to take your time. It is all about pleasuring yourself while you are doing it and not just climaxing. The climax is great, but it is the end."
Thomas nodded.
"Unfortunately many men don't care how fast they climax. That means that many times, when they are done having intercourse, the woman is not satisfied." Grace thought for a moment and then reached into her satchel and pulled out a coconut that was cut in half but wrapped back together with a vine. She handed it to him. "Here, take this. It has cream inside that I use to put on my body. If you put it on your hand and rub your penis it will make it more pleasureable."
He took the coconut and said, "What about going off ... you know getting off too fast?"
"'Getting off' as you call it, is climaxing and you have to practice in order to make it last longer. When you do it, take it slow, let it build up. When you feel too close, slow down or stop. With practice you can solve that problem."
Thomas smiled and said, "I can do that ... practice that is."
"I bet you can," Grace returned, holding back her smile this time. "A man climaxing too fast is rude and selfish. So if you practice delaying your climax you will be able to last longer and one day when you meet that special woman you will be ready."
Thomas chose his words carefully. "Okay. But since I don't have a girlfriend or a wife, and may never have one, I am not sure that matters."
"It does matter," Grace said, trying to keep a slight hysteria from her voice. "First of all the pleasure is better when you take your time, but beyond that, we have to keep up hope that we will get off this island one day. You need to be ready for that in all ways." Grace felt frustration coming over her and knew she had to end the conversation. "Now run along and find your father."



The following day they were back at the lagoon. After reading several chapters Thomas paused. "Mom, I tried the cream you gave me."
"Good," Grace said, not wanting to ask the next question, but knew Thomas was waiting for it. She said, "And did it help?"
"Well, yes and no. It felt really good and I didn't get red, but it made me climax even quicker."
Grace sighed.
"It is frustrating and I don't know what to do about it," Thomas said.
Suddenly there were crazy thoughts in Grace's head. She tried to control her breathing as her heart started to race. The mother in her was screaming no, but her female in her was saying he needs help. The female won. She knew what she was about to do was against all the rules, and maybe she had gone mad, but these were desperate times and she knew that quite possibly they would never leave this island. With her head spinning with illicit excitement she reached into her satchel and pulled out her coconut cream. She opened it and said, "Take some of my cream on your hand."
With a curious look Thomas took the container and scooped out some of the creamy oil. He held it in his hand and looked at his mother quizzically.
She knew that his father was gathering oysters near the wreckage and would be there most of the day. She turned back to him and said, "I will turn around. You take it ... your penis out ... and I will tell you what to do."
"Really?" Thomas said with a wide grin. Hurrying in case she changed her mind, Thomas opened his pants and brought his already erect penis out quickly. He saw his mother glance at him for a second before she turned her head.
Grace's face turned red when she realized he had seen her looking. She cleared her throat, and tried to calm her voice as she said, "Put the cream on ... on your ... your penis. Then begin to stroke it slowly, lightly."
"Mmmm," Thomas moaned as he felt the slick cream sliding up and down his penis. He started to stroke himself faster, which made a slapping sound.
"Not that fast. Do it slowly. You want to make it last. The buildup is very important to the overall pleasure." She smiled in spite of what she was doing when she heard his moan of frustration. "Think about your favorite fantasy."
"You," he said softly, almost imperceptibly.
Grace heard it and shivered. She felt the heat gathering between her legs. It was insane, but she wanted to touch herself. Her hand secretly moved between her legs and her fingers pressed the seam of her riding britches between her pussy lips.
"I am getting close," Thomas said breathlessly.
"No, not yet, slow down and make it last. I will tell you when you can finish."
With another moan of frustration, Thomas slowed his hand movements.
"Stop stroking and use your fingers under the crown of the head and twist them slowly, with a gentle touch," Grace directed. "That should feel very good."
Another moan escaped his lips.
As Grace moved her fingers up and down the seam of her pants she said, "Stop for a moment or two." She heard another moan. A few moments later she said, "Now, start again, but slowly. Slowly." Grace was light headed now. Maybe it was sun stroke that was making her crazy like this, but she felt she could climax right there, sitting in front of her son as he stroked his cock.
"Mother ... I'm getting close again."
"No," she said with a commanding voice. "Wait ... make it last."
This went on for about fifteen minutes until Grace knew that neither she nor he could wait much longer.
"Okay, you can do it faster now," she said with a tremor in her voice. She heard him groan and then she clamped her legs together as her pussy began to pulse. The throbbing grew stronger with every moan escaping her son's lips. Then she heard a loud groan and knew that he was climaxing. She couldn't help sneaking a look at her son's spewing cock.
A gasp escaped her lips and suddenly a strong climax shook her. She squeezed her legs together tightly. It was an incredible climax, one like she had not felt in years. She shook and almost lost her balance. Somewhere in the back of her mind she heard Thomas still gasping and moaning.
When the waves of pleasure finally abated she turned around and saw her son sitting with his eyes closed in post climatic pleasure, his now flaccid penis was lying on his leg. There was juice on the thigh of his pants and a string of it was hanging from the slit. Then she saw that most of his juices had spattered on her boot.
As Grace stared she had an incredible urge to touch herself again.
"That was really good," he said with a smile.
Grace smiled in spite of the building shame at what she had allowed to happen. "Put yourself away," she said motioning toward his flaccid penis, her eyes lingering just a bit longer than they should have.
"Oh, sorry," Thomas said with his face turning red. After he was buttoned up he put his cutest smile on his face. He said, "Mother, can we do this again?"
Grace sighed. Could they? Would they? She wasn't sure. She said, "We will see. But now you need to head down to the beach and help your father."
Thomas jumped up and started to leave. Then he paused and quickly bent over and kissed his mother on the lips. "Thank you, Mom. You know, for ... well for everything. You are the best mother on this island."
Grace felt a tingle in her private place, but then she laughed and said, "Only the island?"
"This is our world, so it is the entire world for me." With that he turned and walked down the trail toward the beach looking back at his mother with a smile as he went.
Grace sighed and leaned back on her hands with her face lifted to the bright sun. The tropical breeze fanned her still heated face and her hair swirled around her. Her nipples remained hard under her thin shirt. Unable to stop herself she moved her hands between her legs and began to rub her pussy again. When she climaxed this time, as much as she fought it, her thoughts were of her son.
Chapter 4
"Mom, aren't we going to the lagoon today?" Thomas asked the next day when his mother showed no indication that she was getting ready to go.
Grace told Thomas that she wasn't feeling well and that they would have to wait a few days for any further lessons. She wasn't entirely lying as her period had started. But there was another reason ... she was worried about being alone with him again. She could see that Thomas was upset but she convinced herself that it was unavoidable. She remembered the looks he had been giving her since she allowed him to masturbate and it was disquieting to say the least.
Two days later Grace was at the lagoon for her daily bath when she felt that she was being watched. As she stood ankle deep in the water she glanced up at the rocks but couldn't see anything. She wondered if Thomas had followed her to the lagoon. Since the incident the other day Thomas had been following her around like a lost puppy dog. She knew it was infuriating Walter but it was also cute.
Grace glanced around the rocks above her again and then the trees circling the lagoon and saw movement. For a while she acted like she did not know he was there. She used a hand towel and her homemade soap to lather her breasts, spending a lot of time on her swollen nipples. She knew what she was doing was wrong, letting Thomas watch her, but she couldn't stop herself. Suddenly a large rock slipped loose from the higher rocks and plunged into the water about ten feet away from her. "Thomas, come on out. I know you are there. Stop hiding, please."
A moment later a sheepish Thomas emerged from the bushes on top of the boulders.
"Come down here, now," Grace said commandingly.
Thomas carefully made his way down the rocks until he was near the water. Grace stood on the edge of the water holding one arm over her bare breasts and her other hand covering her private parts with a wash cloth. "It is too dangerous for you to be up there and I want you to stop spying on me, young man and to stay off those rocks."
"I'm sorry, Mother. I just wanted to ... to ... see,"
"I know what you wanted to see." Grace's already hard nipples began to tingle when she saw the wide eyed stare of her son. "They are only breasts. All women have them."
"They are beautiful breasts. They are the prettiest I have ever seen," he said almost in a whisper.
Grace felt a chill run down her spine and she unconsciously thrust her breasts outward, keeping her arms covering most of her breast flesh. "So how many naked women's breasts have you seen?" she asked.
"Not many ... uh ...I mean breasts that were actually bare, but yours are just as pretty bare as they are with your shirt on."
"Thank you. But whose bare breasts have you seen?"
"Well yours while we were on the raft."
"Oh," Grace said. She had all but forgotten that. "Who else?"
"I saw Mabel's breast once when she came out of the bathroom naked."
Mabel was their large middle aged housekeeper in San Francisco. Grace laughed. "Of course mine are nicer then hers."
"Can I see them? I mean I have already seen them on the raft, so it wouldn't really be anything different."
Grace opened her mouth to admonish him but then he said, "Your breasts are probably the only ones I will ever see."
That got her. In an instant she felt a pain in her heart. He was right and they both knew it. Grace felt a rush of unwanted excitement go through her loins. This is crazy her mind screamed. She couldn't believe what she was about to do. With her heart pounding and her head spinning she slowly lowered her arm.
Suddenly her son was staring at her naked breasts just a few feet in front of him. She could feel juice dripping from her pussy. Then, incredibly, she dropped the hand covering her vagina.
She could see the tent in his pants and knew he had an erection. She allowed him to stare for several long minutes and then trying to prevent her voice from cracking she said, "That should be enough for today."
"Ah, come on Mom, that's not fair. You gave me an erection and now you want to cut me off."
"You got that erection all on your own, young man." Suddenly she had more naughty and un-motherly like thoughts. Looking at his pouting face she said, "All right show me what you have learned."
"Huh?" he said.
"What I showed you how to do the other day. I know you have been practicing it."
Thomas's face burned hot. Sheepishly he unbuttoned his pants and fished inside for his penis. Because it was hard it was difficult pulling it out of the opening. Suddenly it sprang out, throbbing and dripping juice.
Grace felt her pussy quiver and thought she was going to climax as she stared at her son's hard cock. It was larger than she had through after the brief view the other day and it was bigger around.
Thomas said, "Can I have some of your ... your cream?"
"Uh ... what?" she asked, unable to hear him because of the roar in her ears.
"Your cream, you know ... to help."
"I'm sorry, I don't have the cream here, but I have some soap, which is just as good, I think." She held her wash cloth out to him and watched him take it and rub the soap onto his cock.
Then with his eyes moving slowly up and down his mother's naked body Thomas began to stroke himself. He did it slowly like she had showed him.
He wanted to make it last today ... he wanted her to see that he had learned the lesson; he wanted his mother to see that he could delay his climax and let her know that if he ever got the chance to make love to a woman he would be a good lover.
Grace was breathing heavily now and her pussy was throbbing. She couldn't help touching her breast.
She watched Thomas work his hand slowly up and down his penis, pausing at the head to twist his fingers under the crown before sliding back down again. He continued to masturbate for a long time, his eyes never leaving his mother's beautiful body.
"I'm getting close, can I finish?" he asked.
The fact that he asked permission to climax pleased Grace. She felt a rush of pride that touched her core and knew he would be a good lover someday ... if he ever got the opportunity. "Not just yet. Stroke yourself some more." Did she say that because she wanted to watch him longer or was it to teach him? She wasn't sure. She could feel her pussy begin to pulse and she began to tremble. A few minutes later, with a tremor in her voice she said, "O ... kay, you may climax."
With a grateful moan Thomas thrust his hips forward and he froze. Suddenly his cock throbbed and a huge jet of juice shot from the head, landing in the water a few feet from Grace. As she watched the clear water bring the thick juice close to her she began to climax, without even touching her pussy. She shook and moaned and her eyes suddenly closed very tightly. Her head was spinning so much she thought she might collapse. Before that could happen she opened her eyes to see her son staring at her with wonder.
"Did ... did you ... uh ... do it too?" he asked innocently.
Grace couldn't lie to him, but she didn't trust her voice so she only nodded. She looked down at the huge amount of cum that was still floating on the water and shivered again. She handed him her towel and said, "Now clean yourself up and get back to work with your father."
As Grace left the lagoon she began to feel remorse again. What am I doing, she wondered? He is my son and I am showing him my naked body and teaching him how to masturbate. I have definitely gone mad. By the time she reached the hut she had reminded herself of the unusual situation they were in. Her son had no one but her to teach him ... he had no friends, boy or girl, and there was a good chance he never would. What else could she do?
Chapter 5
Thomas and his mother sat close to one another and watched the water cascade from the rocks to the lagoon below. It was a warm and breezy day, like most days on the island, and the sun was shining through the water fall mist creating a gorgeous rainbow of colors. It was a glorious day, but for some reason Thomas seemed morose and sullen.
"What's wrong, Thomas?" Grace asked.
He skipped a rock across the lagoon before saying, "I was just thinking."
"About what?"
He sighed and said, "I was thinking how terrible it would be if I were here without you. I mean what if Dad and I were the only survivors and you weren't here? Worse, if something happened to you, I don't think I would want to live."
"Please, Sweetheart, don't say that," Grace said and pulled Thomas's face around to her, her hands on his cheeks. "I'm here and nothing is going to happen to me."
Thomas had tears in his eyes. "I get depressed sometimes thinking about that and our situation here."
"We all get depressed sometimes, Sweetheart, but we must fight it. We can never give up hope," Grace said as tears started to stream from her eyes. Staring into her son's eyes the rest of the world magically melted around her. There was no more sun, water fall, or breeze, just his incredibly sad eyes. A moment later her lips were pressed to his.
Her mouth opened and her tongue pushed into his mouth. A moan gurgled deep in her throat as she realized that she was kissing her son. Yet that didn't stop her.
The kiss went on and on until Grace could barely breathe. Her pussy was starting to drip and her nipples were throbbing. Concerned that she might climax she pushed Thomas away. She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. She was about to say that the kiss was inappropriate when Thomas spoke.
"Wow," Thomas said looking at his mother with wonder. It seemed that he was as surprised by the kiss as his mother was. Then he added, "Can we do that again sometime." His mood had suddenly brightened.
"We'll see," Grace answered noncommittally. Then she shook her head and wondered if his comments had all been a put-on in order to get her to kiss him. She stared into his blue eyes and convinced herself that it wasn't. "Okay, it's time for you to do your reading."
"After my lessons can I ask you some more questions ... you know about the birds and the bees."
Grace felt a chill run down her spine. "Yes, if I can answer them I will."
Thomas read his chapters and then several poems before he closed the books and set them aside.
"So now, what did you want to ask me?" Grace said, feeling strangely excited.
"Well, you know I don't know much about women and will probably never get a chance to, but I have some questions. You explained how making babies happens but not much about a woman. You know, like what are the parts of a woman? What kind of touches do they like, what are the sensitive parts, and what can a man do to really please his lover?"
The chill turned into a tremor as her heart started to race. "Wow, that is a lot for one sitting."
"You can break it into parts if you want. Take all the time you need, I'm a captive audience," he said with a smile.
She shook her head in mock resignation and paused to gather her thoughts. "Okay, let me see, first a woman likes to kiss a lot."
"Like we did," Thomas added. "I liked it too."
"Yes, like we did. It is just part of her nature and tells her that she is loved. A woman needs to know that she is loved. She can never be kissed too much."
"I love you, Mother," Thomas said sincerely.
"I know, Sweetheart, and I love you too," she answered, stroking his cheek.
He grabbed her hand from his face. "No. Not like a kid kissing his mother ... like ... well, it is more than that. I don't know how to explain it."
Grace didn't respond for fear that she might say something she would regret. Instead she said, "Unfortunately your father and I do not kiss much anymore."
"Why not, I loved our kiss?"
Grace's face flushed as she remembered the feeling of his soft lips and her tongue searching his mouth. "Your father is older, in his late fifties, and men lose the desire for that kind of thing."
"I will kiss you anytime you want," Thomas said.
Grace sighed and said, "I'm sure you would, but back to the lesson. Beyond kissing, all women love to have their breasts played with, especially their nipples. They are very sensitive most of the time and sometimes almost too sensitive." Grace noticed Thomas squirming around. She could see he had an erection all ready. "What's wrong?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
"Uh ... I'm just a little uncomfortable ... you know ... the jeans are tight."
"I can see why," she responded looking down at the tent in his trousers. "Why don't you take them off?" Once the words were out Grace could not believe they came from her lips. Had she really told her son to take his pants off?
Thomas' eyes opened wide. Really?" But before she could change her mind he jumped up and stripped off his jeans. His cock popped free and bounced excitedly in front of him. He saw his mother's stare and a wave of excitement rushed through him. The lagoon grew very quiet as Thomas let his mother look. Her breathing seemed heavier and there was a strange look on her face.
Finally Grace said, "Sit down, please."
"That's better," he said. Then he boldly reached for his penis and took hold of it. "Now you can continue."
Grace couldn't help but stare at is cock again. It was but inches from her and she could see it pulsing. It was not as long as his father's was, but it seemed much harder. Suddenly her shorts felt very tight in the crotch.
"Go on, Mom."
"Oh, yes, sorry," she said as she shook her head and turned her eyes from his erection. "The breasts are not just for making love, however, they also serve a very practical purpose. Once a woman gets pregnant they become much larger and begin to produce milk."
Thomas' eyes opened wide and he said, "I can't imagine your breast much bigger."
Grace laughed. "True, but they certainly were bigger when I was pregnant with you."
"Can I see your breasts again?" he asked. "Purely for educational purposes," he added with a broad smile.



He has already seen them, so what does it matter, she thought? Grace was wearing a pair of shorts and a button up top that she had tied in a knot below her breasts. Without answering she sat up, untied her top and pulled it off.
Thomas gasped and quickly removed his hand from his cock, fearing he might climax.
Without giving it much thought Grace placed her hands on her breasts and began to play with her hard nipples as she continued. "So the breasts are very practical as well as a very important part in foreplay."
"What is foreplay?"
"It is what men should do with women before they actually penetrate them. It takes women more time to warm up to sex then is does men so you need to spend time on the breasts. Then of course there is the neck, right here," she said gently rubbing her fingers across the nape of her neck and around her shoulder blade. "Don't forget the ears. That is a very sensitive place as well. Truthfully most of the woman's body is sensitive to the lips and tongue." Grace could feel her pussy dripping. She took a deep breath and began again. "Then of course there is the vagina."
"I have never seen one of those ... except for when you were standing in the water at the lagoon. But I couldn't see much then," he said.
"You are going to have to use your imagination there, young man."
"That is hard to do when I have never seen it."
Grace shook her head. "Anyway, the parts of the vagina are the out lips, the labia major and the inner lips, the labia minor. The outer lips are less sensitive then the inner. The inner lips swell with blood when stimulated." Grace paused. She could see that Thomas had no idea what she was talking about. Her heart began to pound in her chest as she started to have naughty thoughts again. This is crazy, her mind screamed. Then before she had a chance to change her mind she stood up. "I shouldn't do this, but I can see that you don't understand." Suddenly she pulled off her shorts.
Thomas gasped and stared in disbelief. His eyes were wide as he watched his mother drop her shorts onto the rock. He slowed his hand movement on his cock as he stared with mouth agape.
Grace sat back down and leaned back. Every part of her body was tingling now. Her heart was pounding and chest heaving. The excitement of the moment and the look in Thomas' eyes pushed away any doubt she had about exposing herself to her son, at least for the moment. The world seemed to be spinning around her. The only thing she could hear above the ringing in her ears was the sound of her rapid heartbeat.
Finally Grace calmed herself enough to say, "You can look closer as I explain the parts if you want."
Thomas scooted closer, never losing his grip on his cock.
There was a tremor in Grace's voice as she continued, "This area is called the vagina and these are the outer lips," she said as she ran her finger up and down the smooth skin on each side of her pussy. "Inside are the inner lips," she said pulling her lips apart for him to see. "The inner lips are much more sensitive and they get wet and swollen when the woman is excited."
"They look wet and swollen now," Thomas said innocently.
"Uh ... yes ... yes they are," Grace stuttered. Then she placed her index and middle finger around her clit and spread the hood of skin. Her swollen clit popped out. An involuntary moan escaped her lips.
Grace could feel the little nub throbbing. "This little thing at the top is called the clitoris and is the most sensitive spot. See, it looks kind of like the penis head and has the same kind of nerve endings. It should be stimulated by the penis or a finger when having intercourse. It throbs when stimulated." Grace touched the nub and watched as it pulsed.
Thomas' mouth was open as he stared in wonder. "Your vagina is gorgeous."
"Thank you," Grace whispered as she touched her clit several times and watched it throb.
"So when you masturbate you rub that little thing?" Thomas said. He was breathing heavily now and his cock was dripping juice across his knuckles.
"Yes, and sometimes I put a finger inside as well," Grace said. Her breathing was increasing rapidly as she watched the fascination in her son's face. She glanced down and saw him stroking his cock. Then she leaned back a little more and opened her lips wider so he could see deeper into her. She wanted to push her finger into her opening but knew she would climax the moment she did. Juice began to bubble from her opening.
"Is that ... uh ... pee?" Thomas asked pointing at the juice trickling out.
"No. It is precum, just like the fluid that comes out of the tip of your penis."
"It is," Thomas said as he looked at the juice on his fingers and then at his mother's pussy.
"This little hole is where ... where urine comes from," she said as she touched the opening. It pulsed and opened and closed like a sea urchin grasping for plankton. "And the larger hole is where the penis goes. The walls inside swell and they caress the penis, helping the man to climax."
Thomas stared in fascination. He stroked his cock faster. "Can you touch your clitoris for me again?" he asked.
"No, I shouldn't," Grace breathed, desperately wanting to do just that.
"Please. Let's do it together."
Grace was about to explode. She wanted to touch herself more than she ever had, but it was so wrong to be doing it while her son watched. Yet he was right, she was watching him stroke his cock. Losing the battle she moved her fingers to her clit again and rubbed it. A moan escaped her lips. Suddenly she slipped a finger into her wet opening. "This ... this is ... how the penis goes in," she gasped as she moved her finger in and out several times. "The vagina makes the penis ... penis ... wet to make it easier," she gasped. "Then I just rub the little clit with my ... wet finger and ... oh, my," she gasped.
Thomas leaned even closer, his breath coming in great gasps now.
"It doesn't ... take much ... to ... to ... stimulate the clitoris when it is swollen." It was getting more and more difficult for her to speak. She threw her head back as pleasure rushed through her. She couldn't believe how exciting it was masturbating in front of her son. Suddenly, before she could prevent it, she began to shake all over as a climax built. It was way too soon but she couldn't hold back the tide. "Oh God, Thomas, I going to ... ohhhhh, ahhhhhhiiiiieee," she gasped as her body began to convulse. She vaguely heard Thomas moan before she was racked with an explosive climax. Then she felt Thomas' juice splatter across her chest and her climax intensified.
Her body shook as pleasure rushed from her engorged clit to her brain and back again. Her toes curled and she gasped for breath. Fireworks exploded in her head. Her legs and thighs quivered uncontrollably and juice gushed from her throbbing hole. Once she was over the peak and sliding down the other side she fell onto her back.
A few minutes later she opened her eyes and moved up to her elbows. Thomas was lying on his back with his eyes closed and looked like he was asleep. Then she looked down and gasped; she had his cum all over her stomach, pussy, and the back of her hand.
She fell back with a satisfied sigh and lay there for a few minutes. As always she began to feel incredible shame at what she had allowed to happen. It was difficult for her to open her eyes again, but Thomas had to get back to do his chores. She shook him.
He sat up looking around like one does when awaken from a deep sleep. When he saw his mother leaning over him, he smiled and said, "Wow."
Grace didn't respond, still feeling the pangs of regret. "You have to get back to do your chores," she said without emotion.
He nodded and began to get up. Then he saw the mess he had made all over his mother. His face turned red and he said, "Sorry."
She looked down again and was shocked again by the sight. She was surprised at how much he had shot. It was far more than his father did. "Don't worry about it," she said. She had the sudden almost uncontrollable urge to lick the back of her hand but controlled the impulse. Then she stood up quickly and said, "I have to go into the water to wash off. I will see you back at the house."
As she turned to go Thomas caught her hand. "Thanks, Mom," he said and pulled her to him.
She didn't resist when he pressed his lips to hers. She allowed him to kiss her for a long time, their tongues searching each other's mouth. Then she felt his cock harden between her legs she pulled away. "Go home," she said and gently pushed him away.
As she watched him leave she brought her hand to her mouth and began to lick the juice. With her other hand she found her still throbbing pussy. As she consumed her son's juice she climaxed again.
Chapter 6
As the months passed Grace and Thomas continued their liaisons at the lagoon. For some time she wouldn't allow the contact to go further than it had already. They would watch one another masturbate but she had a strict rule about touching, other than kissing. And they kissed a lot, which both she and Thomas enjoyed.
She had managed to keep Thomas satisfied with their mutual masturbation practices but could tell that he wanted more and it was getting harder and harder to refuse him. The kisses were making it more difficult to push his hands away when he tried to touch her breasts. It took all of her strength and motherly instincts to deny him.
Then one day at the lagoon she had unwillingly allowed him to go farther. Thomas was naked as he usually was when they were at the lagoon now. They had been playing in the water. She was wearing a blouse that was tied in the middle under her breasts and a pair of shorts that were not much more than panties. The top had become wet from their splashing in the lagoon. Thomas slipped behind her and turned her head toward him. He kissed her lips for a long time. After a few minutes he moved his lips to her neck. Unfortunately she had taught him how erotic that area was to the touch of lips. She trembled in excitement and her hand moved up to the back of his head, pulling his lips tighter.
As his lips trailed down her sensitive skin his hand moved up her stomach toward her breasts.
"Thomas, no," she gasped, but she didn't move to stop him.
His hand moved closer.
"No, no, no, Thomas," she gasped but still did nothing to stop him.
His fingertips moved under the lower part of her blouse and she gasped. Her breathing increased. His fingers crawled higher across the underside of her breast.
Grace could feel Thomas' dripping cock touch her leg and she knew that the crotch of her shorts would be wet soon, but not with water.
"Please, Thomas, I'm your mother," she whispered, but held his head to her neck.
Then his hand worked under her top until he was at her breast. "Thomas," she gasped again but had no strength to pull his hand away. He is my son, she screamed inside her head. Now he had my tit in his hand. This is crazy, this is madness. But she allowed him to squeeze and manipulate her breast until she felt her knees grow week. Suddenly she was startled out of her trance as a branch in the woods snapped. It was only a small animal, but it was enough for Grace to gather the strength to stop her son. She pulled his hand away. "That is enough for today," she said, still gasping for breath. "We have to get back to the house so I can start dinner."
Thomas knew when to quit. He smiled and took his mother's hand as they walked back to the house.
*******************************************************************
Recently Grace had seen a change in Thomas. While he was sensitive to her, he was becoming more aggressive toward his father. It was obvious that he resented his father's relationship with her.
It had also become more difficult for her to hide their growing intimate relationship from Walter. She had warned Thomas about overt physical closeness when his father was around, but because he was young it was difficult for him to control his impulses or grasp the seriousness of the situation. Several times when she had been preparing dinner he had come up behind her and hugged her, pressing his groin to her ass. Walter had noticed and while he didn't say anything his eyes showed his displeasure.
Grace tried to ease the situation by being extra affectionate with Walter. Unfortunately it seemed that Walter was generally satisfied with sex once a month. She tried to force the issue, figuring if she got sex from him it would dampen her ardor when she was around her son. Unfortunately the result was an even greater problem.
One night, after they had all retired, Grace decided she would treat her husband special and perform oral sex. She knew he liked it but it had been years since she had sucked him off. When she thought Thomas was asleep she began kissing Walter. She started kissing down his chest and could tell immediately that he was willing. She had always like sucking him, but somehow it just never happened anymore. She threw her leg over his head and twisted around, trying to give him the hint that he could reciprocate if he wanted. Unfortunately he didn't like eating her so he didn't get, or more likely, ignored the message.
As she drew close to his suddenly throbbing erection she heard movement and realized that Thomas had awakened. He had apparently gotten up to get a drink of water. She was right in the middle of sucking his father and it was too late to stop. She knew if she did stop it would cause difficulty between her and Walter. She also knew that she had to make it good for him or he might think that she was only doing it to hide her relationship with their son.
There was no way to hide what she was doing so she looked over at her son as she grasped her husband's throbbing cock and began to lick the head. She could see Thomas's eyes staring at her but she wasn't sure if it was anger or excitement she saw. Then she saw that he had an erection and she felt some relief. She went back to work on her husband, sucking and licking the head for a long time before taking it into her mouth. That brought a quiet moan from Walter. She stroked his cock as she sucked the head and he gasped. She knew he never lasted long when she was sucking him. True to form, within minutes he was moaning and bucking his hips. When he lifted his hips from the bed and froze she covered the head of his cock with her mouth. A second later her mouth was filled with his spurting seed. She drank it down as she had always done and then licked up what she had missed before pulling away. She looked up and saw that Thomas had gone back to bed.
The following day at the lagoon Thomas seemed reserved. Grace knew what was wrong. Jealously was becoming a bigger and bigger problem.
"Thomas, what's the matter?"
"You know. I saw you with father last night."
"I am his wife so I should be with him."
"Did you have to ... to ... do what you did ... you know, suck him?"
Grace sighed. She moved over and sat next to Thomas, putting her arm around his shoulders. "Thomas, I did that for us."
"For us," he almost screamed. "You put your mouth on his penis for us?"
"Yes. I am worried about the jealously between the two of you. It is palpable and on the verge of being destructive. I see the anger in your eyes as well as his. The two of you barely talk anymore. I wanted to do something special for him in hope of alleviating some of the tension. I suppose it didn't work, at least for you."
When Thomas did not respond Grace said, "Talk to me, Thomas."
"There is nothing to say. There are two men and one woman on this island."
Grace sucked in her breath. That comment had summed up the issue in a couple of words. She knew that she should say that he was her husband again, but she also knew that it might make him even angrier at his father.
She decided to try another tactic. "What can I do to make it up to you?"
Thomas did not answer and she knew she needed drastic measures. With her heart pounding and her hand trembling she reached over and grasped his thigh. "Thomas, take your clothes off," she said as she stood up and began to take her own clothes off. When she was naked she sat back down.
It was obvious that Thomas was trying to continue his anger, but the sight of his mother's naked body changed all that. He stood up and slowly undressed. When he was naked she told him to kneel. Thomas did not say a word, he simply got to his knees in front of his mother, staring at her.
Grace saw his cock pulsing and her pussy began to moisten. His cock was still not as long as his father's but it was bigger around. She reached for her satchel and took out her cream, pouring some on her hand and rubbing them together.
For the first time she touched her son's cock. The feeling of his hard, hot tool in her hand caused electric current to rush through her. Her breathing became heavy and her pussy began to quiver. She tightened her hand around him and began to stroke his cock. With each movement his cock seemed to grow larger. Her head was spinning like the first time she had climaxed with him. The enormity of what she was doing was almost more than she could fathom ... she was masturbating her son ... she had his hard cock in her hand and was stroking him.
Grace worked on his cock for a long time, slowing her strokes when he showed signs of impending climax. She teased and tortured him, exciting her as well as him. When she finally relented and allowed him to climax, it was a gusher. His juice squirted high into the air, several blasts actually hitting her in the face, more landing on her chest, and the rest hitting the rock below them.
It seemed to be a never ending well. Never had she seen so much cum from his father. Grace had to restrain herself from licking up the sticky substance.
When his cock was soft they both fell back on the rock, lying next to each other, looking up at the sky.
Grace's body was still tingling and her mind was racing. She was unaware that Thomas had moved close behind her. But she knew it when she felt his hand reach over and rest on her bare stomach. When she turned her head toward him his lips were there.
She felt his tongue in her mouth and she touched it with her own, circling it and playing with it and then sucking it. There was still no strength in her arms when his hand began to move upward from her stomach. She froze when his knuckles reached the underside of her bare breast. Then a loud gasp escaped her lips as his hand covered her tit.
She grasped his wrist, but she could not bring herself to pull his hand away. Thomas took that as her acceptance and began to kneed and squeeze her soft flesh. His fingers found her large nipples and began to squeeze first one and then the other. All the time his mouth never left hers. It was as if he were afraid she would tell him to stop if he broke the kiss. He was probably correct.
Finally when Grace was squirming under her son's breast manipulation he grew bolder. His hand left her breast and moved downward and then behind her. Grace moaned deep in her throat, as if she was trying to scream. She was unable or unwilling to stop him. Her legs spread as his fingers sought and found her soaked pussy.
With no ability to stop him or the resulting reaction of her body she allowed her son to possess her pussy with his fingers. He was gentle, searching and exploring like a child with a new toy. He had listened well to her instructions.
Finally Grace pulled her mouth from her son and spoke. "Higher," she gasped. "Rub my clit. Oh God."
Grace was sailing above the ground clouds. Her hips moved up and down against his exploring finger. "Harder," she hissed. He moved his fingers faster, worrying the little nub until it was pulsing. His lips went to her neck and he began to gently kiss and bite her. Suddenly fireworks went off in her head. Her body froze and a long and low moan escaped her. The pleasure seemed to go on and on until she thought she was losing consciousness. She fought it. But then, when the first climax ended, Thomas's fingers slipped into her body again. He pushed in deeply until he was at his knuckles. Then he moved them around as if searching. When Grace moaned he knew he had found the right spot. He rubbed the sack just behind her clit. The explosion shook her body and sent her into convulsions. Her pussy began to squirt juice all over her thighs, his hand, and the stone below. It was gushing out of her. Nothing mattered to Grace anymore, nothing but her son's mouth and searching fingers.



Chapter 7
As always, after the incident Grace felt incredibly guilty. She had settled one problem, but created another even bigger one. She knew that it was only a matter of time before Thomas would try to go further. There was no way to get away from him, even if she wanted to. In truth, no matter how much she wanted to deny it, she had enjoyed their encounters.
They took another step one evening as Walter lay napping after a hard day of fishing and hunting. Thomas had come up behind his mother and grasped her breasts. She was wearing only a shirt and a pair of panties. Instead of pushing him away she glanced over to make sure Walter was still asleep and then she leaned back into him. He took that as an invitation and turned her head and began kissing her neck.
Before Grace realized what was happening she had turned in his arms and they were pressed tightly together kissing.
She could feel Thomas's hard cock pressing to her stomach. She pulled away and looked over at his father who was snoring. With a finger to her lips she grabbed his hand and took him outside and down the ladder until they were on the ground level of the tree house. Walter was but ten feet above them inside. Again Grace put her finger to her lips for silence. Then she slowly dropped to her knees intending to masturbate him. She slowly unbuttoned his pants and then fished inside for his hard cock.
Thomas stared down at his mother waiting for her to use her sweet hand on him.
Grace's trembled when she realized the position she was in; kneeling in front of her son with his cock just inches from her face. A bubble of his clear juice began to drip from the slit in head. She could smell his musk and see his ball sack squirming. She had only intended to jerk him off but like a magnet she was drawn closer and closer to his cock. With a deep moan she took it into her mouth.
"Moooooottttthhhhhher," he whispered in a long hiss.
Grace paused and reluctantly pulled his cock from her mouth. It was too late to stop now. She had already taken her son's cock into her mouth. She listened for a moment and then said, "Shhhh, you have to be quiet."
Thomas nodded dumbly and watched his mother begin to suck his cock again. He rested his hands on her head and closed his eyes. He had never felt anything so wonderful. It has to be a dream his mind screamed. But when he opened his eyes again, there she was, his own mother on her knees, her pretty blue eyes looking up at him, and she was sucking his cock. He almost climaxed right then.
Grace knew the urgency to get him off, but she also wanted him to enjoy it. She took her time, licking and sucking his hard shaft until he was mad with desire. She looked up at him and whispered, "Cum, climax in your mother's mouth. I want it. I want to taste you. I want to swallow your juice." She heard the words but couldn't believe they had come from her mouth.
The words send Thomas over the edge. He bit his lip and grunted quietly as his cock head grew huge inside her mouth. Then the floodgates opened. He heard his mother gag for a moment, but he was too far gone to stop. He held her head to his pulsing and spitting cock as his balls emptied into her rabidly sucking mouth.
For a moment Grace thought she was going to choke, but she swallowed quickly and just in time for another blast. It came and came and came. She couldn't believe the quantity or how much she loved the taste of her son's juice. Without touching herself she began to climax as well. If his cock had not been deep in her mouth she would have collapsed. Everything around her faded and all she could think of was the pleasure running through her, the sweet taste of her son's seed, and the incredible feeling of it sliding down her throat.
When he was drained she sat back and looked up at Thomas. His eyes were closed but there was a smile on his face. She wiped a gob of cum from her lip and then licked it off. Then she rose to her feet. She was surprised when Thomas pulled her to him and kissed her deeply. A moan escaped her lips as his tongue searched her mouth. Breathlessly she pulled away and looked into her son's loving eyes.
"Thank you, Mother," he said and smiled.
She kissed him again before they went back into the house to find Walter sitting up on the bed. For a moment they thought he had heard them but then he rubbed his eyes and said, "Where have you two been?"
"We just took a walk so we wouldn't disturb your nap," she lied.
Thomas had to turn away in fear that he would break out laughing.
The following evening Thomas and Grace were sitting on a swing that Walter had built on the porch. Walter was upstairs, already in bed asleep. There was a small candle on inside the hut but otherwise it was dark. Grace had put on a shirt and panties after her evening bath.
The jungle was alive with the sounds of the night and the waves of the ocean beat a steady tempo against the shore just a couple hundred feet away. Grace put her head on her son's shoulder and grasped his hand. Incredible as it seemed she was content at that moment. The tension between father and son had not gotten better, but it had not become worse either. It almost seemed as if Walter had come to realize that he had to share his wife with his son if they were going to survive as a family. But she didn't think he knew how much he was actually sharing.
Thomas turned his mother's face to him and kissed her. At the same time he reached for her shirt, quickly unbuttoning the buttons until both breasts were free.
"Thomas," she gasped, "Your father could wake up at any time."
"Naw, he sleeps like a log. Kiss me," he said.
Throwing caution to the sea breezes she fell into his arms and kissed him. As his hand cupped her breasts hers went to tent in his jeans. Mother and son sat on the porch kissing like teenaged lovers on their first date.
Grace pulled away and slowly opened his pants and then pulled out his erection. She looked down at the moonlit shaft she had in her hand and almost drooled.
Then she bent over and took him into her mouth. As her husband and his father slept a few feet above them she sucked her son again.
"Mom," Thomas said as he pulled her away from his cock.
"What?" she asked, suddenly worried that Walter had awakened.
"I want to do it to you this time."
"Do what?"
"Use my mouth on you."
Grace thought she had heard him incorrectly. "What?" she said.
"I want to suck you like you did for me. Then you can return the favor."
"Oh my God," she gasped. "I've never ... I mean your father never has.
"He never did it to you?"
"No. He started to once, but then stopped."
"Selfish bastard," Thomas hissed. "So you have never had it done?"
"No."
"But people do it, right?"
"Yes, according to my romance novels, all the time."
"Then I want to do it too."
"Oh God, Thomas, this is so wrong. I am your mother," she said as if pleading with him.
"You have sucked me already and now it is my turn."
With her heart pounding in her chest she said, "But where? We need to go somewhere."
"No, here. Just lean back and I will get on my knees."
"Thomas, that is crazy. Your father is right upstairs."
"You sucked me here just last night, so I want to do it to you here." Before she could protest Thomas slipped to his knees. He pulled her panties off quickly and then lifted her legs to his shoulders. He grasped her ass cheeks with his hands and pulled her closer. Now he could see her pussy highlighted by the moonlight and thought he would never live to see anything more beautiful. He could smell the scent of coconut oil, soap, and wild flowers mixed with the earthy smell of her special scent. It was intoxicating.
Grace put her hands on her son's shoulders as if to push him away. "Please, Thomas, let's wait, we can do it another time," she begged. Yet deep inside she would have died if he had listened to her. Even she knew that her words rang hollow.
"Tell me what you like. I want to pleasure you with my tongue and mouth. Tell me how you like it."
"Oh God, Thomas, you don't have to do this."
"I want to. Please."
Grace trembled and sighed. She said, "Use your tongue on the outer lips and do it slowly. Tease me before you move on to the inner lips. Suck them into your mouth gently."
With a moan Thomas bent his head and placed his mouth gently on her beautiful flower.
Grace almost climaxed. Her swirling brain could not comprehend what was happening ... it only knew the pleasure of her son's mouth.
When Thomas' tongue found her wet flesh he heard her gasp and her hips arched. He covered the outer lips with his wide opened mouth and licked. A moan told him he was doing it right. After a few minutes he moved on to her wet and smooth inner lips. Another gasp of pleasure slipped from her lips. He licked and sucked the swollen lips into his mouth, teasing the flesh with gentle bites. Then he slid his tongue down, found her juicy opening and plunged inside. Grace suddenly bucked like a mare with a bur under the saddle. She pushed her fist into her mouth to cut off a scream of pleasure. She had never felt anything so good in all her life. His moving tongue was alive in her pussy. A second later she was climaxing. Juice squirted from her convulsing hole and into Thomas's mouth. He drank it down without pausing. Before she had recovered from her first climax, with her pussy still in spasm, Thomas found her clit with his tongue. The touch of his tongue was like a bolt of lightning to Grace.
"Yes, yes, yes, lick my clit. Gently, please lick me," she gasped.
Her legs clamped around her son's head and her hips bucked into his sucking mouth as everything around her faded into a whirlpool of illicit pleasure. She sank deeper and deeper as the waves of pleasure continued their wonderful assault on her body. That was the last thing she remembered.
When Grace awakened she was cradled in her son's arms. She opened her eyes and looked up at his smiling face. "That was ... that was ... so, so incredible. I have never felt anything like that. Thank you," she whispered as pulled his head down for a passionate but sweet kiss.
It took her a few minutes to regain her strength. When she did she slipped to her knees in front of Thomas and grasped his cock. As she took him into her mouth she glanced up and froze. Above his head she could see movement between the cracks of the vine and wood floor. She saw that Walter was standing outside looking down at them. For a moment she thought about getting up, but then realized that it was far too late. She wondered if he had seen everything that had happened. She knew that if he were going to stop them he would have rushed down the moment he saw what was going on. No, he is not going to do anything, she realized with great relief.
Then her mind was no longer on her husband. Her son's cock was in her mouth and she was going to please like he had done her. She would deal with the consequences later. With renewed enthusiasm she began to make love to her son's cock. She sucked the head and then licked it. Her tongue found the slit and she worried it with the tip. Then she used her tongue to swirl around under the crown, a place she knew from Walter that men liked. She worked on her son's cock for a long time, thinking of how proud she was of his ability to hold off his climax. She knew he must be incredibly excited by the amount of juice pouring from his opening. Yet he held out until she began to pump his shaft and suck the head.
"Can I cum in your mouth, Mother?" he asked politely.
Grace moaned her approval deep in her throat. She felt her son's hands on her head and his fingers in her hair. A moment later his seed was blasting into her waiting mouth. She knew it was going to be a lot, but she was ready for it this time. Her mouth filled and she swallowed, and then it filled again, and again, and once again. Each time she swallowed she felt her own pussy spasm and a little climax ripped through her.
When she had sucked her son dry and cleaned up around his softened clock she stood up. She bent over and kissed him on the lips. "Mmmm, I can taste my pussy on your lips."
"And I can taste my sperm in your mouth," he said with a laugh.
"Good night, Sweetheart," she whispered and then picked up her panties and climbed the ladder to the hut.
Thomas watched his mother leave, staring at her sexy bare ass as she slowly ascended the ladder. He put his feet up and leaned back on the swing reliving the incredible feeling of his mother's mouth on his cock.
Grace slipped into bed next to her husband and went to sleep almost immediately.
She was having a wonderful dream when she was suddenly startled awake. It wasn't a dream. Walter had apparently awakened and was kissing her breasts and playing with her pussy. With a sigh of pleasure she gave herself up to his experienced hands. Soon, however, she needed more. She wanted his cock. She pulled him over her and wrapped her legs around his waist. "Fuck me, fuck your naughty wife," she whispered.
Walter pounded into his wife with a vengeance. It had been a while since they had made love like this and he was more than ready after what he had witnessed.
Grace couldn't believe how good it felt to have a cock in her. It seemed like Walter was making a special effort to please her. Often he got on her and pounded her for a few seconds before he shot his load. Tonight he was being a masterful lover. He pounded into her until she had climaxed multiple times.
Finally Grace moaned, "Cum in me. Shoot your hot cum into my pussy."
He did, filling her to overflow before falling onto the bed in exhaustion. Grace had a broad smile on her face as she fell back to sleep.
Part II: Adam and Eve, Kane and Able and the ultimate Taboo
Chapter 1
It had taken a long time but it seemed that Thomas and Walter had reached an unspoken agreement that each would overlook their own possessive jealously for the good of the family. Yet, they did not act like father and son, for that was no longer possible. If anything they acted as equals in all things with the exception of their relationship with Grace. Obviously Walter could have intercourse with her, while Thomas could not. So far she had laid down the law to Thomas there. He was her son and since she had no way to protect herself from pregnancy, intercourse was out. Yet that didn't stop Thomas from trying.
Their day at the lagoon was destined to be different from the others. Grace had taken a few new books for Thomas to read plus a book she could use to teach him geography. Another one happened to be the Bible. As soon as they arrived, Thomas laid the books down and took his mother into his arms.
"Thomas, we need to get on with your geography lesson today," Grace said, only half serious.
"We have all day to do that. Dad is off to the other side of the island so we don't have to worry about him," he said.
Grace moaned and allowed him to unbutton her shirt and then slip it off her shoulders. He quickly dispensed with her pants before she had time to protest and then he took off his jeans. A moment later he had pushed her onto her back on the rock and spread her legs. Grace had a pretty good idea what he wanted and she wasn't going to object.
When Thomas paused and didn't touch her pussy she looked down at him. "What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing, I just wanted to look at your pussy. I haven't seen it in the light for a while."
Grace loved that he wanted to look at her but it was nonetheless embarrassing; after all, she had always been a modest person and more importantly, it was her son staring at her private parts. Yet, she was also incredibly excited.
"Beautiful," he said. "Your pussy is the prettiest one in the world."
"Thank you," she whispered.
"It's perfect. I love that you only have a little bit of hair around the lips, that way I can see the sun glistening off your juices." With that he bent his head and began to lick her.
On the rocks above, unbeknownst to them, Walter stood watching. He was a good several hundred yards away, but he could see plainly what they were doing. He knew that they were intimate, but he wondered just how far it had gone. If they were having intercourse then she could get pregnant and that worried him. The island was no place to have and raise a baby. He watched as his son used his mouth on his mother, and in spite of his deep seated belief that it was wrong, he nonetheless had an erection.
Grace's moans of pleasure told Thomas that he was doing it right. He took his time, kissing and licking every square inch of her pussy. By the time he made it to her clit she was fit to be tied.
"Lick my clit, please," she begged.
"Sorry, you have to wait like you tell me," he said and proceeded to kiss down her thighs, leaving a trail of saliva behind. Then he moved up the other side.
"Please, please," Grace moaned.
Thomas chuckled under his breath and continued to tease her, now working on her outer lips with his tongue and teeth. He took gentle bites all along the swollen flesh before using his tongue to slide up and down the crease between her thigh and pubic mound. He had learned the lessons she had taught him well. A woman needs more time than a man to get ready, she had told him ... so he was taking his time. He knew that he was being just a bit mean, but he loved to hear her moans of pleasure.
"Thomas, you are driving me mad," Grace gasped.
"Okay," he mumbled and pushed her legs further apart. Then he placed his tongue on her clit and began to flick it.
"Oh, Thomas," she hissed.
First he flicked it gently with his tongue and received another loud moan in response. Then he sucked it into his mouth. That brought a scream from her. Her hips lifted from the stone as her hands grabbed his head.
"Suck me, eat me," she screamed loudly. Since she thought Walter was on the other side of the island there was no fear that he would hear her. "Ohhhh, God, Thomas I'm going to climax already." With her fingers tangled in his hair she bucked and thrashed, causing Thomas to work hard to keep his mouth on her convulsing pussy. He sucked and swallowed her juices and then worked on the clit again. He felt his mother tense again and knew she was climaxing a second time. He was afraid she was going to pull his hair out by the roots or smother him, or both. When she finally let go he pulled back almost breathless. His face was soaked with her copious juices.
A few minutes later, when Grace had caught her breath, she stood on unsteady legs and almost fell into her son's arms. They kissed passionately. Eventually Grace pushed him away and had him stand in front of her as she knelt between his at his feet. Something on the rocks suddenly caught her attention. She glanced up and realized that Walter was hiding behind the bushes. Incredibly, a strange thrill went thought her. If he wants to watch, then I'll put on a show, she thought. With her gorgeous eyes looking up at Thomas she took his cock into her mouth. She heard him moan as she sucked and licked the swollen head. She took her time drawing it out, making him mad with the desire to climax ... it was payback time for Thomas.
"Mom, please," he begged.
She paused for a moment and said, "Now where have I heard that before." Then she giggled.
It was fifteen minutes later when she finally began to stroke his cock rapidly. She watched his eyes glaze over and then he tensed and she knew that he was about to climax. His cock head expanded in her mouth and a moment later he screamed and bucked his hips. Her mouth quickly filled with his thick juice and she swallowed over and over. There was so much that some of the precious liquid slipped from the corner of her mouth.
She caught as much as she could in the palm of her hand, not wanting to waste a drop. When she glanced up she could still see Walter on the rocks. In spite of that she brought her hand to her mouth and sucked up the juices that had deposited there. When her hand was clean she looked up again and saw that Walter was gone.



"Wow," Thomas said as he sat down next to his mother.
"Okay, I think it is time for you to read to me," Grace said scooting over next to him.
He groaned but picked up a book and began to read.
Later, as they were leaving Thomas saw a book in his mother's stack. It was the Holy Bible. "Can I read this, Mother?"
"Sure, but it might be a difficult read since their language was different than what we know today."
"It should make me a better reader."
When they arrived back at the hut Walter was already there. He was storing fruit he had gathered from his trip to the other side of the island. Thomas took the Bible and went to the beach to read. When he was out the door, Walter came over to his wife and pulled her to him. She didn't resist as his mouth came to hers. Then he pulled away and said, "Suck my cock."
Grace held in a gasp at his words. Then she smiled and slid to her knees. She pulled her husband's cock from his shorts and put it in her mouth. She liked sucking cock and now that she had two of them she would never have to want for one. As she began to suck she could tell that Walter was very worked up. His pre-cum juice was already pouring into her mouth. She could only guess that what he had witnessed from the rocks had turned him on.
She was about to ask him if he wanted to sit down when he suddenly, without warning, started to climax. His hot juice blasted into her open mouth and on her face. She tried unsuccessfully to cover the squirting head but his cum splattered across her cheek and dripped from her chin.
She would have laughed but she wanted to swallow what was left. For the second time in just a few hours she was swallowing cum.
"Wow, what brought that on?" she asked as she scooped the juice from her cheek and chin and sucked it off her fingers. Of course she already knew.
Walter just shrugged and walked away. He couldn't admit, even to himself, what had caused his excitement. He wished he had never seen it. He had taken a different route home and had accidentally come upon them at the lagoon. While he knew he should not watch them he found he could not pull himself away. He could not see them well when they were on the porch the other night. Emotionally he felt anger, jealously, and sadness, but apparently excitement as well. He was angry at Grace, but he was also angry at himself. He knew that as the father and husband he should have stopped them. But he had done nothing and wrestled to find a reason why. Was it because it would have caused a terrible scene? Or did he enjoy it. That was just crazy, he thought. Maybe they had all gone mad.
Later that day Thomas came back from his trip to the beach carrying the bible. "Mother, do you have a few minutes. I have some questions about some of the things I read in the Bible."
"Sure, let me finish dinner and then we can go off and talk."
After dinner the two of them went to the lagoon and sat on the rock. Thomas kissed his mother tenderly but then he pulled away. "Mother, I read about Adam and Eve in the Bible."
"It is a nice story," she said.
"Is it true?"
"Well many people believe it is. You either believe that or you believe that we came from the apes."
"The apes?"
"Yes, do you remember when we discussed the Theory of Evolution?"
"Yes, oh, now I remember. But if that is true, how come there are still apes everywhere in the world? And why don't they look like us?"
"Well that is the issue. The big problem with the theory has always been the missing link. Why haven't the apes disappeared as man evolved? What happened to the ape-like primate that should have existed between cave man and the apes? It is still debated across the world."
"So the truth could be that Adam and Eve existed, right?"
"Yes. Some people believe that."
"Is there evidence of that?"
"Well, some say there is, but many do not believe what they cannot see. Believing something that you cannot see or touch is what faith is all about. But what is your point?"
"I am getting to that. The Bible says Adam and Eve were tossed out of the Garden of Eden because of Eve eating the forbidden fruit. Then Eve had Cain and Able. But Cain killed Able. I do not quite understand why, but maybe he was jealous. Anyway, Eve had many children. If everyone is a decedent of Adam and Eve, then Cain had to either marry a sister or ... or his mother. I think it had to be his mother."
Suddenly Grace knew the point he was trying to make and it shocked her to the core.
"So you and Dad are kind of like Adam and Eve and I am Cain," Thomas said and paused for several long moments. Then he said, "Who do I marry mother?"
Grace felt her face flush hot. "I ... I don't ... that is just a story, Thomas."
"Yes, but you said it could be true."
"I said some people believe it is true."
"Do you believe it is true?"
"I don't know, maybe. But I think you are oversimplifying it. Theologians have studied and written about this for thousands of years. There are various interpretations of the story. Some of those interpreters could and probably did change the story to fit the times."
"Yes, but many of the basic facts are apparent. If the story of Adam and Eve is true then we all came from an incestuous relationship, either mother and son, father and daughter, or sister and brother. But even if the alternate 'Theory of Evolution' is true then the answer is the same, I think. I mean in the beginning there were very few people/apes, maybe only two. Therefore, incest had to be common in order for the species to grow and the earth to be populated."
Grace nodded, fearing that her voice would fail her.
"There are only three of us here, like Adam, Eve, and Cane. If we are here forever, and Dad cannot give you any more babies what is going to happen to us?"
"We will be rescued," she said unconvincingly.
"But if we are not, then we will die here alone. We will have no family, and then once you and father are gone, I will be alone."
Grace did not want to admit it but she could see the logic of his point. "But we are going to be rescued," she said again weakly.
"Mother, please, we have been here for over two years and not once have we seen a ship, not one. We are far out of the shipping lanes. The only reason we crashed here is because we were blown so far off course by the storm. No one is coming for us and we are going to die here ... alone."
Grace didn't respond.
"I am a young man, but I have never had a high school graduation, gone to a prom or attended teenaged parties, and, of course, I will never go to college. I will never have anyone to love, I will never get married and have a wife, and therefore I will never have children." Tears began to stream down his cheeks.
Grace's eyes filled with tears as well. She didn't want to admit it but in her heart she knew he was right. Her heart was broken by the truth of his words. What is going to happen to him, to us, she wondered?
"I think the answer is right in front of us," he said.
She knew what he was suggesting but it was impossible to accept. Would that be worse than dying alone? She wasn't sure. One thing that she did know was that Thomas's idea would start the contest between him and his father all over again and that could lead to losing one or both of them. It was too horrible to even comprehend. Tears continued to stream from her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Mother. I didn't mean to upset you," Thomas said as he took her into his arms and pulled her to his chest. He continued. "Mother we have to accept the inevitable if we are to survive. In the last several months I have begun to wrestle with our dire situation quite a bit. I know I am still very young, but because of our situation I have had a lot of time to think. I have come to this conclusion; we need to have children. I believe that is our only hope for survival. And since father cannot make you pregnant, I am the only one left."
Grace began to sob. Incredibly she realized that Thomas had an erection. She looked up at her son. "We can't ... have ... have children, it is wrong," she whispered.
"There are lots of stories about incest in the Bible."
Grace didn't answer but shivered in her son's arms.
"There is one other choice. I know no one wants to think about it, but either father or I could leave. If it is me, then you and father will die alone. If it is him, then we can have many children and start an entirely new family. A big family like Adam and Eve had. While in the beginning the children will have to marry their siblings, eventually it will work itself out. Don't you see the logic in it?"
Grace sobbed more. Through her tears she said, "You or your father leaving is not an option. Please don't even speak of that."
"I do not like the option either, but if Dad or you will not agree to us making babies then we don't have a choice. We have to try something, and if that means Dad or I take a raft and try to find the shipping lanes, then that is what we have to do or we all die here. I am only asking you to think about it."
Grace nodded her agreement. She sniffled and wiped her eyes on her shirt.
Thomas smiled. "In the mean time I want to make you feel good." Thomas stepped back and slipped off his jeans, leaving him standing naked with his throbbing erection. Then he unbuttoned his mother's shirt, took it off, and then pulled her shorts off. She stood motionless, unable to stop him. He laid her clothes on the ground and pushed her down until she was on her back. Then he lay down with his feet at her head.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"I thought it would be nice if we used our mouths on each other at the same time." With a moan from his mother, Thomas spread her legs and moved his head between her thighs. As he began to lick her he felt her hands reach for him. A moment later they were locked together, her mouth filled with his cock and his tongue in her pussy. Thomas moaned at the taste of his mother's sweet pussy and the feeling of her warm and wet mouth sucking his cock. He licked in time with her sucking of him. Then he felt his entire shaft in the warm wetness of her mouth. He heard her gag for a moment and then her nose was on his balls.
He couldn't believe it ... his mother had his entire cock in her mouth. He wondered for a moment where it all went but then he felt her throat muscles caressing his shaft ... milking it.
Her saliva coated his balls and he could feel them drawing up in preparation for a climax. He knew he had to concentrate on something else or he would go off immediately. He began to focus on her warm and juicy pussy. He placed his mouth on her open hole and sucked, bringing gobs of her thick juices into his mouth. He swallowed and sucked again and received another mouth full. They pleasured each other that way until Grace had achieved multiple climaxes and Thomas had filled her mouth twice with his semen.
Then they walked silently, hand in hand, back to the hut. Before they parted, Thomas simply said, "Please think about it, Mother."
Chapter 2
Grace went to look for Walter and saw him sitting on the rocks near the ships wreckage. She walked over and paused behind him. Silently she took off her clothes and then sat on his lap. She saw a small smile crease his lips when he realized that she was naked, but he didn't say anything. They were silent for a long time, staring out at the sea.
Finally Walter spoke. "The last of the ship is being washed out to sea with every tide," he said idly as if he was talking to himself.
"We have gotten almost everything of any value from it, right?" Grace asked.
"Yes. We have been like vultures picking over the carcass," he said with a small but sad smile. Then he was silent.
"You know we are never going to be rescued," Grace said, breaking the silence, still staring out at the vast open ocean.
"Yes," Walter said.
"What is to happen to us?"
"I don't know."
They fell silent again. Then Grace took a deep breath and said, "I know you have seen me with Thomas." When he didn't answer she continued. "We have not had intercourse, yet. But you know he wants it. He wants me to have his babies." Grace was surprised when Walter only grunted. "That doesn't surprise you then?"
Finally Walter spoke. "It has been building for a long time. I understand that he is a young man with normal desires."
Grace was relieved that her husband did not seem angry or at least he was hiding it well. "He thinks we will perish and die alone if we do not have children."
"I could build a raft and we could try to find the shipping lanes," Walter said.
"But we know nothing about sailing. We would certainly perish."
"We might. An alternative would be for me to go alone and if I make it to help I will come back for you and Thomas."
"No!" Grace said almost with a shrill in her voice. "We would go together or no one will go."
"It is too dangerous for all of us."
"No more than you going alone," she said.
"Not really true. If I went I wouldn't have to take much in the way of supplies and the raft could be relatively small."
"No, it's still crazy."
"But it would solve your problem if I left," Walter said a bit of a choke in his voice.
Grace saw that he had tears in his eyes. She hugged him and whispered, "No, no, no. Loosing you does not solve my problem. I love you."
"Do you really love me, Grace?" he asked and then before she could answer said, "I know our marriage was arranged and I know you did it for the good of our families. I am forever grateful for that."
"That is true and I have thought about all the things I missed, including the deep love that I read about. But that has all changed since we have been here. I see things differently now. I do love you."
"Grace, I know you are a highly sexual woman and I know I have not always been a loving husband, in more ways than one. I am a lot older than you and that means I do not have the same energy level ... sexually as well as physically. It also means that I will die before you and then you and Thomas will be alone. Those are facts. I believe you love me but you love, and lust, for your son just as much," he stated.
Grace knew that everything he said was true. They both knew the truth. "Yes, it is true. I have denied it, fought it, cursed it, but our new reality keeps hitting me over the head. I have wondered why it happened to us. I wish I could just make it all go away."
"It won't."
"I know. I also know that Thomas is my son and I know I shouldn't have these feelings for him but I can't help it. I think this island is making us all mad. I can't believe we are even having this conversation."
"I used to think it was madness, but now I am not so sure. Could it be that our situation is just making us face the brutal reality of life on earth. We have lived in what we call civilized society all our lives, but now we are savages. Our basic instincts have risen to the surface. It is like the beast has been released and I don't believe it can ever be put back in the cage ... unless we get off this island quickly."
Grace nodded her agreement. "What do we do? We don't have any good choices," she said.
"I do love you Grace. I love you enough to let you go. I can move to the other side of the island and you and Thomas can stay here."
"No, that is no better than going out alone on the raft."
"I would be alive, just not here with you."
"Yes, but we destroy the family."
"Then I ask you the question, what do we do?'"
Grace held his hand tightly and stared out at the horizon. Then she heard her voice saying, "Can you bring yourself to share me?" She wondered, did I just say that?
Walter sighed, showing that he had thought about it already. "I am not sure. I have gone through all of the emotions of anger, sadness, jealously, and even rage. I suppose all that is left is acceptance, but it is maybe the hardest emotion to deal with. If all the other options are out, then that is the only one left."
"So, is that your answer ... are you saying yes?" she asked to be sure she was hearing him correctly.
"Yes, it is the only choice left," he whispered.
Grace felt her heart swell. Now she was crying and hugging Walter. "Make love to me," she whispered.
Walter started to get up.
"No, here."
"On the rocks?" he said with surprise.
"Yes right here where the wind, ocean, sky, and sun can see us." She kissed her husband passionately. "I want you to do something special with me."
"What?" he asked, his sullen mood suddenly brightening.
"I can't tell you, but I will show you."
"Wait," he said, "I want to do something first. Walter got up and took his shorts off, and then he placed Grace's clothes on the rock for her to lie on. "Lay down here."
Grace looked at her husband curiously, but she went to her back on the clothes. Then she watched as he got to his knees between her legs. When he lifted her legs and bent his head Grace knew what he was going to do. "Walter, you don't have to do that."
"I want to. I've wanted to for a long time, but never knew how you would feel about it. Then I saw you and Thomas at the tree house and the lagoon and ... well I want to do it."
"Oh God," Grace whispered as she watched her husband bend his head and begin to kiss her thighs. "Baby, Sweetheart," Grace cried as she felt him begin to move toward her already wet pussy. Then she screamed when his mouth reached her pussy. Her cries swirled upward and were lost in the cries of the seagulls floating on the westward winds.
"Oh God, oh eat me, eat your wife."
Walter did. He sucked and licked her until she had climaxed more times then she could count. She was a quivering mass of jelly when he finally pulled his mouth from her soaked pussy.
When Grace could sit up she smiled at Walter. He had a sheepish grin on his face.
"Did you enjoy that?" he asked factitiously.
"You know I did. Did you?"
"Yes, very much."
Now it's my turn to please you. Sit down."
Looking curiously at his wife he sat where she had been. He watched as she straddled his waist and then squatted. She reached over and dipped her fingers into her coconut cream that she had conveniently brought with her. She then smeared a handful onto Walter's cock. She reached between her legs and added more cream.
"We have to take this slow," she said.
"Take what slow?" he asked. He found out a second later when Grace placed the head of his cock on her tiny rose. Walter's eyes opened wide when he realized that she was going to take his cock into her ass. "Oh, sweetheart, don't hurt yourself," he said with concern.
"Shhhhh," she whispered. A look of concentration crossed her face. Her eyes closed and she pressed down. "Ahhhhh," she gasped.
Walter gasped as well as the head of his cock slowly slipped into her ass. It felt like he had a piece of rawhide was wrapped around his penis crown.
"Wait, wait, wait," Grace gasped. Walter had not moved. It took a moment or two before she began to push again. A long exhale of breath followed as inch by inch his cock, aided by the coconut cream, slipped into her ass.
"Oh God, Grace, I've never felt anything like this," Walter gasped.
Grace couldn't answer; she was still concentrating, willing her canal to open to ease his cock inside. She had about half of it in her, but was determined to take it all. With a deep breath she pushed harder. "Ohhhhhh, Goddddd," she cried as the last several inches went inside her tight canal. She had it all; she had his entire cock in her ass. "W ... ait ... uh ... oh God, ... ohhhh yes," she gasped as she slowly became accustomed to his cock stretching her asshole.
Walter was delirious. His cock was being squeezed like it was in a vise and he wasn't sure how long he could hold back. But he wanted to wait; he didn't want to spoil it. He thought about anything but the incredible feeling of her ass walls vibrating around his cock.



After a few long minutes, Grace opened her eyes and looked down at her husband. She smiled. "How does it feel to have your cock in my ass?'
"I couldn't describe it in a million years," he answered. "It is like nothing I have ever felt before. But don't move yet. I am so close to going off I will explode if you move too soon."
They held hands and remained still for a long time staring into each other's eyes. The waves crashed on the rocks and the breeze caressed their bodies. Above them the seagulls continued to float on the air currents, uncaring what was happening below them. The crisis passed.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly Grace began to move. She allowed a fraction of an inch of his cock to slip out, and then an inch and then another and another until she had only the head inside. She squeezed her husband's hands tightly and then pushed down hard.
Both of them screamed at the incredible sensation of his cock opening her asshole again. Without pausing Grace lifted up again and then moved back down. "Yes, yes, fuck my ass," she gasped. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
Walter lifted his hips to meet each of his wife's downward plunges, forcing his cock all the way inside her. Unfortunately for Walter he could not last long inside her incredibly tight asshole. "Baby, I'm ... I'm getting ... close," he gasped.
Grace was getting close too. She increased her speed until she was literally bouncing up and down on his cock. "Cum, cum, cum in your wife's ass."
"Ahhhhhiiiieeeee," Grace screamed as she began to climax.
Walter was there as well. He pushed up with a huge lunge as Grace pushed down. They froze.
Grace thought she could feel his cock head expand in her ass. Then there was a pressure on the walls and he screamed. She knew he was shooting his semen into her. The world began to spin as wave after wave of pure pleasure shot through her. The roar of the waves, the crying of the gulls and the sound of the wind all faded away. Her body shivered and shook for long minutes. She had no idea how many times she had climaxed or for how long but the next thing she remembered was lying on Walter's chest. She could feel his softening cock slip out of her asshole and she suddenly felt strangely empty.
Walter moaned.
"That was amazing," she said.
Walter brought her lips to his and they kissed tenderly for a long time.
"I guess we had better get back, Thomas will be wondering where we are," Grace said.
They dressed and walked hand in hand back to the hut. Grace didn't think she had ever felt so satisfied. Her little rear hole hurt just a bit but the memory of what had caused that hurt more than compensated. She could feel his cum sliding out of her and it somehow felt right.
Chapter 3
"Walter, are you sure about this? It is your last chance to back out." Grace asked with her heart thumping as they sat on the porch swing. Incredibly she almost felt that she wanted him to say no and that they could go back to being husband, wife, and son, and live like a normal family. A yes answer was going to change everything.
"Yes," he said after a long pause. "I don't like it, but sharing you is the only logical way. I am not sure how it will all work out but we have to do something. Do you think Thomas will agree to it?"
Grace smiled. "Unfortunately it is the only way. I believe I can convince Thomas. He gets what he wants and there is no reason for him to be jealous of you."
"Do you think you can handle both of us?" Walter asked with a slight smile.
"I am sure of it. As you said, you are not that demanding. For quite some time my desire for sex has been off the charts. I know Thomas can be a handful, but so can I," she said and laughed.
"Well, when are you going to tell him?"
Again Grace smiled. "I will tell him tonight."
"Okay, then I will leave for the other side of the island today and return tomorrow evening. You and Thomas can have the hut for ... for your activity."
"I love you. I truly do. You are more of a man than I ever imagined," Grace said as she hugged her husband.
"And you are certainly more of a woman then I ever knew."
"Then we make a good pair."
********************************************************************
When Thomas came home with several fish from his trip to the fishing nets he saw his mother setting the table. His father was not there.
He put the fish down and walked over to his mother, wrapping his arms around her from behind and grasping her large breasts. "Where is Father?" he asked.
Grace could feel his erection pressing to her ass. "He has gone to the other side of the island until tomorrow night."
"Really, why?"
Grace turned in her sons arms. "He left to give us time together."
Thomas opened his mouth but nothing came out.
"Yes, he has agreed to share me with you. He knows it is the only way."
"Oh my God," Thomas said excitedly. "Does that mean ... that we can ... that I can ...?"
Grace interrupted saying, "It means that you can fuck me and that you can make me pregnant as many times as you want." Grace couldn't believe she was saying those words. She was telling her son he could fuck her and that she would have his babies. Her head began to spin with the implications of all this.
"I can't believe it. Why did he agree?"
Grace took a deep breath and said, "He didn't want to lose me ... or even you. He said it is the only way we can survive."
Ignoring the more important issues Thomas said, "When can we start?" Without waiting for an answer he pulled his mother to him and kissed her passionately. But when he tried to take her shirt off she pushed his hands away.
"This is a special night. Go get a bath while I fix dinner. Afterward I want you to leave for a while so I can get ready."
Thomas had a pout on his face. "I have to wait?"
"You do. Now, go wash, you smell like fish," Grace said. Then she reached down to his jeans and grabbed the tent in his pants. "Keep this hard for me. I want you to eat hardy because you are going to need your strength tonight."
Thomas hurried off to take his bath. He did it in record time and came back for dinner. He tried to get romantic with his mother but she wouldn't allow anything more than several passionate kisses.
After dinner, Grace went to the lagoon to take her bath. She looked around and was pretty sure that Thomas was not there. Then she washed and then creamed her entire body. She looked down at her reflection in the water and saw a pretty woman staring back at her. She, not unlike a new bride, could feel a glow about her. As she walked back to the hut she could feel her pussy swelling and growing moist. Her heart was already thumping and her nipples were like small pebbles on her chest.
She was humming to herself as she searched for an outfit to wear for this special occasion. Unable to find anything she really liked she pulled out a white beach wrap. It wasn't much, just something to wrap around her lower half. She decided against wearing a top, and instead put on a necklace that Walter had made from shells he had found on the northern side of the island. The shells came down across her breasts almost to her naval. It was strange but she wanted something of Walter's with her. Maybe it was for comfort, she didn't know. She also put on a necklace that Thomas had made of metal from the ship using crude tools. It held a silver coin that he had polished to a bright shine.
When she saw Thomas coming back toward the hut she hurried and took out two glasses and a bottle of wine, which Walter had found in the wreckage of the ship. She stood in front of the bed with her hands on her hip, allowing the light from the moon to highlight her figure.
As Thomas drew closer his eyes got wider and wider. He thought she looked angelic and he had never seen her look more beautiful. "God, Mom, you look amazing."
"Thank you," she said and flushed just a bit.
They embraced and then kissed. Mother and son stood for many minutes kissing. Finally when they parted they were both breathless. Grace led her son to the bed. She poured two glasses of wine and gave one to Thomas as they sat down.
When the glasses were empty she took her son's face in her hands and said, "I love you, Thomas. I love you as a son, but I love you as much as my new lover and the future father of my babies. This will be your first time for intercourse and I am so happy it is with me. I want you to make love to me ... I want you to fuck me ... I want you to pour your potent sperm into me. I want you to fill me over and over. Then I want to have your babies; lots of babies."
Thomas gasped at his mother's naughty words. He was trembling all over. His cock, already throbbing and dripping, was about to burst. As he kissed his mother again he stood and pushed his jeans off.
Grace lay back on the bed pulling him with her. A moment later he was lying between her legs. "I want to feel your chest on my breasts as you enter me. I want your cock now. Please fuck your mother, Thomas."
With a shaking hand he took hold of his cock and he tried to find her opening. After a moment or two he let his mother gently push his hand away and grab his cock.
She centered it on her wet and waiting hole and then looked up into her son's eyes. "Push your cock into me. Take it slow because I want to feel every inch.
With a little moan Thomas began to push into her.
That's it, that's it, slow," she whispered as she felt Thomas's cock moving into her inch by inch. "Oh Thomas, oh yes, oh yes, it feels so good." When he was all the way inside she grabbed his ass and held him there. "Can you feel your mother's warm pussy ... that opening where you came from years ago ... can you feel my warm flesh wrapped around your cock."
"Yes, yes, yes, I can feel it, but it is driving me crazy. I want to fuck you, but I am afraid if I move I will climax."
"Then wait, hold your cock in me. Let it soak in my juices. It is where it belongs ... deep inside your mother. It feels so natural. I love you, Thomas," she whispered and suddenly started to climax. It came on suddenly with waves of pleasure washing over her and making her body shake. It was a soft and slow climax like the gentle waves of the ocean washing onto shore. Ripples of pleasure traveled from her feet to the top of her head and back down again.
Thomas was concentrating so hard on not climaxing that he didn't know his mother had ... he only knew that her pussy was pulsing around his cock, almost driving him mad. If he had known his mother was climaxing it would have sent him over the top immediately.
When Grace could speak she hissed, "Now fuck me, Thomas. Fuck me hard."
"God, Mother I am not sure I will last."
"Its okay baby, you can cum in me quick this time. We will do it again and again."
Thomas moaned and began to fuck his mother with powerful strokes. Nothing in his young life had prepared him for the incredible feeling of being inside his mother. He pounded into her, his hips a blur. "Ohhhhh, I'm cummmmmiiiinnnnng," he screamed.
And so was Grace. She wasn't sure if the first climax had ever ended. When she felt him pouring his seed into her, her climax intensified.
Thomas emptied his balls into his mother, but his cock did not go soft. He kept pumping her and now that he had climaxed he could go on for a long, long time. When he looked down at her, her eyes were closed, her mouth was open, and her body was trembling. He knew she was still climaxing. It went on as he continued to fuck her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist now and her arms around his neck as her hips bucked upward into him. Each time he pushed down she responded by pushing back upward. Inside her he could feel her pussy pulsing and grasping his cock as pleasure continued rushing through her. He was amazed that someone could keep climaxing like this.
For Grace the outside world no longer existed. She was in her own world where there was no right or wrong, there was just pleasure. Her body felt like it was on fire, and it was a beautiful fire emanating from her center where the two of them met. It had been sparked by her son's seed filling her opening, knowing that his sperm would be looking for her egg. It was not her fertile time of the month, but she had heard that some women generate an egg each time they climax ... she hoped that was true because she would have generated about ten in the last fifteen minutes. From somewhere far away she heard Thomas say, "Mom, I'm cumming again."
Those words fanned the already burning fire. The lights slowly went out for Grace. When she awoke some time later she realized that Thomas was still on top of her and he was still hard. Without missing a beat she pulled herself to him and it started all over. At some point Grace passed out again from sexual overload and exhaustion.
She awoke several hours later to feel her son sucking on her breasts. She smiled and watched him nursing at her tit. She loved the sight as well as the feeling. She trembled as he licked across her chest to the other side and began sucking the other tit. Incredibly she was getting excited again. When she moaned Thomas looked up and smiled.
He quickly kissed her lips before he started kissing down her body. He crossed her breasts and down to her stomach, using his tongue to tickle the smooth skin around her belly button. Slowly he moved lower.
"Thomas, what are you doing," she gasped as he moved to position himself between her legs.
"Pleasing you," he said and then went back to kissing her ... across her lower stomach and down to her pubic mound. A moment later his tongue separated her still swollen lips and plunged inside.
"Oh, Thooommmassssss!!!" she screamed as she felt her son's mouth on her soaked pussy. She lifted her hips pressing her gushing pussy to his sucking mouth. She began to climax.
Chapter 4
It was beautiful day as always when Grace opened her eyes the following morning. But this day was more beautiful then all the others. She and her son were now lover's, but it was almost impossible for her to comprehend the meaning. She wondered if she ever would.
Her heart began to thump and warmth embraced her when she realized that her son was snuggled up to her back. One hand was over her and lying on her breast. She covered it with her hand and closed her eyes. The movement must have awakened Thomas because he began to massage her flesh. She could feel that he already had an erection. When he started to put it into her she halted him. She said, "Thomas, I'm a little sore down there."
"Oh," he said and pulled back.
A very naughty thought crossed Grace's mind. She said, "But there is somewhere else that you can put it that is not sore."
Thomas thought she was going to suck him, but when she didn't move he became confused.
She turned to him. "Would you like to fuck your mother in the ass?"
"Huh, in your ... your ass?" he said totally astounded. "I ... you know, I don't want to hurt you or anything."
"You won't hurt me. Just rub it up and down between my pussy lips and get it wet."
Thomas's hand was shaking when he grasped his cock. He never knew that what he was about to do was even possible. But if his mother said he could do it, he was willing to try. When his cock was wet he moved it to her tiny rear hole. He felt his mother separating her ass cheeks and he placed his swollen head on the tiny opening. "Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yes, just do it slowly. It is going to be tight at first. Push hard."
With a little push of his hips Thomas's cock moved a fraction into the tight hole. But it was forced back out.
"Harder," Grace said.
He pushed again harder and kept the pressure on until her sphincter opened and then quickly snap closed around the crown of his cock. Both of them moaned.
"Hold still for a minute," she said.
Thomas froze with just the head of his cock inside his mother's asshole. He had an almost uncontrollable urge to push in further, but he waited. It seemed like an eternity before he felt his mother begin to push back toward him. He held firm and let her take the lead, her efforts caused his cock to slip slowly into her very tight hole. "God, Mom, it's so tight."
Grace couldn't speak. She concentrated on taking his cock deeper and deeper into her. "All the way in now," she said.
With one more shove Thomas felt his cock sink to the hilt in his mother's asshole. It felt like there was a velvet vise around his cock. He was gasping for breath now, trying desperately not to move.
"Fuck me now, Baby," she gasped.
"Oh, Mom," Thomas cried as he pulled his cock out until just the head was inside and then thrust it back in. He moaned again and pulled out. Out and in he moved slowly but steadily.
"Fuck me hard," Grace cried.
Suddenly he was pounding into her ass like it was her pussy. It was so tight that his thrusts received a lot more resistance. It felt like her asshole was milking his cock.
Grace began to rub her clit as her son pounded her asshole. She had let his father do it to give him something special, not because she thought she would like it. But it had felt good then, and even better now. She rubbed her clit faster and suddenly was climaxing. The climax sent ripples through her anal walls, massaging her son's rapidly moving cock.
"Mom, Mom, Mom, I'm going to ... ohhhhhh ... cummmmmm!!!" Thomas screamed. A moment later he was blasting his load deep into her receptive anal opening.
When their mutual climax ended they collapsed on the bed. Grace felt her ass muscles pushing Thomas's cock out of her ass, followed by a gush of his cum.
When Thomas could speak he said, "Wow, Mom. I didn't even know you could do that."
"Well I read about it, but I'm new to it as well," she said, not telling him that she had done it with his father. "I think women in the old days used it prevent pregnancy. That is not our problem, however," she said. "Now would my second husband like some breakfast?"
"Second husband?"
"Well, yes, if you are fucking me and I am having your babies then we are husband and wife. I just happen to have two husbands."
"I like the husband and wife part," he said and smiled.
Grace stood up and swayed back and forth. "Wow, my head is spinning."
"Are you okay?" Thomas asked with concern.
"I think I just need to get the blood that was in my lower half back to my head." She sat back down.
After eating they stayed in bed most of the day with the exception of nature's call. It was obviously an incredible experience for Thomas, but it was also amazing to Grace. There was never a time when Walter had fucked her so many times or so well. It was almost like she was a new bride and in some ways she actually was.
Chapter 5
Thomas and Grace watched the sun go down from their porch. He had on his jeans and she was topless but with her wrap around skirt on. They had spent much of the day in bed. Now they sat on the swing holding each other close. Thomas turned his mother's face to him and kissed her for the fiftieth time that day. It felt as good as the first one to Thomas. He reached up and grabbed her bare breast.
"Don't you ever get enough?" she asked.
"No," he responded.
"Oh God, I've created a monster."
"I want to put my cock in you again."
"It's late and your father could be home any minute."
"We have time. Sit on me," he said.
With a fake exasperated sigh Grace stood up and turned around until her back was too him. "I'll do it this way so I can watch for your father coming down the path."
"I like that," he said and pulled her down on his hard cock. It slipped into her much used pussy with ease. They both sighed as her thighs touched his indicating that she had all of him inside her. "Just sit still," Thomas said.
Suddenly Grace heard Walter climbing up the ladder. In her lust for her son she had not heard or seen him coming. She started to panic. It was too late to pull off of Thomas so she simply turned sideways making it look like she was only sitting on her son's lap.



When Walter reached the top of the steps he paused. He hadn't noticed the two of them on the porch. When he did he could easily tell that they had been at it all day. Grace's face was still flushed and her hair had not been combed.
"Hello, Sweetheart," Grace said.
"Hi," he responded without emotion. "Thomas," he said, acknowledging his son as he continued up the second ladder to the living area.
As soon as he was gone, Thomas lifted his mother and had her turn to face him. With her legs straddling him he slid back inside her and then whispered, "Fuck me."
"Thomas, your father," she gasped, but it was too late ... his cock felt too good for her to take it out. She bent her head to his shoulder and began to move her hips up and down. The movements made the swing creak in a rhythmic fashion. Anyone not seeing what was going on would still recognize the unmistakable sound. "Oh yes, I love your cock in me," Grace whispered.
The two lovers worked at it for a long time before they climaxed. By that time even the birds in the trees knew they were fucking.
Walter was already in bed when Grace crawled in beside him. She turned over and blew her son a kiss before she put out the candle. A moment later she felt Walter reach around her and grasp her breast. Then she felt his erection pressing to her bare ass. She almost protested when she felt him searching for her opening, but realized that would cause problems. Instead she pushed back toward him and allowed his cock to slip into her very open and wet hole. Although his father was larger than Thomas, her pussy was wet enough that he could move in and out with ease. Incredibly Grace felt her excitement building. The through that this was the second cock she had taken in her pussy that day was enough to bring her to a small but satisfying climax. As soon as Walter climaxed they both fell into an exhausted sleep.
The next morning Thomas and Grace were up early. They went hand and hand to the lagoon where they stripped and jumped into the refreshing water. They splashed around like two newlyweds on their honeymoon. But soon the tickling and giggling turned into caresses and moans. With Thomas feet on the bottom he lifted his mother and entered her. She gasped and wrapped her legs around his waist. Soon the water was splashing with their rapid movements and their cries of pleasure echoed from the stone walls surrounding the lagoon.
Clean and refreshed the two walked naked back to the hut. When they arrived Grace told Thomas to occupy himself because she wanted to talk to his father.
When she entered the hut she saw Walter bent over working. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"I'm just preventing another problem."
Grace looked at him quizzically.
"Who are you going to sleep with?" he asked.
"Uh, I have not resolved that. I thought maybe I would alternate."
"That's not going to work. I'm expanding our bed so all three of us can sleep together."
Grace's eyes opened wide in surprise. But then a smile came to her face. "That is a perfect solution," she said.
"Well, I hope Thomas agrees with you."
"He will," Grace said and hugged her husband. A moment later they were kissing. "Sit on the stool; I want to fuck you like I was fucking Thomas when you came home last night."
Walter didn't protest indicating that he knew that they were fucking on the porch. He sat down and Grace quickly sat on his cock.
"I don't think we have ever done it like this," she said. It still felt good to have her husband's cock in her. She love Thomas's cock, but Walter's reached a deeper place. "I can take you really deep in this position. It feels so good. I love you."
"I love you," he answered.
Chapter 6
Walter was already in bed the following night and turned toward the back of the hut as if asleep when Grace and Thomas came in. Grace smiled at Thomas and motioned toward the expanded bed. He looked at her with confusion and she put a finger to her lips to motion him to be quiet because his father was asleep. Then she took off her clothes in front of him, sat on the bed and reached out to pull him closer. She quickly pulled his shorts down leaving him naked with his ever present erection. With a low growl in her throat she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. She looked up at him as she sucked his cock and saw his look of amazement ... that his mother would be sucking his cock this close to his father. Then she pulled away and lay back, pulling Thomas to her.
Walter was not asleep. He had heard the sucking sounds and was pretty sure he knew what was going on. Then when he felt the bed move he knew his son had climbed into the bed as well.
Thomas and Grace kissed and cuddled for a long time ... mother and son with their tongues entwined and their naked bodies pressed together.
"I need you to fuck me," Grace said in a whisper. "But we have to be quiet."
"Mmmm," Thomas moaned. Then he slipped between her legs and placed his throbbing cock at her entrance. Biting his tongue to keep from crying out Thomas slid into his mother's warm opening. A moment later the steady tempo of his hip brought a creaking sound from the bed.
Grace wrapped her legs around her son's waist and lifted her hips to his thrusting cock. She was incredibly excited tonight and she wasn't sure why. It might have been because she was having sex with her son as his father and her husband slept next to them. It didn't take long before she was climaxing around her son's moving cock. She held in a long moan and let it out in a slow and almost agonizing exhale of breath. That was followed by another climax and then another. Thomas was aware that his mother had climaxed but worked even harder to bring her more pleasure.
Grace lifted her head and whispered, "You've made me climax four times, please cum in me now."
Thomas did not need to be told twice. He thrust into her several more times before he grunted and began to spurt his seed into her waiting pussy. He filled her to overflow before he collapsed and slid off her. A few minutes later he was breathing heavily and deep asleep.
Instead of going to sleep Grace turned over and cuddled the back of her husband. Then she whispered, "I know you are not asleep. I am still hungry for cock. Please fuck me." God, is this really me, she thought after saying those words?
Walter rolled over and looked at his wife with surprise. Then he kissed her passionately. A few minutes later he pushed her onto her side and moved close behind her.
A moan escaped his lips when his cock slipped into her very wet and dripping hole.
When he began to move the room filled with the sloppy sucking sounds of an already fucked pussy. Walter pounded her as if he was trying to show that he could fuck her better than Thomas.
Grace didn't care which one was fucking her at that point. Having both of them together was more than she could have ever imagined. Just the sound and the knowledge that her husband was using his sons cum as lubrication was enough to start her climaxing again. She was on number five when Walter moaned that he was going to cum. Then he added his seed to her already overflowing pussy.
Grace had a broad smile on her face as she fell asleep, her two exhausted lovers lying next to her, her pussy bubbling over with cum.
Over the next week Grace was having sex multiple times every day. Thomas would fuck her twice, sometimes three times per day, while Walter soon began to taper off and only had her every other day or so. Grace had had more climaxes in the last couple of weeks than she could remember in all her married life. The men seemed to be enjoying the situation as well.
Up until the last couple of years Grace had not been one that was easily aroused and did not always climax when having sex. But since being stranded on the island her libido had been working overtime and she couldn't seem to get enough. Maybe it is because I am running around almost naked all the time now, she thought.
Sometimes Grace had mixed feelings about having sex with her son. On her down days she sometimes felt that she was not only a bad mom, maybe the worst kind, but also an unfaithful wife. Then she would look around and see the difficult situation they were in and convince herself that she was doing what was best for everyone. It was an incredible balancing act and it took all of her guile and cunning to keep peace in the family.
Most of the time the men seemed to ignore what was happening between the three of them. Walter and Thomas did not act like father and son, but more like competitors for a woman's affection. That was fine with Grace as long as it did not turn into overt anger or jealously again. Until recently they had mostly kept their sexual contact private, but with the tight quarters and the small island that was destine to change.
One day when Grace returned from doing laundry she found Thomas lying on the bed napping. Walter was fishing. She slipped over to her son and pulled his cock from his shorts. Then she knelt and sucked him awake. His eyes opened and he smiled. Before she could bring him to a climax, however, he said, "Sit on my face."
Grace didn't think she had heard him correctly and said, "What?"
"I want to eat you as you sit on my face."
Excited by his words Grace got up and looked out of the hut and could not see Walter anywhere around. She came back to the bed and quickly stripped. Then she straddled her son's face. Looking down at him with love in her eyes she sat her pussy on his lips.
"Mmmmm," she gasped when she felt his lips and then tongue begin to work on her. Because this was not something she had experienced with Walter she truly enjoyed it. It was also a strange feeling of power; she, superior over her son, her pussy pressing on his mouth. She was closing in on her first climax when she heard a noise on the porch. Suddenly she saw Walter coming into the hut. She tried to pull away from Thomas but he held her thighs tightly. She was almost in a panic when Walter stepped into the room and saw her. She began to climax.
At first he didn't realize what was going on. Then his eyes grew wide when saw his son's head between Grace's legs. He started to turn and leave, and then he paused. He sighed, knowing he was going to have to get used to this. He got a cup of tea and sat at the table a few feet away and watched.
Grace, after she had recovered from her climax, and looked over at Walter with hooded eyes. She began to move again on her son's welcoming face. A few moments later she mouthed to him "I'm cumming."
She bounced and shook on her son's face all the while staring at her husband. One climax led to another and then another until her juices nearly drowned the poor boy. Finally she pulled away and collapsed next to him. When he opened his eyes she was there to kiss him deeply. Then he turned his head and saw his father sitting at the table. He looked over at him and shrugged.
Then to everyone's surprise Thomas said to his mother, "Suck my cock."
Grace's eyes opened wide but she didn't hesitate. She looked at her husband as she leaned over and sucked her son's cock into her loving mouth. With her eyes on her husband she made love to his cock. She took her time and made quite a production of it. And when Thomas climaxed she swallowed and glanced over at Walter to see him still staring.
When Thomas was drained dry Grace crawled over top her son and went to her husband at the table. She dropped to her knees and opened his pants, taking his hard cock out. She sucked his cock until he too climaxed in her mouth. In just fifteen minutes she had sucked two cocks and swallowed two loads of delicious cum.
Chapter 7
"Walter, it's time," Grace said a couple days later.
"Time for what?" he asked.
"I can tell my fertile period is coming on."
"Oh," Walter said.
"Are you still okay with this?" she asked.
"Do I have a choice?" he returned, already knowing the answer.
"I suppose not," Grace answered. "I would like to start tonight. It generally lasts for two days ... my fertile period that is."
"Okay," Walter said, not knowing where Grace was going with this.
"Well, I ... we ... Thomas and I would like a little time together. We want to make sure I am ... you know ... am filled with plenty of sperm."
"I see," Walter said, realizing what she wanted. "Okay, I'll take a little hunting trip over to the other side of the island. Good luck."
Grace got tears in her eyes. She touched her husband's face and said, "Thank you so much. I will make it up to you, I promise. I love you." She kissed him passionately. When his hands came up to her breasts she gently pushed him away. "That is for our son now, you can have them later," she said, with a smile on her face.
Walter returned the smile and said, "I'll hold you to that." He went to pack his gear.
Later that night when Thomas came back to the hut he found a note on the door. It said, "Sweetheart, your father has gone to the other side of the island for two days. It is my special time of the month ... I am fertile. Go to the lagoon and take a bath and come back to me. We are going to spend the next two days making love, and hopefully, making babies."
Thomas almost fell off the porch in his haste to get to the lagoon. He washed in record time and hurried back to the hut. By that time it was dark except for small torch lights showing him the way inside. Inside the hut smelled of multiple flowers and coconut oil. It took him a moment for his eyes to adjust. When they did he almost gasped. He saw his mother standing near the bed. She was topless but had on a pair of tight panties, showing the indentation of her pussy lips.
"Glad you made it back," she said looking at his already hard penis. She held two coconut halves in her hand with some type of liquid in them. When he walked over she handed him one.
"It is fermented passion fruit I made. I found the recipe in one of the books from the ship. It is very strong, so do not drink too much at once. It is said to fortify men when they have to perform for their lovers."
"I don't think I need that," he said and laughed.
"You might," she said naughtily.
Thomas took a drink of the sweet tasting liquid and swallowed. He could feel the burning of the fermented juice as it reached his stomach. Two more drinks later, his cock, which had been hard since he had seen his mother's note, suddenly pulsed and throbbed and seemed to grow longer. He wasn't sure it was the liquid or the idea of making his mother pregnant but he didn't think his cock had ever been this hard. He took a couple more drinks and felt his head begin to swim.
"That should do for now," Grace said as she stood up and took the container from him, sitting hers and his on the table. Then she moved into his arms, pulling him to her. She whispered, "Are you ready to make your mother pregnant?"
"Oh God, yes," he returned.
"So am I. I never could have imagined this a few years ago, but I want it now more than anything in the world. I want to know your seed is inside me, searching for my egg ... millions of seeds, looking for your mother's one egg ... each sperm alive and battling, fighting to be the one that reaches the egg first ... and then to penetrate the protective coating and create life."
"Oh God, Mom, you are going to make me cum before I get into you. I can't believe how hard I am."
With a naughty smile Grace slowly stripped off her panties and dropped them on the floor. She left the boots on. Then she stepped back and sat down on the bed. She grasped her breasts and lifted them saying, "You are going to make my body change. These will get much bigger and fill with milk, which if there is more than enough for the baby, you can drink it. My belly will get bigger too," she said, rubbing her hands on her stomach. "And the baby will grow in here." She leaned back further and spread her legs. "In the same place you were conceived and grew. See how wet my pussy is? It is waiting for you. It hungers for your cock. My opening wants your cock to spurt your seed deep inside. I can feel my insides churning, waiting for what is to come." Grace spread her legs and opened her pussy for him. Then she said, "Thomas, fuck your mother. Make me pregnant."
With an almost animalist grown Thomas hurried over to the bed and crawled between his mother's welcoming legs.
"Don't rush, don't rush," Grace whispered. "Slowly, put it in slowly, ahhh, yes that's it."
She almost swooned when her son's cock slipped into her incredibly wet pussy. "Deeper, deeper, so I can feel your sperm filled balls on me. Ohhhhhh my baby, oh yes, stay like that, just like that, deep in your mother. I can feel your cock throbbing. I can feel every inch of it."
Thomas's head was floating as if in the clouds and his body was tingling
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, Sweetheart," Grace moaned, floating on the same cloud as her son.
Thomas fucked his mother constantly for over an hour, his hips never stopping. Grace could not have counted the climaxes she had, but vaguely thought that if this potion really worked then she was sending many, many eggs to be penetrated by her son's sperm.
"Mom, can I cum in you now?" Thomas finally said.
"Oh yes baby, cum in your mother, my eggs are ready and waiting. I can feel them, I can feel them, ahhhiiiieeeeee," she said and screamed as another massive climax over took her.
To Thomas it like his balls were as big as coconuts and every bit of milk was pouring into his mother's pussy. His cock throbbed and squirted, throbbed and squirted, over and over. But when he thought it was over his cock was still hard and he started again. He climaxed three times inside her and his cock never grew soft.
The two of them fucked all night, pausing only to catch an hour of sleep here and there. By morning they were both worn out, but still excited.
"God Mom, look at me. I have climaxed all night and my cock is still hard."
"Well, let's let it rest for a while. We need to eat to replenish our strength."
They ate breakfast and went back to bed to fuck again.
By the end of the second day Grace was almost certain that she was going to get pregnant. Even if she didn't she had never experienced sex like that in her life. It seemed that she was in a state of perpetual bliss. Her head was spinning and she could think of nothing but her son and his sweet cock.
That night and again the following day they fucked multiple times until Grace's pussy was sore and Thomas's cock just couldn't get hard anymore.
Chapter 6
Over the next weeks the dynamics of the family changed dramatically. There was no longer any pretense or hiding sex between the three of them. Almost every night one or both of them made love to her. It might have been the competition or the possibility that she was pregnant, but Walter seemed to have a new energy. Of course it might also have been because they, for the most part, had dispensed with the wearing of clothes. Sometimes Grace put on panties, but mostly she was naked around the men. That by itself added to her own overactive libido.
Grace, for the first time in her life, was finally getting all the sex she wanted. She seemed to have no difficulty keeping both men happy.
Two months later Grace thought she might be pregnant. She had missed two periods and that never happened. The realization that she was pregnant made her extremely happy, but there was also apprehensive about bringing an infant into this uncivilized environment. She waited for a couple weeks before telling Thomas and Walter in order to be sure she was in fact pregnant. By that time her belly had started to pouch, her tits were larger, and her nipples were very sensitive. They were soon going to notice that her body was changing.
The three of them were having dinner when Grace said she had an announcement to make. Walter raised his eyebrows and Thomas looked at her curiously.



"I waited for a couple more weeks than necessary, but now I am sure. Thomas, you are going to be a father."
Thomas sat staring at his mother unable to comprehend what she had just said. When he finally processed it he jumped up and grabbed his mother around the waist and picked her up.
"Oh my God, Mom. I can't believe it. I can't believe it," he screamed, swinging her around in a circle.
"Okay, okay, put me down before I get dizzy," Grace said laughing.
Releasing the grip he had on his mother's waist he pulled her tightly to him and kissed her. After a long and passionate kiss they breathlessly parted. Grace looked over to Walter and could not read his expression. She whispered for Thomas to give her some time with his father.
Thomas reluctantly left.
"Are you okay?" Grace asked as she moved over and sat on Walter's lap.
"It is what you have wanted, and you are happy," he said without revealing his feelings.
"Yes, of course, but I want you happy too."
"I am happy because you are happy," he said. "The truth is that it is hard for me to get my head around all this."
"I know."
"I realize it is the only way, and that we are in a very unusual situation, but it is still difficult to get beyond what I have been taught all my life. Mother's and sons do not have babies."
Grace put her head on Walter's shoulder and said, "You know this would have never happened under any other circumstance, don't you?"
"Yes, of course," he said and paused for several long moments. Then he said, "I knew it was coming. I suppose I just need a little time to accept it. I will be okay."
His reaction had not surprised Grace. She too could not get her "head around it". She had felt the same way as he did for the last couple of weeks. But now that she had announced it she felt much better and was excited. "I know how you feel, because I have struggled as well. I certainly have enjoyed our sexual arrangement and trying to get pregnant has been a lot of fun, but now that it has happened, there is no going back. Before it was a fantasy and now it is reality. Sometimes I think this entire situation has been a incredible dream and that one day we will wake up and be back in San Francisco living like a normal family."
Walter nodded.
"That is not likely to ever happen again," she added almost wistfully.
Grace kissed Walter and then stood up and pulled her panties to the side. "Fuck me, Walter," she said. With a lustful look she turned her back to him and bent slightly.
Searching between his legs she pulled his cock out. It didn't take long for her to have his cock hard. Then she slipped his cock into her already wet pussy.
"Grace, Thomas will be back soon," he protested weakly as he continued to fuck her.
She ignored his warning. "I need you now," she whispered. "Fuck me. Fuck your wife."
Grace began to move back and forth. The air was quickly filled with their groans of pleasure. As the excitement built Grace began to move faster until she was moving rapidly on his dripping cock. "Cum in me, cum in me," she gasped as a strong climax hit her.
"Ohhhhhh," Walter moaned as his own climax began. His cock pulsed and pumped his juice into his wife until it overflowed and dripped down his balls.
Grace, whose climaxes were now almost continuous, went on until his cock had softened and slipped out of her. She stood up and leaned against her husband's chest gasping for breath when she heard Thomas come into the hut. She turned her head and then leaned over and kissed Walter saying, "Thomas and I are going to take a walk on the beach." Before she left the hut she pulled her panties off and tossed them on the bed. With a smile to Walter she left.
Mother and son strolled on the beach for some time before anyone spoke.
"I assume Dad was okay with the pregnancy," Thomas finally said.
"I wouldn't say he was happy about it. You have to understand that for both of us this is so far away from how we were raised. It has taken a lot to get used to the new arrangement. It is not something that would have ever happened if we were not stranded on this island."
"You are happy, aren't you?" he asked pausing and turning his mother to him.
"Yes. It has been very difficult for your father and I. But I am very happy now. I think I have successfully put aside the social stigma and the rules we lived by in civilized society. We are not the first humans who have done what we are doing, and we won't be the last. Now my heart swells with love for you and your father, not to mention your baby inside my belly. I have come to think that I am the luckiest woman on earth. I love you." Grace turned and leaned her back to her son, staring out at the ocean.
Thomas reached for her breast and pulled her head to his lips. With his other hand he rubbed her growing belly.
When she pulled away she whispered, "Let me suck your cock."
Before Thomas could answer Grace was on her knees and had his cock out. It was already hard. "I can see what you think of the situation," she said as she smiled up at him.
"I love you, Mom," he said as he pulled her mouth to his throbbing erection.
There on the beach she sucked her son until he shot into her loving mouth.
*********************************************************************
As the months passed Grace's belly continued to grow. In fact she was much larger this time then when she was pregnant with Thomas. She didn't have any maternity clothes so it was good that they had all chosen to be naked. It seemed as she grew in size both Thomas and Walter became even more amorous. She had heard that pregnant women gave off some type of scent that caused excitement in males. It was apparently true.
Thomas loved to fuck her from behind where he could hold her belly and he rarely passed his mother without touching her or kissing her.
Walter seemed okay but was more reserved. Yet he rarely missed an opportunity to fuck her either. Anytime he could get her alone he wanted some form of sex. Since her own libido was still extremely strong she was more than happy to oblige. He fucked her in the bed, on the bluff, and on the beach. It didn't seem to matter to him.
There was no more need to have false modesty. Many times when she was having sex with one of them, the other would be nearby. One afternoon she was sitting on Thomas' cock when Walter came home. He stared at them for a few moments and then, incredibly, he stepped over and climbed onto the bed, presenting his cock to her lips. To say that Grace was surprised was an understatement. However, she was not going to pass up a chance to suck cock.
The next time something similar happened it was even more shocking to Grace. She was fucking Thomas when Walter arrived home. This time she was not in a good position to suck him. Instead he crawled onto the bed and between Thomas' legs. When she felt his cock touch her asshole she almost screamed. She couldn't believe that he was actually going to try and put his cock in her ass when Thomas was in her pussy. But that is exactly what he did.
"Walter!" she gasped but she didn't try to stop him. Instead she reached back and separated her ass cheeks to make it easier for him. She held her breath as he pushed firmly, but gently into her tight rear hole. When his cock head had slipped past her sphincter she let out her breath. "Oh my God," she gasped. She had never felt anything like it. Both holes were stretched to the maximum, yet it didn't hurt, on the contrary, it felt very good. She held still as Thomas and Walter worked out a rhythm; Thomas would push in as Walter was pulling out, and then Walter would push in and Thomas pull out.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck, me," she cried. Within minutes she began to climax. Another one followed and another until she was delirious with pleasure as the men she loved more than life itself fucked her to so many climaxes that she passed out. She had no idea when they came, but when she awaken she was in bed alone. Her pussy and ass were filled with cum, but they felt strangely empty. She looked over and saw Thomas and Walter sitting at the table playing a game of chess. She wondered if the winner got her.
Things settled into a comfortable routine after that. Whenever she and Thomas were alone they were generally fucking and the same for her and Walter. It seemed the more sex she got, the more she wanted. Thomas especially loved to fuck her on the beach and did almost every day. Walter liked it on the beach but preferred the bed.
Grace loved the attention as well as the fact that she was carrying a new life. She knew it was going to be difficult to have an infant in their circumstances, but that was more than overshadowed by her excitement at being a mother again. She began to believe that it was fait that brought them here and that there was a bigger plan which she was a part of, willingly or not.
Conclusion: Paradise
It was a big surprise to all of them when Grace gave birth to identical twins. Then, several months later she was pregnant again, and then again ten months later. There was very little time when she was not pregnant for the next twelve years. The babies were all healthy and each birth seemed to be easier than the last.
It took Walter and Thomas months to build a new house for their expanding family. They tore down the old tree house and used the wood to build a more substantial structure in the same spot. It was no longer in a tree because of the children.
Things settled into a family routine. In twelve years Grace had birthed eight children and was pregnant with her ninth. Life was harsh but very rewarding. Thomas and Grace spend all their time with the children, nurturing and teaching them. They were closer than most families in the civilized world ... they had to be in order to survive. The only problem was that Walter had become ill with the maladies of age. He was now in his seventies and the harshness of wilderness living had taken its toll. He spent much of his day sitting in the shade watching his son's children play. He loved them as his own and enjoyed the fact that he could be part of their upbringing ... something he missed with Thomas.
Late one afternoon Walter was sleeping in his favorite chair under a palm tree near the beach when he was awaken by giggling and screaming. Coming out of the water were the two twelve year old twin girls. They ran up to Walter screaming, "Grand Dad, Grand Dad, look what we found."
He opened his eyes and smiled weakly as the girls held out a starfish. "Very nice," he said and coughed.
"Girls, let your Grandfather sleep," Grace said walking up behind Walter. Her belly was huge and she was due in only a couple weeks.
"Look Mommie, we found a starfish," they cried excitedly.
"Beautiful, now go find your brothers and sisters and tell them dinner is ready."
The two ran off down the beach toward three boys and three girls ranging in age from two to eleven.
As they came running back Thomas appeared, hurrying toward his mother and father. "Look, there's a ship out there," he said.
Everyone looked and saw a large freighter a mile or so off the coast.
"Get the kids off the beach quickly. I'll help dad back to the house," Thomas said.
Grace hurried and gathered the kids and moved them away from the beach. Thomas helped his father. When they were on the porch of the house, protected by trees, they watched the ship move slowly across the horizon and out of sight.
When it was safe again the family came out of hiding.
"That was the closest one I've seen," Thomas said to his mother. "And is the third one I've seen in the past couple of months. There must be a new shipping lane closer to the island. We are going to need to be careful to keep the island looking deserted."
Grace looked worried. "You suppose one will eventually venture close enough to see that there are people here?"
"Possibly," Thomas said putting his arm around his mother.
"I hope not," Grace said.
"Me too," Thomas said. "Dad told me in one of his lucid moments, that he was not leaving the island, ever. He isn't doing well and talks about dying a lot. He said he wants to be buried at lookout point, on the bluff."
"Would he be better off if we were rescued?" Grace asked.
"I don't think there is anything that medical science could do for him that would make him live longer."
"I think you are right. Besides, he has made his choice just like we have."
"Why would anyone want to leave paradise?" Thomas asked.
"I don't know," Grace agreed and then gasped. "Oh, I felt the babies kick. I am pretty sure there are two in there again."
"Wonderful. Let's get those born so we can make a couple more," Thomas said with a big smile.
"You just want to fuck your mother," she responded.
"Yeah, but we don't have to wait for the babies to be born to do that," Thomas said looking out at the beach. "The kids are playing in the water and Dad is asleep again. Come with me," Thomas said as he led his mother back into the house.
The End
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This is a true story as related to me by one of my readers. He commissioned me to do the story and agreed that I could post it (with his wife's permission). It is the story of how he encouraged his wife of ten years to take lovers. He felt that he was incapable of satisfying her completely and worried that she would find other lovers. I have changed the names and situation to protect their identities, but much of it is true, according to him, and I have no reason to doubt his story. He wanted me to do the story in first person as if he were telling it.
Some may not agree with what he and his wife have done, or not like the story, but it is your choice to read it or not. This is a multi part story because of the length. I will post the next parts as I get them done ... if I get positive responses.
Chapter 1
My name is James Trainer. My wife, Amy, and I have been married for almost eleven years, tying the knot after we graduated college. She is thirty-four, gorgeous with nice large breasts and a great rear end. She has beautiful, mesmerizing green eyes, red hair, and the face of a model. Besides being gorgeous she is very intelligent and graduated law school, magna cum laude. I feel very lucky to have her.
I, on the other hand, am an okay looking guy, but I was never a ladies man. I am not ugly, I just do not have movie star looks, and I have always been somewhat shy. As a result I did not date a lot in college. When I met Amy I fell in love immediately, but I was too scared to ask her out at first. We became good friends, but I didn't think she was interested in me as a boyfriend. When I finally found the nerve to ask her out, I was quite surprised when she agreed to go out on a date with me. Later when I questioned her about why she had agreed to go out with me she explained that most of the guys she dated were so good looking that they were stuck on themselves and were very arrogant, at best. She told me that she just wanted to go out with a normal guy; someone that didn't stop to gaze at their reflection in every mirror they passed. She told me that she thought my shyness was cute.
So I guess you could say I am a normal guy ... maybe a little (or a lot) bookish and very shy. I am 5' 11" with brown hair and blue eyes, and still weight about 175, as I did in college. I own a small accounting firm. Amy works from her office at home as an attorney doing wills and trusts. She is an independent partner in her firm and has a great deal of freedom in regards to the hours that she works and the business that she books.
We have been very happy for our eleven years of marriage. In fact I would say that the last year has been the best for us in many ways as you will see. We don't have children, and didn't think we wanted any, preferring our careers over children. I had a vasectomy when I was thirty because Amy is allergic to birth control pills and even latex condoms cause rashes (she also hates them with a passion); we felt that a vasectomy was the safest thing for us.
As I said, my wife is intelligent and gorgeous, but she is also highly sexed. Since the day we started dating (yes we did have sex on the first date), she has been a sexual dynamo. I think she could have sex seven days a week, three hundred and sixty five days a year (and once more on leap-year). Now that she is approaching her mid-thirties, her libido seems to have gone into overdrive, which I didn't think was possible. I am the kind of guy that likes sex maybe twice a week and sometimes when work is a bitch, only once. Therein lies our biggest problem; she wanted more sex than I was capable of giving. We have compromised and generally have sex three or sometimes four times a week, but it has been difficult for me to keep up that pace. In her case she is ready for sex at the drop of a hat, but I, on the other hand, need more stimulation. I know some of this sounds crazy, but I am sure there are plenty of other couples out there like us. Don't get me wrong, I love sex, and I have maybe one of the sexiest and accommodating lovers in the world. I am grateful for that, believe me.
Over the years, there have been times when I worried that Amy would find a lover who would accommodate her ... although she swears that would never happen.
To help me more than her, I began to make up fantasies when we have sex. While she enjoys the fantasies, it is not absolutely necessary for her. However, to me it is essential for my libido. Therefore she indulges me. Over the past several years she has developed a thing for younger men. When she sees a young, handsome movie star, baseball or football player, she gets all mushy. Maybe it is her motherly instinct coming out. We often joke that eventually when I am too old to keep her satisfied (maybe a year or two from now:-) she will find a young gigolo to take care of her. We have a 23 year old neighbor who we have watched grow up. He is a handsome boy and a little shy around Amy. I made up a story about him. The fantasy involves Amy teasing the young man but not going all the way; we started out with her just teasing him and maybe touching his cock, but as time went on it became a full blown affair with her sneaking off to have sex, or even him coming over to our place for daily sex. We have added other men and sexual aspects to the fantasy to spice things up. She has warmed to the fantasy, I think. I love to hear her relate how she has him over to our house and fucks and sucks the young man until they are both exhausted. She can be very descriptive and it always does the trick for me. Of course I trust Amy and I do believe her when she says she would never have an affair behind my back ... but then again, affairs happen all the time and many times lead to divorce. Although I would never divorce her for having an affair. It seemed in the beginning to be harmless fun, but over time it took on a more realistic flavor, much to my delight.
Having said all that, I have no interest in another woman and as I said Amy is more than I can handle already. As often happens, as time passed, the fantasies were not enough for me. Amy was shocked when I suggested that she actually tease the young man ... not actually have sex with him, mind you, but harmless teasing. At first she wouldn't hear of it, saying I was the one she loved and she didn't want anyone else. It brought our fantasy discussions to an abrupt halt for a while at least. However, I persisted until I found out why she was resisting; she felt it would only be a matter of time before I would want to have another woman. I promised that I was more than happy with her and had no interest in another woman ... ever. With much cajoling, begging, and pleading by me, she warmed to the idea. She said as long as it was harmless fun it was okay with her but that she never wanted me to have another woman. I reaffirmed my commitment to only her. I had to convince her that she was not being unfair to me in all that, and that I would get as much pleasure out of it as she did ... which she doubted. She warned me of potential unwanted consequences i.e., it could end up with her wanting more than teasing and maybe taking lovers. I jokingly said that might not be so bad. She gave me a strange look and shook her head as if she was saying; you have no idea what you are getting yourself into. I am not sure that I did at the time, but I do now, and I love how our relationship has developed.
I was anxious to get started, so several days after our conversation we decided to put our plan into action at a party, which I had put together for our tenth wedding anniversary. We both make good money and our house is quite large so we have the perfect facility for parties. The house sits on the water with an Olympic sized swimming pool overlooking the ocean.
The day of the party Amy, of course, was very nervous and, although she wouldn't admit it, she was very, very excited. I was also nervous, maybe more than her. The young man, David Talbot, is handsome, and although not very tall, is personable once he gets beyond what seemed to be his own shyness. I believe he was working on his masters from a college in the mid-west, but was home on summer break.
The party was attended by about a hundred friends, neighbors, work mates, and a few relatives who had flown in for the party. It was an afternoon party and some of the guests brought their bathing suits and used our pool. As we do for all large parties, we hired wait staff to serve and keep the drinks flowing.
Amy was gorgeous as usual and was dressed in a sexy black dress which had an opening in the front exposing a tantalizing expanse of her sexy breasts. Her red hair, green eyes, along with the tight dress made her the center of attention of all the men, as well as the envy, if not jealously, of many of the women.
Amy is a wonderful hostess. As anyone knows in the business world people are often very shallow. We have all seen it; the person will be speaking to us but looking over our shoulder to see who is more important to be chatting with. When Amy is talking to someone she focuses exclusively on them. Her green eyes and sincere stare mesmerizes men and women.
As the party progressed I watched Amy move through the crowd with ease, appearing to be almost gliding on air. In the beginning she made no overt moves toward David. I saw her talking to him several times and they were smiling and laughing. Later in the evening as the crowd began to thin I noticed that Amy was spending more and more time with him. She was doing it discreetly and I don't think anyone noticed. I saw her glancing at me on a number of occasions as if to ask if I was sure about what she was doing. I would nod and smile.
After almost everyone had left, except for the drunks, I checked around for Amy and spied her in the living room, apparently in an intimate conversation with David. The living room was deserted as most of those still at the party stayed in the great room, dinning room, or kitchen. I watched as David leaned closer to her and whispered something. They both laughed. It appeared that he was nervous and seemed to keep his eye out for me; he of course knew she was married. He would look around guiltily before returning to the conversation. I became a traffic director for Amy, making sure no one disturbed them.
I was distracted for a while with a few lingering guests. When I searched for Amy I couldn't find her until checked in the study, peeking through the slightly opened door. I had to suppress a gasp. Somehow, probably at her urging, David had slipped his hand into the top of her gown and he had her breast almost in the open. Amy gave no indication that she minded and smiled at him, saying something that I couldn't hear.
I remained in the shadows and watched. The young man fondled her for some time and I could actually see Amy breathing harder. Then I watched as she leaned closer to him. He took the hint and their lips met. At that moment I felt a plethora of emotions; jealousy, regret, maybe a little anger, but by far the most prominent was excitement.
The kiss was long and passionate. When they pulled apart I saw Amy say something to him and he smiled. Then she took his hand and headed for the rear exit of the study. I tried to see where they were going but I was side tracked by a drunken friend. He was quite obnoxious but I didn't want him driving home and risk killing someone. I drove him. I didn't learn what had happened until I got home forty-five minutes later. The help had finished cleaning up and were gone. I found Amy in the bedroom, naked, waiting for me on the bed.
I am not sure who was hotter at that point, her or I. I stripped out of my clothes and joined her on the bed. "So what happened to you? You disappeared," I said.
"I might ask you the same question," she said.
"I had to take Dan Nugent home ... you know the drunk. But the two of you had disappeared before I left."
Amy smiled and blushed. "Sorry. We were kind of getting hot and heavy so I thought we might want a little more privacy."
"So where did you go?" I said as I snuggled up close to her and reached for her breast.
"Are you sure you want to hear this?" she asked.
"Absolutely. You didn't fuck him, did you?" I asked only half hoping she hadn't.
"No, of course not," she said, and then looked down at my still throbbing cock. Then she added, "My, my, look at how hard you are. I'm not sure you would have minded if I had fucked him."
I wasn't ready to deal with that at that moment and said, "Come on, don't tease me."
Amy smiled and said, "Well we slipped into the downstairs powder room and resumed kisses which had started in the living room. For all his bravado, he is just a kid. But that doesn't mean his cock is that of a kid. It was big, especially for a small guy."
"Bigger than mine?" I asked in a joking manner, not sure I wanted to hear the answer, however.
"Truth?"
I nodded.
"Yes, by about two inches."
"Wow," I said. I am in the neighborhood of five to six inches, if you give me the benefit of the doubt. My size, while making me self conscious, has never been a problem for Amy, or at least that is what she has always told me.
She continued. "He is very naive, I think," she said. "As soon as we were in the powder room we were kissing like teenagers. He pulled the top of my dress down and freed my breasts. Does it excite you to know that he had my tits out of my dress and was kissing and playing with them?"
I moaned without answering and reached over and pulled Amy's hand to my cock. "Does that answer your question?" I asked. Then I added, "Don't stroke me too fast or I won't last."
Amy giggled. "Both you and David, quick on the trigger," she said.
"What does that mean?" I asked curiously, not wanting to sound defensive.
"Well, let me go on and I will tell you. Anyway, he had my tits out and I reached for his pants and opened them, letting them drop to his ankles. A moment later I pulled his cock from his underwear. I gasped and pulled away to look down. I swear I almost climaxed right there. But I held back as we began to kiss again. I slowly stroked him, like I am doing to you right now."
I moaned.
"But suddenly his cock throbbed and he erupted. He began to squirt his cum all over my hand and arm. It got all over my pretty dress too."
"Oh God," I responded with excitement.
She continued. "It shot out all over the front of the dress. I am going to have to get the dress cleaned. But maybe I will just keep it hanging in the closet as a reminder of my first strange cock," she added with a smile.
"You are such a sweet slut. But I suppose it was frustrating that he climaxed so quickly."
"Yes it was frustrating, but kind of cute too. I had to make sure I didn't laugh out loud. He was mortified as you might have guessed. I mean his face was red and he was apologizing all over himself. I calmed him down and said it was okay. That was about it."
"Wow, that's too bad," I said as I slipped my hand down to her pussy. It was like a swamp. "I can tell that you were very worked up."
"I still am."
"Well, let me get down there and eat you to take the edge off," I said and began to kiss down her chest to her gorgeous tits. I paused there, licking and sucking her hard nipples. "Is this the way he did it?"
"No, you are better," she said and moaned.
Then I moved slowly down her stomach and across her pubic mound. Before I dove in I said, "Tell me what you were going to do if he had not climaxed prematurely."
Amy hesitated. "I'm not sure ... I mean I know we agreed that it was only teasing, but ... you know ... when I'm worked up ... well it is hard for me to control myself. I suppose it is the risk you are going to take if we go any further with this. I mean I could have fucked him right there."
"Like in our fantasy. Tell me what you would have done," I said.
"Okay, like in our fantasy?"
"Yes," I hissed impatiently.
She began again and I started to lick her pussy. As I listened, I was lost in my own battle of what I really wanted to see her do. I had to push the thought of her fucking him out of my mind or risk climaxing on the bed. One thing I dearly love is to eat her pussy. Amy has the sweetest and juiciest pussy in the world. Her lips get really large when she is excited and her clit sticks out like a pencil eraser, almost as large as her nipples. I gently tickled it with my tongue, not too hard, just little flicks. Then I moved down to her bubbling opening and stuck my tongue inside.
"Mmmm, you know what I like," she said. Then she continued, combining fantasy and reality.
"In our fantasy, or maybe for real, if he hadn't climaxed I was going to drop to my knees, right there in our bathroom and lick his cock. I really wanted it in my mouth. It was dripping juice like a river and I was certain he had a lot of cream built up," Amy said, beginning to squirm under my teasing tongue.
"Mmmmm," I moaned at her description. A little chill ran down my spine at her comment of "or maybe for real".
"I would have sucked the big head into my mouth and then lashed it with my tongue, all the while gathering his sweet and clear pre-cum juice in my mouth. You know I looooovvveeee to suck cock. I was going to make a real meal out of his cock. I was even going to suck his balls. You know how I like to do that to you when I am on my knees and stroking your cock."
I moaned in answer and continued licking.
She said, "I would have slowly stroked his cock with just the head in my mouth for about ten minutes. When I felt he was ready to climax I was going to slow down and drive him mad. I know how much you love that ... you know, to be teased and denied. Then I would stroke him faster and faster. I was going to lock my lips around his cock head and wait for his cum. When it blasted out I would have swallowed every drop."
I moaned loudly as I began to suck Amy's clit; the way I know she likes it.
She grabbed my head and held it to her pussy as she began to tremble.
"Oh ... yes ... I would have swallowed everything and ... oh God, then sucked ... for more ... ohhhhhhhh," Amy stuttered as she began to climax.
Unfortunately, the rubbing of my cock on the bed brought me to a pre-mature climax as well. Like David, I climaxed way too soon, shooting my cum onto the bed.
Amy was too far gone to notice at that point. Her climaxes are very intense and sometimes she even squirts. I love that and try to drink it all. I wasn't entirely surprised when she squirted this time. There was so much that it ran down my chin and dripped onto the sheet. When she finally came down I looked up at her sheepishly and said, "Sorry, I think I messed up the sheets."
"I did too," she said, and burst out laughing.
I joined her. Later we made love the old fashion way.
Chapter 2
The following morning I found Amy in the kitchen preparing breakfast. I came up behind her and kissed her on the nape of her neck. "Good morning my sweet and sexy wife."
She turned around and smiled. "Well, what has made you so amorous this early in the morning?" she said as if she didn't already know.
"Oh nothing, I am just a very lucky man to have such a sexy wife," I said as I began to fondle her gorgeous breasts.
"Thank you," she said. "But you had better stop that or you will not get your breakfast."
"I think the alternative to breakfast would be far better," I answered, but reluctantly let her finish. I had to leave for work soon.
As we were eating I said, "How did you like your tenth anniversary party?"
"It was wonderful," she answered, biting into a piece of toast.
When she didn't fall for my bait I said, "How about your little escapade with the kid, as you called him? Any regrets this morning?"
"That was very nice too," she answered again without revealing anything.



I saw a smile playing at her lips, however. She was going to force me to be direct.
"Okay, do you still feel all right with what happened now that you have had a chance to think about it?"
She nodded and took a sip of coffee and said, "But the real question is how do you feel about it?"
"Well, I have to admit that I was a little jealous."
"You were the one that wanted me to do it, remember," she said, a little defensively.
"I know, but you didn't let me finish what I was about to say. I was about to say that I was a little jealous, but the excitement far over-shadowed that."
Her eyebrows rose a bit. "Really?" she said.
I sighed, almost in exasperation. "Amy, I love you more than anything in the world, and if you have any reservations about what we are doing, please tell me and we will not go any further. I think you know I like it."
She put down her coffee and said, "My only reservations have to do with how you will handle it. There is no real downside for me, unless it is with you. I don't want anything to come between us. We are too good together."
"We are," I said.
She said, "So you are saying that you are okay with it?"
"Yes," I answered quickly.
"Even with your jealously?"
I hesitated a moment before I answered. "Yes. In a strange way that is what makes it fun."
Amy looked at me curiously. "The jealously makes it fun?"
I could tell that there was no way she could understand that. "Yes. I know you can't understand it but the butterflies in my stomach make it more exciting somehow. I suppose if I didn't love you so much it would not cause those butterflies."
Amy said, "You are right, I don't understand it. I would never want to feel like that ... the jealously thing."
"I know," I said and paused again. Then I said, "The only thing that I ask is that you be completely honest with your feelings and never, ever hide anything from me, and I promise to do the same. If you ever feel uncomfortable with something you can tell me, and I will do the same thing."
She reached over, grasped my hand, and looked me in the eyes. "Okay. That is a bargain. I hope you know that I would never hide anything from you. You are my soul mate and nothing will ever change that."
I smiled. "I feel the same way. I will stop it immediately if it ever causes a real problem between us." She squeezed my hand. There was a pause in our conversation as we ate, both deep in thought. Then I said, "Have you thought about whether or not you want to go any further with David?"
She nodded, swallowed a bite of food, and then took a quick sip of coffee before she continued. "He is just a kid and very naive, if not innocent. You know I like younger men and the naivety and innocence is a bonus. When you add to the fact that he has a big cock, not that being big is really important to me, but ... well, I am willing if you are."
I broke into a broad smile. "I don't know how I ended up with such a wonderful wife," I said.
"Just luck on your part," she teased.
I stood up and came around the table and kissed her passionately, reaching into her robe to grab her breasts. "I have to get to work. I'll think about the next step and we can talk tonight when I get home."
"Okay. I love you," she said, pressing my hands to her chest.
I reluctantly pulled away. "I love you too, bye."
******************************************************************************
On the way home that evening I made a couple of quick stops to pick up several things. After dinner we went into the family room and sat down to talk.
"So, here is what I was thinking," I said. "Do you think David would be willing to come over to the pool on Saturday?"
"I think so. Of course he might still be embarrassed by what happened."
"I think I know horny young men and I am pretty sure you can convince him," I said with a smile. "I bought you a swim suit to wear." With that I pulled out a tiny two piece bikini ... if you can even call it a bikini ... it was a top that would barely cover her nipples and a bottom that might not cover her pussy lips.
Amy's eyes grew wide. "You want me to wear that outside?"
"That was the intent."
"I remember when you used to be concerned when I wore a regular bikini on a public beach," she said with eyes wide, but there was a grin on her face.
"That was the old me," I answered, handing her the bikini.
She held the top up to her chest and said, "This definitely will not entirely cover my nipples and the bottom may not cover my pussy."
"That is the plan," I laughed.
"David might climax before I have a chance to touch him."
"I hope not. There is something else I got for me. Let me get it." I went into the garage and came back with a brochure and sat down next to her. "This is a whole house security camera system."
She looked at me curiously. "We already have a security system."
"I know, but this is not for security. It is a set of remote controlled wireless cameras."
She still looked confused.
"They are cameras I can set up secretly, anywhere in or outside the house."
Amy's eyebrows raised, but I couldn't read her expression.
I said, "I will not do this if you object, but let me tell you what I have planned. One of the issues the other night was that I couldn't see you or hear you, without giving myself away. I kept wondering how I was going to participate, beyond you telling me the story afterward. The solution is to set up a remote camera system. I can put them anywhere I want and feed them into the television in our media room."
"Oh," Amy said, but still didn't reveal what she thought.
"As I said I will not do this if it is a problem for you. In fact, I feel a little strange even suggesting it, but I don't know any other solution. I mean I guess we could get into the 'lifestyle' as they say and go to swap orgies, but that is not what I want and I don't think you would be interested either."
"Absolutely not. I would have to scratch the eyes out of any slut coming on to you," she said with a meaningful smile.
"You know I am not interested in another woman."
"I do. So you want to film what I do with David?" she asked.
"No, not necessarily, although we might want to do that so we could watch it together sometime. This is simply so I can see what is going on and feel like I am somehow participating." I saw a strange look and made an assumption that she didn't like it. "Okay, it appears that you don't like it. I can take the equipment back. It was just an idea."
"No, don't jump to any conclusions, I'm just thinking about it." She pursed her lips and was silent for a few long moments. Then she said, "You know what; I like it. I have always wanted to be a movie star," she added with a laugh. "And I do want you to participate."
"Really? You're sure you are okay with it?"
"Yeah, I think so. It will be exciting to know you are watching, and I think you are correct; it will make both of us feel like you are participating in whatever I am doing. There won't be any surprises."
I smiled broadly. "Exactly." This is all going to work out, I thought. "So, anyway I am going to set up the cameras around the pool, and maybe even under the water."
"Aren't you afraid David will see them?"
"No, you can disguise them as anything you like. I can put them in a clock, an electrical outlet, behind a picture, almost anywhere. It would be impossible for anyone to know what they are without tearing apart the equipment."
Amy looked thoughtful for a minute. "Wow. I was just thinking about all the public bathrooms and hotel rooms I've been in. If the equipment is so easy to hide, one would never know it is there."
"Yeah, that is a big problem. It happens all the time."
"Hmmm," Amy said.
"Anyway if you are okay with it I will install the system this week."
"I am," she said.
I kissed Amy and grabbed her hand to lead her upstairs.
"Not so fast, buster, I've been thinking too and I have a few new rules for us," she said patting the sofa next her.
I stopped and sat back down. "What?" I asked with a concerned look.
"Don't worry, it is nothing you can't handle," she said and then continued, "Since we started all this because you have a hard time keeping up with me, I want to insure that you do not grow tired of it. You have to realize that you may be letting the genie out of the bottle, so to speak, and it might mean, or most likely will mean, that it can't go back in. What I am saying is that both of us have to agree to this, but if you decide that you don't like what is going on and tell me to stop, then it is over, permanently. We are not going to start, stop, and start again. Agreed?"
I nodded and said, "Yes." I waited for the next shoe to drop.
"Okay. Second, we will pick the guys together, but I have the final say."
"Of course." I liked the words "the guys" because it meant she was already thinking of others.
"We will also have to agree on how far I go, but I can tell you that if we put limits on this, it might not work. So, even if we agreed that I would not fuck the guy, it could happen. I am only human."
I felt my cock begin to throb. I summonsed enough moisture in my mouth to say, "It is your decision as of this moment. If you want to fuck, then you fuck."
Amy smiled. "What about the part that we both have to agree?"
"I agreed that you will have the final say."
Amy nodded thoughtfully and then said, "You have given me a lot of rope here, buster ... it might be enough to hang you."
"It is your decision," I said. "It is up to you what, when, and where you do it, as long as you are honest with me, and tell me the details ... if I am not there to witness it."
"So I could fuck someone with you not around," she said, and quickly added, "Not that I am suggesting that now."
"Yes, it might come to that and that is okay."
"All right. Now, as far as you and I having sex, since you like it on average about twice a week and I want it more, I want you to pleasure me with your mouth or finger, anytime I want, probably daily, but you will climax only twice a week, and I will decide when and how. NO masturbation behind my back either. I don't want you sitting in your room and jerking off watching me. All of this is to make sure you have some skin in this game, no pun intended, and that you stay interested."
I was stunned by this comment. I opened my mouth but then paused. I wasn't sure what to say.
When I didn't respond right away Amy said, "Those are the rules, take them or leave them. I will let you think about that for a while. I am going to take a nice bath and then you can come up and tell me your answer. Better yet, you can just eat my pussy if your answer is yes. No discussion is necessary." Amy had a big smile on her face.
My mouth was still hanging open as Amy got up and left the room. She turned and smiled lustfully at me again as she exited the doorway.
I stood up quickly as a sudden feeling of anger washed over me. Who was she to tell me when and how many times I can climax, I thought? I masturbate on occasion, like most men, but that is my personal business. Fuming I went over to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a stiff drink and drank it down, and then I poured another. Maybe I was letting the genie out of the bottle, I thought, and maybe I wouldn't like the genie. What would I do then?
As the second and then third drink hit me I began to mellow. This had been my idea and it was for my benefit as much as hers. Amy was right, I am good for about twice a week and even then I can get bored; ergo why we started the fantasies in the first place. She was right about another thing; I do love the teasing and denial stuff. A couple years ago we experimented with her teasing me by sucking my cock or jerking me, but would not let me climax until she thought the time was right. Sometimes it lasted several days. It was fun, and I don't really remember why we stopped. I felt my cock swelling in my pants at the remembrance.
As I continued to mull it over in my head I began to warm to the idea. Amy was not going to do anything that was not for my own good. She was really, in truth, looking out for my pleasure ... and therefore her pleasure. I still get what I want, which is to see her seducing guys ... and I could end it any time I wanted. She was just hedging her bet to insure that it wasn't a fad I was going through and that I would suddenly change my mind after she was involved. She made a good case. Her attorney debating skills had come in handy, I thought.
I headed upstairs about an hour later to find Amy lying on the bed naked, reading. I walked in, stripped, and wordlessly crawled onto the bed, settling between her legs with my mouth hovering over her pussy. Silent, I looked up at her as I lowered my mouth and began to eat her.
"Mmmmm, this is a nice way to give me your answer. I am going to get really used to having my pussy eaten every day," she whispered.
Thirty minutes later Amy lay exhausted. I crawled up, snuggled next to her and whispered, "I love you." She was already asleep. I considered masturbating but stopped ... that was against the new rules. I felt a chill of excitement rush through me and my cock throbbed.
Chapter 3
"What time did you say David is coming over?" I yelled to Amy who was in the bathroom.
"About noon," she said as she walked out of the room in the tiny bikini I bought her.
"Wow," I said, staring at her nearly naked form. Then I said, "Wow," again.
"I hope that is a WOW of approval; remember you purchased it," she said and turned around so I could see her nearly bare ass. Amy has very large areoles and the top did not cover them.
I reached for her and pulled her into my arms. I kissed her until we were both breathless.
"Down boy. You have to wait until later for yours," she said with a giggle.
"I've been waiting all week," I said, reminding her of what she already knew. I had eaten her pussy every night, and several times in the morning, but had not had intercourse or masturbated. I was ready to go. I had to admit, though, I liked the feeling of the building passion. I almost felt twenty again. I sometimes wonder if Amy knows more about me than I know about myself.
"Are you all ready with the cameras?" she asked.
"Just about. I only have to check the connections in the media room. I assume that you are ready."
"If I was more ready I might have to rape you."
"Promises, promises," I answered. Then I summonsed the courage to ask, "Are you ... you know ... going to fuck him today?" Those words sounded strange coming from my lips. Here I was asking my wife if she was going to fuck another man.
"No, I think not this time, but probably soon."
I felt a rush of emotions shoot through me. I was a tad disappointed that she was not going to fuck him, but consoled myself that she was going to do something sexual and I was going to watch. My heart was suddenly pounding and it increased a few beats when I heard the doorbell ring.
"Oh my, he's early. How do I look?" Amy asked nervously.
"Gorgeous," I said, trying to pull her to me for another kiss.
"Later," she said. She slipped away and grabbed a robe from the sofa. "Gotta answer the door and I don't want to make him climax before he gets inside."
I watched as she headed down the hall and toward the steps. Then I slipped into my media room to make a final check of the camera connections. It took about fifteen minutes to finish the connection check and when I turned the TV on and look at the camera that I had set up at the pool, I saw Amy walking out onto the pool deck pulling David behind her. Somewhere she had taken off the robe. I zoomed the camera in on her gorgeous ass and watched her swaying ass as she walked to the lounge chairs. She had drinks sitting out already. They sat down and I focused in on David's face. I could see that he was totally taken by Amy and more than a little surprised by her tiny bikini.
As I watched them talk I switched the cameras randomly back and forth. There were four cameras and they all worked perfectly. Amy lay down on a lounger and David sat on brick works surrounding a palm tree. She and David talked for some time before I heard Amy ask David if he was okay with what had happened at the party. He said he was sorry again and I could see his face turn crimson.
Amy smiled. Then she asked him about his experience with women. We were both surprised when he admitted that his experience was limited to a steady girlfriend that he had in high school. He said he was shy and that he had been too busy with his education to spend a lot of time dating. I could identify with that myself.
I could see that Amy was more than a little happy with his inexperience. I chuckled and said out loud, the "spider and the fly".
As the conversation continued and grew more intimate David said that he was getting hot (probably not only from the sun) and asked if he could take a dip. When he got up, it was obvious that he was not just hot from the sun; his swim trunks had a major tent in them. He ran jumped into the water quickly. Amy got another drink, glancing at a camera I had on the table and winking at me as she went by. Then she sat down on the lounge chair again. When David swam back he pulled himself out of the water and grabbed a towel. He stopped in his tracks. I switched the camera to the view he had and almost gasped. Amy was sitting with her legs spread. The small patch of cloth over her left breast had shifted and was exposing a nipple. She had also pulled the crotch of her bottom between her pussy lips.
I zoomed in and could see the fleshy part of her pussy lips. She was quite brazen, I thought.
Then I heard Amy announced that she wanted to get an overall tan and asked David if he minded if she took off her top. He, of course, said sure, his eyes as big as saucers.
I was trembling a little as I zoomed the camera in on her chest. She took off her top and sat back down. David jumped into the water again. When he returned he stared at Amy's breasts and no longer tried to hide his erection. In fact his cock was actually sticking out from the top of his swim trunks.
Amy stared at his exposed cock head. Then she reached for David's hand and pulled him closer. I turned up the sound so I could hear their conversation clearly.
David look apprehensively at the house before he said, "Where is your husband today?"
"At work. He works all the time. I hardly ever see him anymore," she lied.
"If I had you at home I would never go to work," David said and then his face turned red.
"Thank you, that is so nice of you to say. I can see that I excite you, she said nodding toward his now throbbing erection. Then she said, "You don't mind that an older woman is coming on to you?"
"No, but you are not that old. You are what, maybe twenty-nine?"
"Thank you again," she answered, "But I'm thirty-four."
"I never would have guessed," David said sincerely.
"Come closer ... that deserves a kiss," she said. David took a step closer and leaned over so they could kiss. A moment later the kiss turned passionate.
When they parted Amy said, "Now I want to kiss something else." She brazenly pulled his cock from the top of his shorts.
I was almost shaking as I watched my wife take another man's cock into her mouth. I zoomed closer. As she sucked him, he reached for her breast and began to knead it.
I could even hear her sucking him. I had had my cock in my hand, but I forced myself not to stroke it. That would have been a big mistake as I knew I would climax almost immediately.
I saw Amy close her eyes in pure enjoyment. I knew she loved to suck my cock but I had never seen her enjoy it this much. My view was a unique perspective since I had never seen Amy involved sexually from a third party point of view ... other than at the anniversary party, which wasn't much. There was a look of incredible pleasure on her face. She began to move her head back and forth. It appeared that she wanted him to climax in her mouth.



"Oh, Mrs. Trainor ... uh I'm going to ... cum if you keep that up."
I heard a low guttural moan of acceptance escape Amy's sucking lips. Then David moaned loudly and I saw my wife's cheeks balloon and knew that her mouth was filling with his cream. I watched as she swallowed, once, twice, and then three times. A string of cream escaped from the corner of her mouth. I had to look away and shut off the sound for a moment or risk climaxing.
When David's cock was drained he staggered backward and sat heavily. Amy looked directly at the camera and smiled, then she licked her lips like she sexy slut she was becoming.
When David had recovered I saw Amy say something to him. I turned on the sound quickly but by that time David had stood up. I watched as Amy laid back and spread her legs. David went to his knees and suddenly his head dropped between her legs. I heard Amy's gasps of excitement as she held David's mouth to her pussy. She worked her hips up and down making sure his tongue found all the right places. I knew she was really turned on and wouldn't last long. I could see the familiar signs of her approaching climax. A moment later she was squirming on the lounge chair and bucking her hips.
"That's it, that's it, lick my clit. I'm cummmmiiiinnnnngggg!!!" she cried as her body convulsed with pleasure.
Again I had to close my eyes or risk climaxing. When I opened them I saw Amy lying relaxed on the lounger. David was not in the picture so I zoomed out and saw him lying on the other lounger, his face still sticky from her juices and he had a "cat that ate the canary" grin on his face. I left the room and snuck into the kitchen for a drink. When I came back I saw the two of them chatting comfortably as if they relaxed by the pool ... except that they were both naked now.
Nothing much happened for a while. David went for a swim and then Amy joined him. I switched to the underwater camera as they came together and kissed.
As the kiss continued my cock grew erect again. I saw Amy's hand search under the water to find David's cock, which grew immediately erect. A moment later I saw his hand search for her pussy. Then they were pleasuring each other with their hands. I am not sure if Amy climaxed but she stopped short of jerking him off.
They climbed out of the pool and Amy led him over to the lounger again. There she sat down, and took his cock into her mouth again. I watched as she sucked his long cock, her eyes staring at one of the cameras as she did. I think she winked at me. Then she leaned back and said, "Fuck my tits."
"Really?" David said in surprise.
"Sure. You are been staring at them for a couple of hours. Have fun," she said playfully.
I watched as David straddled Amy's waist. He placed his cock between her tits. She poured some baby oil on his cock and then began to rub her tits up and down on his throbbing cock. It didn't take him long before he was moaning and ready to shoot. A moment later, when he did, it blasted upward, covering Amy's face with splatter after splatter of sticky cum. She seemed to love it. Again I had to shut off the camera or risk shooting my load. I couldn't take much more. My cock felt so huge and my balls were actually aching.
A short while later I turned the camera back on and found that the pool area was empty. I heard Amy moving around downstairs and then I heard the front door close. Shortly afterward the door to the media room opened and Amy walked in. She was still naked. She walked over and sat on my lap, careful not to sit on my still throbbing cock.
"So am I to assume that you liked what you saw outside?"
"What do you think," I answered, nodding at my throbbing erection.
Amy leaned down and kissed me passionately. "I need that cock," she said and quickly straddled my lap. My cock slipped easily into her very wet pussy. We both moaned.
"So how do you feel about what happened?" she asked, beginning to slowly move up and down on me. "Were you jealous?"
"Yes," I answered. "But I was very excited too."
"He has an incredible cock."
"I saw that. I was surprised you didn't fuck him," I said.
"I didn't want to rush it. Besides, there is a slight problem." Amy stopped moving.
Her words brought me to immediate alert. "Problem?" I asked.
"Yes. Since I am not on the pill and can't use rubbers ..."
"Oh," I said. I wondered why she had not thought of that before. I know it my case I was too excited about the prospect of Amy with other men to be thinking about practical things. Maybe she was too ... but then again she is always so practical, so she probably did think of it.
"Yes, 'Oh'," she repeated my words. "I am not sure what to do."
"That is a problem. Maybe we can ask all the men to have a vasectomy," I said jokingly.
"That's probably not going to work."
"Yeah." We were silent as Amy began to move on my cock ever so slowly again.
"I suppose you could make sure it was not your fertile period," I said. A little tremor went through me at that idea. It was not fool proof and she could get pregnant. My cock throbbed inside her and I had to force myself not to climax. I didn't want her to get pregnant, but the thought was somehow exciting.
"That is an idea, but you know it is very risky. My cycle is pretty dependable, but trying to time it is far from safe."
"It would be exciting," I said before I considered what I was saying.
"That would excite you?" Amy asked, pausing her moving hips.
I felt my face flush with embarrassment. "Uh ... it was just an idea."
"So it would excite you for me to let men climax in my unprotected pussy?" Amy said and squeezed her pussy on my cock.
I moaned and fought to control my excitement.
"You would, I can feel your cock throbbing. I suppose I should not be surprised," she said with a smile and began to move on me more rapidly.
"Okay, it excites me and I think it excites you too, if you were being honest," I said between gasps of breath.
Amy sighed and smiled down at me. "I take the fifth on that." Suddenly she began to move rapidly and her breathing increased. "I'm getting close," she whispered.
I looked up and for the first time I saw that she had some of David's cum in her hair. That was all it took. "I'm going to cum," I groaned.
"Yes, yes, cum in me," she gasped as she began to climax.
My cock exploded. I don't know how much cum I shot, but it felt like one of the biggest climax I had ever had.
Chapter 4
The following morning I rolled over and saw Amy lying on her side looking at me. "Good morning," I said.
"Good morning, Sweetheart," she responded. "I love you," she said and reached over and placed her hand on my face.
It was a very loving gesture and not meant to be sexual, but it made my cock tingle. I loved this woman more than life itself. We stared into each other's eyes for a long time. Then I asked Amy if she was going to see David again and she said yes.
"When?"
"Well he goes back to college soon so I thought maybe Wednesday," she said, turning onto her back and staring up at the ceiling.
I felt the familiar thrill rush through me. "Are you going to fuck him?"
She nodded and then smiled. "Yes. I want to feel that big cock inside me."
I felt a tremor of excitement rush through me and my cock started to harden. I had just heard my wife say she was going to fuck another man and my only reaction was getting an erection ... well, with the exception of those butterflies of jealously. "And you are going to let him cum in you?" I asked.
"It is my safe period, so I think so."
I closed my eyes and suppressed a moan. My cock was now fully erect. My mouth felt suddenly very dry. "Are you going to fuck him in our bed?" I asked hesitantly.
"No, I think not ... at least this time. I think I should use one of the guest bedrooms," she said, and then said again, "This time."
I nodded, not sure if I was happy or sad. But my cock was throbbing and my mouth was too dry to speak.
"What do you think about me fucking strange men right here in our bed?"
I shrugged, trying to act nonchalant, but my heart was pounding. "Uh that is your decision," I said, my raspy voice sounding strange in my ears.
Amy smiled knowingly. "If we continue this, it is going to happen. I just want it to be special."
"Okay," I said and swallowed hard.
"So are you going into the office today?" she asked. It was Sunday.
"Yes, I have a few things to do. Although some of the crew, who are sometimes there on weekends, would rather I stay away, even on week days. I get in their way."
"It's nice not to be needed, huh?" she said and laughed.
"Yeah, I have a great group of people. I don't need to go in on the weekends that often anymore." We fell silent for a few minutes.
"I have a young intern coming over Monday. I asked one of the partners if I could borrow one because I am so far behind."
"Oh really? Is he young and good looking?"
"Sorry; it is a she and I am not sure what she looks like because I have never met her."
"Oh," I said with disappointment in my voice. I drew her hand down to my hard cock.
"You will just have to wait until Wednesday to see, or do, anything sexual."
"All right," I said, only a little disappointed. "I have to get to work." I leaned over and kissed her. I whispered, "I love you."
"I love you too," she said and kissed me again, more passionately.
She reached over and grabbed my hard cock sticking through my underwear. "I expect to have my pussy eaten tonight, however."
"I can do that," I said and got up and got dressed then left for work.
Monday when I got home from work I found Amy in the kitchen fixing dinner. I snuck up behind her and grabbed her around the waist. She screamed and spun around in my arms.
"You scared me," she said, with mock admonishment.
"Sorry," I answered. "How was your day?" I asked as I reached around her and picked up a raw carrot.
"It was very interesting."
"How so?"
"The intern. She was very pretty and sexy."
"Really?"
"Yes, and I think she was actually hitting on to me by the end of the day."
"Very interesting. Another woman," I said absently, thinking about my wife with another woman. It was an exciting thought which hadn't really occurred to me. "How did that happen?"
"Well, she didn't make any overt moves. I could just tell, because she was touching me a lot and asked some personal questions."
"Maybe she was just trying to get ahead in the company," I said.
"I don't think so. She is not going to be a lawyer. She working her way through college and is majoring in journalism."
"I see. What do you think about making love to another woman?" I asked munching on the carrot and trying to act casual. My heart was pounding in my chest.
"I'm not sure."
I felt that familiar chill. She hadn't said no. "What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, I never had a thing for women. I mean, once in college my roommate and I had a little too much to drink and we did some things."
"Really. You never told me that. What kind of things?" I was getting very interested.
Amy smiled. "You are such a pig," she said.
"I'm hurt," I said mockingly.
"Pig," she said again and laughed.
"Okay, so I am a pig, but what happened between you and your roommate?"
"It wasn't anything. We had been drinking and were very horny. We started kissing and then playing with each other's breasts. But we kind of got scared and stopped."
"Too bad."
"Yeah. It could have been fun now that I think back about it. Anyway the intern is coming back tomorrow and I invited her to bring her bathing suit."
"Really?" I said excitedly. "Maybe I will stay home and watch."
Amy paused. "I don't know about that."
"Why, I thought we agreed?" I returned.
"Agreed about men."
"Well ... yes ... but it was ..."
Amy interrupted me, "Listen, you can watch while we are out at the pool, but if anything else happens I want it to be alone."
I was suddenly angry and hurt. "That's not fair," I said like a juvenile.
"It's not, but I set the rules on this."
"But when we agreed, I assumed I could observe all sexual encounters."
"We never said that," Amy said, and then her voice softened. "I will tell you about everything that happens. It's just that it is different with a girl. I feel like it would be a violation of trust to have you watching and her not know."
"That is a double standard. I don't understand," I returned, truly not understanding.
"You are a guy and you wouldn't understand. Maybe if things develop then you can watch us, but she would have to agree."
I opened my mouth and was going to say, "But the guys don't agree and you are going to let me watch." But I thought better of it and shut up. She had her reasons and I didn't want to make her angry. I would take what I could get. "All right, you win."
Amy pushed me onto a chair and sat on my lap. "It's not about winning or losing, it's about relationships. I promise to tell you everything." She squirmed on my lap causing my cock to start to harden. "I will let you get off one more time this week."
She had me. She knew the way to my heart, or was it my "hardon". I could never refuse her anything. "Okay," I said. After dinner we went upstairs. We got naked and she reclined on the bed and spread her legs.
"Eat me first, before your blowjob."
"No problem," I said and went to my stomach. I pushed her legs apart and saw that her pussy was soaked. "You have been thinking about tomorrow," I said.
"Shut up and eat me," she said and laughed.
I did, enjoying her sweet juices as always.
She held my head and directed my efforts until she was screaming with pleasure and shooting her sweet juices into my mouth. Then she pushed me over and took my throbbing cock into her loving mouth. She licked the head and then sucked it, teasing the opening with her tongue. She knew what I liked and was driving me mad with desire. She took my entire cock into her throat ... which wasn't that hard considering my size. I wondered if she could take David's all the way into her throat. I felt her throat squeezing my cock head and it was bringing me rapidly to a peak.
When I moaned Amy pulled away. She looked up at me and smiled.
"You know what? I think I am going to make you wait until later tomorrow morning."
I moaned in protest. "Come on sweetie, you promised."
"And I will honor my promise, only in the morning." She got up and went in to take a shower, leaving me high and dry."
I knew there was no use arguing. While it was cruel in one way, in another it was wonderful. I was beginning to like the denial part ... as long as it didn't go too far. It seemed to keep me in a high state of arousal, unlike anything I had felt since I was a teenager. I think Amy knew what she was doing. I was very agreeable when I was in need. God I loved this woman more every day.
Later Amy honored her promise and gave me an outstanding blowjob the following morning, drinking all my cum without missing a drop.
Chapter 5
Amy called me when she and Lisa, the "intern", were finished work and ready to go outside to the pool. I work a few miles from my house so I was home quickly, parking the car in the garage and closing the door. I hurried up to my media room and got comfortable. I turned on the video and saw Amy and Lisa at the pool. I was astounded at how gorgeous the young girl was. She had short blonde hair, cut in a pixie style, and she had a great figure and a beautiful tan. She was wearing a white, two piece bikini which showed more than it hid. Amy, on the other hand, had chosen a rather modest one piece that still revealed quite a bit of her sweet tits. Lisa looked young but was wearing a good bit of makeup.
The two of them talked for a while as they drank a fruity drink with little umbrellas. Then Lisa asked Amy if she minded if she took off her top as she liked to get an all-over tan. That was normally Amy's line. I was happy to hear Amy tell her to feel free and that the pool was very private. When she took off her top I gasped; both nipples were pierced as well as her belly button, which I hadn't noticed.
"Oh, did it hurt to have your nipples pierced?" Amy asked.
"A little and it took a while to heal, but I love them now. The one below," she said, indicating her crotch, "was more painful. Look." Then she brazenly pulled the crotch of her suit aside and showed Amy a matching ring at the top of her pussy lips.
"Oh my," Amy gasped. "I don't think I could ever do that."
Then she stuck out her tongue and showed Amy her tongue stud.
"Wow, you have them all over the place," Amy laughed.
"Well it shows well for my part-time job."
"At the firm?" Amy asked with a startled look.
Lisa laughed sweetly and said, "No. I actually have several part time jobs. I need the money to pay for college."
"What else do you do?" Amy asked.
Lisa looked pensive for a moment. "Uh ... I am not sure I should tell you."
"Why not, we are just girls here, so you can share with me."
"I wouldn't want to lose my job at the firm," she said.
"Don't worry about that ... they are never going to know," Amy promised.
"Well, at one job I dance at a nude dancing club."
"Ohhh," Amy said excitedly. "Tell me more."
"It's across town at The Raven's Men's Club."
"Never heard of it."
"It is an upscale dance club."
"Do you make good money there?"
"Yeah, it's great ... all tips."
"So you dance totally nude?"
"Yes."
"That's exciting," Amy said.
"You think so?" Lisa said with a smile.
"I don't think I could ever do it, but I think it would be exciting having all those men watching."
"Oh, it is."
"What else do you do?"
"I work at a massage place."
"Oh. Are you a trained masseuse?"
Lisa giggled. "No. I don't give official massages."
"Oh," Amy said and laughed as she understood what Lisa was saying. "Do you do happy endings?"
Amy nodded. "I suppose I have jerked off three or four hundred men," she admitted.
I saw Amy's jaw drop and saw her begin squirming on the lounge chair. I knew that she was getting excited. I already was.
"Really?" Amy said. "Do you do anything else ... I mean beside the hand jobs?"
"Blowjobs, if the price is right," Lisa said with a bit of shyness.
"Wow. I have to admit that sounds exciting too."
"Maybe sometime you would like to join me ... either on stage or at the massage studio. You have the body for it."
"I'm too old for that, I think."
"Not at all, you are gorgeous," Lisa said and reached for Amy's hand and brought it to her own thigh.
I could almost see a tremor go through Amy.
"It would be a lot of fun," Lisa said.
"I'll think about it," Amy answered with a big smile.
"Would you like me to put some baby oil on you ... I know how to use my hands," Lisa said.
Amy stared at the young woman and I wondered what she was thinking. I had thought the young girl would be the one to fall into Amy's web, but the exact opposite was happening. This girl might have been even more sexual than Amy. It was going to be interesting to watch their interactions.
When Amy did not respond Lisa suddenly leaned over and placed her lips on Amy's. At the same time she cupped Amy's breast. Amy didn't resist. My heart was pounding in my chest.
Amy moaned. I saw her tongue go into Lisa's mouth. They kissed for some time before Amy pulled away.
"Wow," she gasped, clearly excited. Then she stood up and held out her hand. "Let's go inside."
Lisa smiled and then stood up and took Amy's hand.
I was excited and disappointed at the same time. The show was over. I thought for a minute about turning on the cameras in our bedroom but then decided that it would be dishonest. Besides if Amy asked me if I spied on them I know I couldn't hide it from her. Instead I waited and listened until I heard them passing my door. It sounded like they had stopped right outside and were kissing. I heard them giggle and then they moved down the hall to our bedroom. When the door closed I decided I needed to make a quick exit. I would come back when Lisa was gone.



I was worthless at work. People were asking what was wrong with me ... if I were sick. Several said I should go home. However, I gutted it out until around five before deciding it was safe to go home. In retrospect I suppose I should have called. When I entered the house it was quiet. I was surprised when I didn't find Amy in the kitchen. She is normally fixing dinner at that time. Then I figured she was upstairs taking a shower. I headed upstairs. When I walked into the room I stopped in my tracks. On the bed was my wife and Lisa ... Amy was sitting on Lisa's face.
Her head was thrown back in sexual abandon. I stood dumbfounded as Amy climaxed on the younger girl's face. As her climax waned she suddenly realized I was standing in the doorway.
I said, "I ... I thought ... you ... it's 5:30. I thought you would be done."
"Oh crap, I didn't know it was so late. We fell asleep for a while," Amy said as she climbed from her new lover's face.
"I'll just go ... uh downstairs," I said, staring at the gorgeous girl who was now staring back at me.
Lisa didn't look embarrassed. She turned to Amy with a curious look.
"It's okay," Amy said to Lisa, "my husband and I don't keep secrets."
Lisa smiled. "That's so cool," she said and turned to me, "Don't leave on account of me." She got off the bed, not the least shy about being naked in front of me. I suppose that was to be expected considering her part time jobs. "Mind if I take a shower?" she asked.
"Sure, there are towels in the linen closet in the bathroom," Amy said and Lisa hurried out of the room.
I stood in the doorway with my mouth open. Amy laughed. "She is something, isn't she?"
I just nodded.
"Sorry about all this. I really just lost track of time," Amy said.
I smiled, "No problem for me. I was just surprised."
"Well, wait for us downstairs. I will tell you all about it after dinner."
I hurried over, after a quick look at the bathroom door, and kissed Amy quickly ... and said, "Mmmm, tastes like pussy."
Amy smacked me playfully and I made a hasty exit.
Chapter 6
"So Lisa is quite a little slut," I said to Amy as we were finishing dinner.
"She is a free spirit ... and she eats pussy really well."
"Better than me?" I asked with a smile.
"Hmmm," Amy said. "Different."
"Very diplomatic. How did you like eating her pussy ... I assume you ate her from the taste on your lips?"
"I did, and it was very enjoyable. I think I could get to like it a lot. I will tell you all about it when we go to bed."
"I have to wait?" I whined.
"Yes."
I could hardly wait until we went to bed. Later, after I showered, I hurried into the bedroom to find Amy lying the bed naked. I smiled and crawled onto the bed.
"Now, before you get yours, eat my pussy as I tell you what happened," Amy said.
"You don't have to ask me twice. So you must not have gotten enough today." I crawled between my gorgeous wife's legs. She reached for my head and pulled me to her pussy.
"I can never get too much of my pussy being eaten. So anyway, you saw us at the pool. Lisa knew what she wanted and she was going to get it. I was so hot after she showed me her piercings and kissed me ... I was ready for anything. We went directly upstairs to our bed. Lisa stopped me and we kissed passionately, as you probably heard, outside the media room. It was exciting knowing you were inside. It took us about ten seconds to get our suits off and into bed. Lisa let me explore her nipple piercings. I sucked them and used my tongue and she squirmed all over the place. Then I kissed down her stomach and paused at her navel ring. I felt her pushing me lower. I had never touched a pussy with my lips before, but I was so hot I couldn't wait."
Amy paused and whispered, "Mmmmm, lick my clit like that."
I did, moving my tongue up and down gently on her swollen clit. She liked it when I took it in my teeth and pulled it very gently. When she gets close to climaxing she likes me to lick it much harder.
Amy continued with her story. "Anyway, I started sucking her and she began to scream."
"It was strange to feel the little ring just above her clit. I flicked my tongue across it. It only took her a minute to climax. I didn't stop eating her, however. I moved lower and began to plunge my tongue into her bubbling pussy. It tasted surprisingly good. She must have climaxed ten times. When she was through we switched places. God, was it amazing feeling her tongue stud on my nipples. Then when she got to my clit, I went off like a fire cracker."
Amy paused as I continued to suck her. "Oh fuck, lick it," she said. She began to shake all over. "Ahhhh," she gasped as she climaxed under my rapidly moving tongue.
It took Amy a few minutes before she could speak again. Then she continued, "I suppose I climaxed five or six times. We snuggled up and fell asleep. When I awoke, Lisa was sucking my tits again. Then she said she wanted me to sit on her face. I could never turn down an invitation like that. It was so good. I think I almost smothered/drown the poor girl, but she didn't complain. Then when I climaxed, I squirted. She didn't miss a beat and drank it all. That was about the time you came home."
"Wow, you had quite a day."
"I did. But I need a cock now."
"I just happen to have a hard one right here," I said as I climbed between her legs. She was soaked and my cock slipped inside her easily.
"Ahhh, yes baby fuck me!"
I did. I pushed her legs up to her breasts and pounded into her. I don't know how I lasted so long, maybe because I had climaxed the night before, but I fucked her to three climaxes before I moaned that I was going to cum.
"Yes, yes, cum in me. Fill me with you sweet juice."
I pumped her hard and shot my juice deep into her pussy.
When we had caught our breath we lay in bed together talking quietly.
"Quite a day for you ... or should I say a quite a week. You have sucked off a young man, let him tit fuck you, and then had sex with a woman."
"Hey, that makes me sound like a slut," Amy pouted.
"You are a slut, but in a good way."
She rolled over into my arms and we kissed. "As long as you like me being a slut, I guess I accept it.
I hugged her and said, "So, are you going to see Lisa again?"
"Yes, if it is okay with you," she answered.
"Absolutely. You can be with her whenever you like."
Amy smiled. "Good because I am going to try and get her a couple days a week as my intern for the rest of the summer."
I laughed. "So I assume you are still going to fuck David the next time," I said.
"Of course. I have to have cock," she said. Then she was quiet for a few minutes. "Are you still okay with that?"
"Fucking David?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Of course. I'm looking forward to it." I returned and then added, "But I am going to have a really hard time watching."
"Jealously?" she asked.
"Not entirely. It's more about excitement. It is very hard for me not to jerk off."
"You didn't while you watched Lisa and me did you?" Amy reached down and squeezed my cock rather harshly.
"I wouldn't do that, but it was very tempting."
"Are you sure you didn't?"
"I would tell you if I had," I said.
She looked me in the eyes. "I believe you would. But here is a new rule: if you jerk off without permission while watching me, you cannot get off for two weeks ... that is for the first offense ... four weeks for the second time and so on."
"That is pretty severe for a first offense," I said, more in curiosity then with concern.
"Yes, but it is necessary. I like you better when you are left wanting ... you are more attentive, more loving."
I thought about that for a moment and knew that she was correct. I said, "I agree."
"You do?" she said in surprise.
"Yes. About me being more attentive. Since I have been limited in my sexual satisfaction I feel rejuvenated in many ways. From a sexual perspective I almost feel like a teenager again. I doubt I can perform like one, but my mind thinks I can."
Amy laughed and we hugged and kissed until we fell asleep.
Chapter 7
The big day had finally arrived; David was due over in a few minutes. Amy seemed nervous, but I was a basket case. I knew I wanted her to do it, but I also knew this would change everything. Those butterflies of jealously were awake and very active in my stomach. I had already finished my first drink and was ready for a second. I actually felt my hand trembling as I poured the second one. Amy had been in the bedroom getting ready so I was left alone with my fears and doubts. As always occurs when I am nervous about something I think of all the bad things that could happen. It wasn't likely that Amy would fall in love with David, but what if she met a guy that really turned her on? David had an eight inch cock so I wondered if she would ever be satisfied with my 5-6 inches again. Was I crazy for letting her do this? I had a gorgeous wife who was as sexy as any woman I had ever known. Why was I letting her fuck another man?
I sat on the sofa, drink in hand and watched ESPN, but I paid no attention to what was on the screen. I had checked the video system fifty times. The guest room was all set up. I had even put in a bunch of mirrors in the bedroom so I could catch what was going on from various angles. There were four hidden cameras in the room so I had a pretty good chance of getting the best angles. I had decided to use the recorder in case Amy or I wanted to see what happened at a later date. It was, after all, her first fuck with a stranger. Now, there was nothing else to do but wait.
As I finished my second drink Amy came downstairs. My eyes opened wide when I saw that she was wearing a gorgeous blue shirt that was see-thru, a pair of matching panties, and four inch high heels. "Wow," I said.
"You like it?"
"Absolutely."
"It is simple and it won't take long to get out of," she said with an excited smile.
"Very practical," I said without smiling.
"Are you still okay with this?" Amy asked coming over to sit next to me on the sofa.
"Yes."
"You don't seem certain," she said.
"I am. I just have a little stage fright."
Amy laughed. "I'm the one on stage."
"Aren't you nervous?"
"Yes, of course. You know it is not too late to call if off," she said.
"Do you still want to do it?" I asked.
She nodded.
I said, "You know I love you more than anything else in the world and I want you to be happy."
"I am happy, ever since the day we met. We don't have to do this to make me happy."
"I know. And we have been over all this. It is as much for me as it is for you. You are my wife, lover, soul mate, and ... soon to be my wonderful slut."
Amy smiled. "I like the word slut coming from you."
I smiled and took her hand and said, "Then we are in agreement. So the only thing left to do is to do it."
She touched my face and turned it toward her. She kissed me, slipping her tongue into my willing mouth. She pulled away fairly quickly. "Don't want to mess up my lipstick."
"Right."
"I love you, James," she said sincerely.
"I love you too ... more and more every day," I answered.
"Me too."
The doorbell made me jump. "There he is." I kissed her on the cheek and hurried upstairs.
I stripped to my under shorts and sat in my media room, flipping through the cameras. They were all working perfectly. Then I concentrated on the living room cameras. I saw Amy leading David into the room. He was dressed like a surfer boy. He had a puka-shell necklace around his neck, a T-shirt with some kind of design on it, a pair of cargo shorts, which came below his knees, and flip-flops on his feet. With his blonde hair he looked like he was right off the beach.
Amy stood at the sofa and kissed him passionately. He said something about her outfit and she smiled and thanked him. Then she asked him if he wanted a drink and he said yes. She went into the kitchen and left him sitting on the sofa. He gazed around the room looking as nervous as I was. A moment later Amy came back and handed him a drink. She had one in her hand as well. They sat on the sofa and talked for a moment or two. Then Amy sat her glass down.
She knelt on the sofa, pulling David's hand. He moved to join her. Now they were facing each other. He made the first move, taking her in his arms and kissing her passionately. His hand slipped into her open shirt and grasped her breast. I heard her moan.
They kissed for a long time before Amy pulled away. She said, "I want to suck your cock again."
David's face broke into a huge smile. He lay back on the sofa and Amy knelt. She slowly pulled his zipper down and took out his large cock.
"You have a beautiful cock," she said.
"Thanks," he answered self-consciously.
I watched as she leaned over and began to lick it. As she did she turned so she was facing one of the cameras. I had a perfect view of her licking his cock. A huge bubble of clear juice formed at the tip and began a slow journey down the side and across her fingers.
She seemed to be staring directly at me. I took my cock out of my shorts and slowly stroked it. Amy worked on his cock for a long time. I wasn't sure if she was going to suck him off or not. But I knew that if she kept sucking him he would not be able to last. I learned later that she did want to make him climax in order to insure that he would not go off prematurely later. She was sure that at his age he would have no problem fucking her several more times.
I saw David's hips began to move up and down as his excitement grew. I could hear Amy moaning in excitement now.
"If you keep that up I am going to cum," David warned.
"Yes, I want you to cum in my mouth," she said, and went back to licking his cock.
David moaned louder and lifted his hips. Amy had his cock in her mouth and was stroking it with both hands. David froze and let out a long groan of pleasure. I saw Amy's eyes open wide and her cheeks balloon. I knew he was shooting his cum into her mouth. The quantity apparently surprised her. I could see her swallowing but still a long string of juice squeezed from the corner of her lips.
She was drinking David's cum again ... she was swallowing all of it. This was the only man, other than me, that she had sucked off in at least twelve years or more. I was pretty sure it would not be the last. I had to take my hand from my cock as I watched her finish drinking his cum and then lick her fingers. She made a show of it ... for my benefit I was certain. In fact she even angled her diamond ring toward the camera so that I could see David's sticky cum smeared across the sparkling gem. I moaned loudly. She is such an incredible tease, I thought.
Amy lay with her head on David's thigh for some time. She toyed with his cock, gently stroking it slowly. Each time a dribble of what remained of his cum slipped out she would lick it up, always looking at the main camera as she did.
When she finally stood up and reached for David's hand I felt a tremor go through me. A moment later they were out of camera range and headed for the bedroom. I waited a few moments before I turned on the cameras in the guest bedroom. Amy and David came in. Somewhere they had both lost their clothes. Amy led David over to the bed and had him lay down. She got on her knees and began to suck his rapidly growing cock again. It only took a few moments before he was rock hard. Ah the beauty of youth, I thought.
When he was throbbing Amy straddled him. She reached between her legs and placed the head of his cock at her dripping hole. She paused there ... whether it was indecision or just teasing me I am not sure. I zoomed in on the point where his cock met her pussy. Her juices were literally dripping onto the head. I could see the veins in his cock pulsing in anticipation of what was to come. The head looked huge ... almost too big to fit into her little hole.
I was trembling again. This is it, I said to myself. There is no turning back. I watched Amy began to lower herself. She moved very slowly, taking him in inch by inch. She later told me that she had to go slow because he was so big. I believed that.
My heart was pounding as I saw his long and fat cock disappear into my wife's pussy ... the pussy that had been only mine for the last ten plus years. I had a feeling it would never be mine alone again and that saddened and excited me.
"Take it all," I heard myself say in the otherwise silent room. Another inch and then another disappeared. I could now hear both of them moaning. When there was only two inches left she paused. I figured that was all she could take. A second later I saw her push down hard and heard her scream in pleasure as she took his entire length of his cock into her pussy.
There it was, the deed had been done, my wife had another man's cock in her pussy. I was surprised that she had been able to take it all. He was at least three inches deeper in her than I had ever been and she had taken it with little effort. Another man was touching places in my wife that I had never been. A wave of jealously swept over me, but I forced it out of my mind ... I wanted this. My head was spinning with conflicting thoughts. Yet excitement was rapidly winning out.
After a few long moments Amy lifted up slowly ... as slowly as she had gone down. The movement was accompanied by a low moan from her lips. I watched as inch after inch now exited her pussy. I could see how excited Amy was as his cock was covered in her juices. She paused I saw her shutter and wondered if a small climax had rippled through her. Then she moved back down, and took it all again, this time twice as fast as the first time. Then up and down again.
Now she was fucking him, bouncing on his cock, her thighs slapping on his and the sound echoing throughout the room.
"Oh yes, oh yes," she moaned with each up and down movement. She was really going at it. The room was filled with their moans and the slapping sounds of flesh on flesh. I flipped the camera to the one I had placed behind the mirror over the bed so I could see her face. It was a mask of unbridled lust. I had never seen such a lustful look on her face. I had also never seen her look more beautiful ... pure woman, pure animal lust.
I saw the signs of climax ... the way she moves her head, the position of her mouth, the hooding of her eyes, the flush on her chest, her rock hard nipples ... I knew it all well. Then she was shaking all over and screaming in pleasure. Her body moved up and down rapidly, her breasts flopping with her frantic action. She was climaxing very hard. I wondered if I had ever seen her climax that hard or for that long ... I didn't think so. It was exciting and heart wrenching at the same time.
I could not tell when Amy's first climax ended or the next began. It seemed she was climaxing continuously. David was moaning in pleasure at the same time. I knew from experience that Amy's tight pussy was clinching on his cock. It must have felt like a velvet vise because of his size. When Amy's first series of climax ended she fell forward pressing her chest to David's. When she caught her breath she said, "God that was amazing."
David didn't answer. A moment later Amy dismounted his throbbing cock. She turned until she was facing away and climbed on again. I watched as she fitted his cock to her very wet pussy and slid down, taking him in much more quickly than the first time. It hadn't taken her pussy long to adjust to his large cock.
Amy stared at the camera and smiled at me. She mouthed the words "I love you". I swear I almost climaxed.
I slowly stroked my cock as I watched Amy begin to move up and down on David's cock again. She continued to stare directly at the camera as she moved on his cock. I watched the long shaft come almost all the way out of her pussy and then go back it. It amazed me that she could take the entire thing. But she seemed to have no trouble with it. She climaxed several more times before David warned that he was going to cum. She moved faster.



I watched his balls tighten and then his cock began to throb. I could see the contractions and pulsing of his cock and knew that he was shooting cum into my wife. Each expansion of his cock meant another gush of cum was shooting into her. Now it was complete ... my wife had fucked another man and had taken a load of cum into her pussy; an unprotected pussy. I zoomed in and saw his juices seeping out of her opening, trailing down the shaft and across his balls. I closed my eyes, trying to think of something else ... baseball, football, whatever ... so that I wouldn't lose my load at that very moment.
After Amy and David had rested, Amy began to play with his cock again. She leaned over and took it into her mouth, sucking him until he was hard again. She rolled over and allowed David to get on top between her legs. I watched as he fucked her in the missionary position for a long time. She climaxed multiple times before he pushed in deep and bellowed that he was climaxing again. Afterward the two lay silently on the bed, David on top of Amy, his cock slowly shrinking until is slipped out of her pussy.
It was an hour later when I saw movement on the bed.
"You know the way out. I'm too exhausted to get up," Amy said. He leaned over and kissed her goodbye.
"Give me a call when you are coming back home for break," she said before he left the room.
"I will," he said with a big smile.
He put on his clothes and I followed him via the camera until he left the house. On weak knees I walked down the hall and toward the guest bedroom. I hesitated at the door. I didn't really know what I was going to find. Was Amy asleep, was she laying awake waiting for me, had she gotten up and gone into the bathroom? My heart was pounding as I opened the door.
I stopped in my tracks. What greeted me was a picture of a well fucked wife. She was lying on the bed with her legs spread a sly smile on her face, but there was also what I would describe as lustful look of love and it was directed at me. The results of their love making was still running from well fucked hole.
She smiled at me and opened her arms. I climbed between her legs and she took my cock in her hand. I twisted to the side so I was lying on my hip. I lifted her leg so I had a clear path to her pussy.
"Did you like watching me being fucked?"
"Yes," I said, almost trembling in anticipation.
"Do you want to use one of your climaxes now?"
"Yes," I answered almost breathless.
"Maybe we should wait until tomorrow ... I'm kind of tired," she teased.
"Oh God, I need to fuck you now."
"Okay, since you have been a good boy." With that she pulled my cock to her pussy, rubbing it up and down between the juicy lips. The she placed the head at her opening.
"Fuck me," she said.
I moaned loudly as I slid my cock into her juicy pussy. It slipped in quickly and easily. David had stretched her opening, but it still felt tight. I went in as deeply as possible before pulling back out. I stared at her gorgeous eyes as I began to move.
"I love you," she said.
"I love you," I returned as my movements became faster. Soon I was pumping in and out of her rapidly. I could feel her squeezing her sphincter muscles around my moving cock. She was warm, tight, and wet. I watched her close her eyes and begin to tremble. She was climaxing again. It was a little one but I felt the contractions on my over stimulated cock.
"I'm going to cum," I gasped. I pushed all the way inside and began to squirt my juice into her well used pussy. It seemed to go on for a long time before my balls were empty. I fell back, my rapidly shrinking cock slipping from her opening with an audible sound. As I snuggled up behind her naked body she murmured and pushed her ass against me. I wrapped my arm across her and grasped her breast as we fell asleep.
Chapter 8
I awoke the following morning to a kiss. When I opened my eyes I saw Amy leaning over the bed. She had a tray in her hands with breakfast on it.
"Good morning, lover," she said.
"Good morning," I said, rubbing my eyes and sitting up. "To what do I owe breakfast in bed?"
"No reason ... just that I love you," she answered.
"Okay, what do you want me to do," I said with a smile.
"No, really, I should be able to fix my wonderful hubby breakfast in bed if I want without him being suspicious of my motives," she said with a smile. She placed the tray on me and then sat on the bed.
"Yeah and this is the first time in ten years."
"Never too late to do something nice for the one you love," Amy said and stuffed a piece of toast into my mouth to shut me up.
I took it out and said, "If I remember correctly you were loving someone else yesterday." I picked up a cup of steaming coffee from the tray and took a sip.
"No, I was 'fucking' someone else, not loving, and that is very different."
I smiled. "It is," I agreed.
"I did enjoy it, however, maybe a little too much," she said.
"How so?" I asked.
"I don't know, I guess I am feeling a little guilty."
"I suppose I can understand that. But there is no need to. I got as much pleasure out of it as you ... maybe more."
"It could not have been more," she said, picking up a piece of toast and taking a bite. She looked at me. "You are a wonderful husband."
"Ah shucks, ma'am," I said in my best John Wayne drawl.
"Seriously. How many guys would let their wives do what you have let me do?"
"A few I suppose."
"Very few," she said and paused. There was something on her mind. Then she said, "I feel like I have been mean to you."
"Mean? You could never be mean to me. How have you been mean?" I said truly confused.
"Well, with the restricting your climaxes and such."
"Oh, that. I don't think that is mean. I like the new, more assertive you."
"Really?" she said, with a look of disbelief.
"Yes," I said, putting the tray aside and taking her into my arms. "You are not doing anything I don't want you to do. One of the reasons ... other than for my own pleasure ... that I want you to be with other guys is because I think you, actually we, need it. Things were getting stale, as happens in so many marriages, and I don't want that to happen again. I also don't want you to stray. I know you said you never would, and I believe you, but that might make you very unhappy eventually. I know how sexual you are and I know I could never keep up with you."
"But I don't have to restrict your pleasure," she said as tears formed in her eyes.
"True, but that was probably the best thing you did for our marriage."
Amy sniffled and looked up at me, "How can that be?"
"As I said to you the other day, it has made me more attentive and really boosted my desire. I told you I feel like a teenager again, and I think that is the reason. I read once that masturbation is the great destroyer of intimacy and I think it could be true ... not that I was masturbating a lot, but even occasionally it can hurt I think. Now all my sexual desires are focused on you. So, yes I like it. Now, I wouldn't want to go for months without sexual release ... but I know how to prevent that. So, I am okay with you making the sexual rules and keeping me in line. It is very sexually stimulating to me."
Amy stared at me. Then she smiled and wiped her eyes. "I just don't want to be mean to you, ever."
"Sometimes I think a little meanness is exciting. I will let you know if I think you are being too mean to me, okay?"
She nodded.
I said, "We have always been pretty equal in most aspects of our marriage, and that should continue. Sexually, I like the idea of you taking the lead. On the other hand, I don't want you to take over accounting and budgeting."
"Really, and I wanted to do that so bad," she joked as she wiped her eyes again
"Too bad. That stuff is mine and it really turns me on," I said and laughed.
Amy laughed and hugged me and we were quiet for a while. "So what do we do now? With David gone back to college, and all."
"Ah, there is the sweet slut I know and love," I laughed. "Actually I was thinking about that. There is a guy, a client from New York, who is coming into town. He is a nice guy, good looking, about thirty, and an important client to the firm. I was supposed to take him to the ball game and then out to dinner when he arrives in town this Friday. If you agree I will make up some excuse at the last minute ... like having to go out of town and tell him I am really sorry. I know he is really looking forward to the game. I will suggest that you could go to the game with him and then to dinner. He is recently divorced and still licking his wounds, I think."
"Hmmm, sounds interesting. I suppose I like baseball enough to do that. Then I would bring him back here for some fun," she said thoughtfully.
"Well, only if you two hit it off. It might turn out to be a dud. But it might be the safest way to find another lover for you. He leaves to go back to New York Saturday, so it would have to happen Friday night. If it works out he could be a good out-of-town lover for you."
"How do you know he will like me?" she said.
I looked at her like she had two heads. "Trust me, he will like you. And I think you will like him. He is a very good dresser, sophisticated, and is what you would call a ladies man, and maybe a little stuck on himself."
"Okay," she said.
"Good," I said and pulled her to me for a long kiss. When I reached for her breast she pushed my hand away.
"You have gotten off twice this week already. You are going to have to wait until Sunday."
"Sunday? You are being mean," I whined.
"Those are the rules buster," she returned.
I smiled.
Ryan Chambers walked into my office Friday morning after arriving at the airport earlier, with his "Hollywood" smile.
"Jim, great to see you," he said, holding out his hand to me.
"Ryan, glad you could make it," I said shaking his hand.
"It is a quick trip. I've got to be back home Saturday afternoon. But I wanted to sign the deal with GX Manufacturing as soon as possible."
"I don't suppose it had anything to do with the Yankees being in town?" I teased.
"Of course not," he said with a big smile.
"Well, I have the papers right here," I said bringing out a stack of papers. "Your attorneys have blessed it so all you have to do is sign."
"Then we can watch my Yankees beat the pants off your guys," he said.
"About that," I said. "I am afraid I have to fly to Huston this afternoon."
He looked sad. "Oh, really? I was looking forward to taking your money."
"Don't worry; I have a better offer for you. I asked my wife if she minded escorting you to the game and then dinner and she said she would love to," I said.
"Is that the gorgeous doll in the photo right there?" he said pointing to a picture of Amy and me on a beach in Hawaii.
"That is she," I said.
"And you are going to allow her to go out on a date me," he said, showing his best movie star smile. His teeth almost sparkled.
"It is not a date. But she can handle herself ... has a black belt in karate, so I would be careful if I were you."
"Hey, I don't need violence to get the panties off of ladies," he returned.
I thought, but did not say, she might not have panties on. "I am sure of that," I said. "You can pick her up at my place at two, she will be waiting. Here are the directions." I stood up and said, "You can look over the papers at my desk and leave them with my secretary after you put your John Hancock at the places designated. I have to run or I'm going to miss my plane."
Ryan shook my hand and I hurried out of the office.
I was sitting on the sofa when Amy came down wearing a pair of nice slacks and a relatively modest top. She looked great as always.
"Do I look okay?" she asked.
"Perfect for the ballgame, but I would think something a little sexier for dinner. I have reservations at Giovanni's at eight."
"Don't worry, I have an outfit all planned for tonight. He will be drooling."
"Based on what I know of Ryan, you will be drooling when you see him." Ryan had always made jokes about the size of his equipment. A lot of guys do that so I wasn't sure if he was just bragging. We would both find out soon.
"Promises, promises," she said.
"I'll make myself scarce until he picks you up. Give me a call when you are coming home to change and I will make sure I stay upstairs. I kissed her and held her tight for a moment. "I love you. Have fun."
"I will, thanks. I love you too," she said.
I busied myself around the house after Ryan picked her up. I waited for her phone call to let me know she was on her way home. She called about six thirty and said she would be home soon. I waited about a half hour and turned on the living room cameras. A few minutes later Amy arrived home with Ryan. She led him into the living room and made him a drink. They sat and chatted a while before she said she had to get dressed. She left him and came upstairs.
I met her in the bedroom. "So, how did the ballgame go?"
"Great. He is everything you said he was. Handsome, a little arrogant, but so far, quite a gentleman."
"So you think he is a good candidate?"
"Absolutely. He hasn't made any advances ... yet, but I know he likes me." Amy looked a little flush.
I smiled. "Good. Again, give me a call when you are on your way home."
"I will. You want to help me get ready?"
"Sure," I said with a big smile.
She took my hand and led me into the bathroom. I stripped off her clothes, slowly revealing her gorgeous body. Then I ran her a hot bath and poured in bubble bath. She moaned when she slid into the warm water. She leaned back and I knelt next to the tub. I picked up a large sponge and began washing her breasts.
"Mmmm, that feels nice."
I lifted each leg and washed it and then had her lean forward so I could do her back. When I was done I had her stand. I patted her smooth shaven pubic mound and then leaned forward and gently kissed it. As I watched she shaved her legs. I dried her with a large fluffy towel and then wrapped her in it. I pulled her warm body to me and kissed her lovingly.
"I have a yellow dress hanging in the closet for tonight; get it out for me please. There should be some black shoes lying there too. I'll do my makeup."
"What about underwear?"
"None needed," she said and smiled.
"Sweet," I said as I left the bathroom.
When Amy had finished her makeup she came out. She put on her earrings, necklace, and then her dress. I tied the top of the dress around her neck. Then she stood back and twirled around. The dress looked gorgeous on her. It was shear yellow and if the light was just right you could see through it. The top barely covered her large areoles and I could see the darkness through the material. The yellow dress went really well with her red hair and green eyes. She was gorgeous as always.
"Like it?"
"Love it and so will Ryan. Only you might not get out of the living room before he attacks you."
"Well I had better because I am starved," she said.
I kissed her passionately, messing up her lipstick. She didn't mind and repaired it before blowing me a kiss and heading downstairs. I slipped to the window to see Ryan leading Amy to his car. I was not entirely surprised that he had apparently rented some kind of antique luxury car. It even had the steering wheel on the right side, which I wasn't entire sure was legal. He was so full of himself, I thought. He hurried around to the passenger door and opened it for Amy. I could not see exactly what he was seeing, but I was imagining that when she slipped into the car she opened her legs allowing him to see that she did not have panties on.
Chapter 9
It was after ten when I received a call from Amy telling me that she would be home soon. About a half hour later I heard her coming into the house. I heard her giggling and Ryan's voice. I flipped on the cameras in time to see her enter the living room. As she walked in Ryan grabbed her and pulled her to him. He kissed her neck his hand came up and slipped under the top of her dress to grasp her breast. She moaned and held his head to the nape of her neck.
Then I watched as his hand moved down and to the hem of her dress. He slowly pulled it up revealing her already dripping pussy. Amy spun in his arms and they kissed passionately. As they did Ryan pulled the back of her dress up and began to fondle her ass cheeks. Things were moving very quickly and had obviously started earlier in the car. Amy pulled away breathlessly. She reached up and began to unbutton his shirt. Then she stripped his shirt off. It was obvious that he was in great shape. I watched slowly slip to her knees. She reached for the tent in his pants and I heard her gasp. She looked up at him in surprise as she squeezed the huge tent in his slacks. A moment later she was anxiously fumbling with his belt and zipper. She pulled his pants and underwear down.
We both gasped at the same time. Ryan's cock was absolutely huge. I had never seen one so large, even in porn movies. He quickly kicked off his shoes and pants as Amy focused on his huge cock. She grasped it with both hands and there was still plenty left over. Her eyes were wide with amazement as she stared at the huge head.
She looked at the camera and raised her eyebrows as she stroked him. As I watched she tried to take it into her mouth. She could only get the head in. His cock was not only long, it was amazingly thick.
I watched her suck and lick the swollen head for quite some time. He seemed to have the ability to hold off climaxing indefinitely. I was guessing that he wanted to put it in Amy, and I was correct.
"Can I fuck you?" he asked.
"Yes," she said breathlessly.
"There aren't any rubbers big enough for my cock," he said, more as a question than a statement.
"That's okay," Amy answered "I want to feel that big cock in me without anything between us." She stood and slowly stripped off her dress, dropping it to the floor. Then she had Ryan lay on the sofa and she crawled between his legs and took his cock in her hand. Her fingers could not touch around his cock.
"It's going to take a while to get this in me," she said, stroking his cock and looking at him. She caressed his balls, lifting them gently in her hand as if trying to determine how much cum he had.
"Take your time," he said with a smile, "I have all night."
Amy bent and took the head into her mouth again. She sucked it for a long time. She licked the head, leaving her glistening saliva behind. She ran her tongue up and down the shaft, making it very wet. I was sure she was a little worried about taking such a huge cock in her pussy. I could tell that she was trying to get it as wet as possible.
"I want this cock," she whispered, almost as if were trying to convince herself that she could take him. She moved up and straddled him. Then she let Ryan rub huge head of his cock back and forth between her wet lips. When the head was covered with her juices she placed her pussy at the head and pressed downward slightly. She said later that it felt a lot like a doorknob. She pushed downward harder and I could see her lips stretching. "Ohhhh," she gasped as the head began to slip inside. It took a full minute before the muscles of her sphincter let the plumb sized head breach her opening. "Oh my God," she gasped. "It's so huge."
She remained still, allowing her pussy to get used to the massive head. Once the head was inside, which was the widest part, the rest would not be as hard. Gradually she allowed her weight to force her downward, taking an inch more. She paused again and waited, then she moved again, taking another inch, and then another. She was breathing heavily now and little beads of sweat appeared on her forehead. In spite of the stretching of her pussy it was obvious that she was still very excited. I knew she was taking it as a challenge to get it all inside now. She was going to have it all I was certain.



I couldn't believe that she had taken as much as she had already. The lips were incredibly stretched. In the back of my mind I was a little worried that she would never be the same, but I took solace from the fact that babies were much larger and women's pussies recovered from that. I chuckled thinking that Amy was probably feeling like she was giving birth.
Inch by inch the huge cock went into my gorgeous wife's pussy. There were about three inches left when she paused. She laid her head on Ryan's chest and caught her breath. A few moments later she sat up, with a determined look on her face. Her face scrunched up as she pushed down hard. "Ahhhhh!!!" she gasped as the final couple of inches went inside her. To my utter amazement she had it all inside her.
Her juices were literally running down his balls. I had thought it was amazing when she took David's cock but this was longer and much wider.
"God, it feels like a baseball bat in my pussy."
"There are not many women that can take my entire cock. I've been turned down by more woman than you can imagine."
"I can believe that," Amy said breathlessly. A few moments later she whispered, "It's starting to feel good now. I think I could cum by just sitting here and not moving."
"Cum all you want. Take your time, I love the feeling of your tight pussy wrapped around my cock. Your husband is a lucky man. I hope he knows that."
"He does and I am just as lucky to have him."
Incredibly I felt my heart flutter with love at hearing her words. I was watching my wife fuck another man and my heart was swelling with love for her ... amazing.
Amy began to move just a little. "Ohhhh!!!" she gasped as his cock slipped out by a couple inches. But then she paused and went back down again. "Oh fuck," she gasped and I saw her convulsing. She was climaxing. I could see more of her juices running down Ryan's shaft. She was still moaning when she started to move again. This time she lifted higher and slammed her hips back down. She was still in the grip of a strong climax as she did this. She began to move faster and faster and higher and higher. She took his entire cock with each downward plunge.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God," she gasped, climaxing continuously now.
I watched as her juices started splattering Ryan's balls and all over his thighs. It was sticking to her ass cheeks as she lifted up. It was a truly an amazing sight.
Amy collapsed onto Ryan's chest again. She had finally exhausted herself on his cock ... but only for a few minutes. Ryan waited a respectable time before he lifted her off of his cock.
"Now I want to fuck you," he said.
"Be gentle," she almost begged.
"I will be, but I think you are going to want me to fuck you hard."
Amy smiled because she knew she would want it hard.
He had her get her on her hands and knees on the sofa. He stood behind her and placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy. He slowly pushed it inside her. Her pussy was so wet now that it slipped in relatively easily. Then he started to fuck her. He moved in and out rapidly. I don't think I have ever seen Amy look so consumed with lust. The pleasure on her face was worth any price I had to pay.
After a few minutes he flipped her over until she was on her back. Then he slipped between her legs and pushed into her again. Amy groaned long and loud as he forced his cock as deeply as it would go with the first thrust.
Amy closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths. "Fuck me," she said, "Fuck me hard.
Ryan smiled as he pulled out and pushed back inside rapidly, which brought a moan of pleasure from both of them. In a few seconds he was moving in and out rapidly. Her legs were now wrapped around his waist and her arms were around his neck. She was letting him do all the work and she was enjoying the ride. Her hips began to lift up to meet his thrusts, causing the room to fill with the now familiar slapping sound of flesh against flesh. The sound echoed from the walls and was joined by a squishing sound as Amy's juices saturated his cock. Amy was climaxing again, or maybe it was one continuous climax.
"Oh baby I'm going to cum in a minute."
"Yes, yes, cum in me please," Amy moaned.
Ryan thrust into her deeply and screamed, "Ohhhhhh ... yessss!!!"
"Ahhhhh!!!" Amy screamed, joining him in pleasure.
Finally Ryan collapsed to his side, bringing Amy with him. His cock was still in her pussy; almost as if it was stuck there. Then as his cock shrank Amy's pussy begrudgingly let it go. His copious juices followed the head of the cock. Amy stood on weak knees. "Let me clean up and I will get us something to drink," she said.
"Great," Ryan said.
Then I heard him say something to her that I didn't catch. She said, "I'm not sure. Let me think about it."
I wondered what he had asked her. Amy disappeared from the screen and a moment later she slipped into my room. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She walked over and stood in front of me. I could see that the combined juices had begun to run down her thighs. She leaned over and kissed me and whispered, "I love you."
"I love you too," I returned.
She said, "Ryan wants to know if he can stay the night."
"Oh," I said, not expecting that. Then I said, "What do you think?"
Amy bit her lip and said almost in a whisper, "Yes. We can use the guest room."
"Okay. I will slip into our bedroom after you go back downstairs."
"But you won't be able to watch," she said.
"I can leave the recorder running."
A broad smile crossed her face. "Okay. I will try to leave the light on so it will be clear. You are wonderful."
I stood up and took her in my arms and kissed her passionately. My hand slipped between her legs and I pushed a finger into her sloppy pussy. "Gee, you are quite stretched and very juicy."
"I know, just imagine what it will be like by tomorrow morning."
I smiled. "That is hard to imagine. Have fun," I said.
"Thanks," she said and hurried out of the room and down the hall to the bathroom.
This was a new and unexpected development. I never really thought of her spending the night with a lover, a least not this soon. Like always, I felt the old familiar jealously merging with my excitement. It wasn't like she was going to meet a guy at a hotel ... although that had some appeal to me as well and might happen if we continued on this track.
End of Part I
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Chapter 1
I had a restless nights sleep. In the morning I was lying awake when I heard the door open. Amy glided into the room and crawled into bed.
"He's gone," she said with a long sigh.
"Did you have fun?" I said as I pulled her to me.
"It was incredible. I don't know how many times we fucked. He could go on forever I think. I don't even know how many times I climaxed ... maybe a thousand."
I reached over and ran my hand up her thigh. "Oh wow," I said when I felt how wet her thighs were.
"He cums in buckets," she said. "He came in me five times."
I kissed her passionately as I began to finger fuck her.
"I'm a little sore down there," she said.
"So I guess you are not going to let me fuck you now?" Which I said for two reasons. I did want to fuck her, but I also wanted to see how she was going to react since I had already gotten off twice earlier in the week. Incredible as it seems I hoped she would say no. As much as I wanted to fuck her, I also wanted her to stay strong. I wanted to see if she was going to give in.
"Well, I guess I could let you because I am sure you would climax very quickly, but you know the rules. Tomorrow is a new week. If you climax today you lose your second climax later in the week."
That sent a chill down my spine. "I lose one of my climaxes because I decide to fuck you one day early?"
"Yes, there has to be consequences if you want to bend the rules," she said with a sweet but sympathetic smile on her face.
Of course my cock was already hard. I thought for a moment as if I was trying to decide. Incredibly it was I actually wanted to hear. "Okay, I'll wait until tomorrow."
She smiled and kissed me. "Now I need to get a little sleep."
"Aren't you going to shower?" I asked.
"No, I will when I get up."
I was surprised and excited that she was going to go to sleep with Ryan's sperm running from her pussy.
"Alright, but I am not sleeping in the wet spot tonight."
Amy laughed and said, "I'll change the sheets when I get up."
"Okay. I'll fix lunch and bring it up about noon," I said.
"Thanks," she said before she turned over and went to sleep.
Later that evening Amy and I were chatting over dinner. She told me more about her session with Ryan ... the things I had not seen or heard. She told me something that totally surprised me. She said that she thought Ryan knew that I was aware that he and she were going to have sex.
"How could he know that?" I asked.
"He is a smart guy. He knows that you think he is a ladies man and because of his big ego he believes that no sane husband would let his wife to go out with him, unless they wanted their wife to get fucked. I think he is correct there."
"What did he actually say that makes you think that he knows?" I asked.
"He asked me if you and I have an open relationship," she said.
"How did you answer that?"
Amy said, "I wasn't prepared for that question so I started stuttering. I said something like, 'That is our business'. My face turned red too. He just smiled."
"Interesting. I am going to have to be more careful in the future," I said.
"It is probably not bad if he knows because it gives us more freedom with him."
"I suppose that is true."
"He asked if he could see me when he comes back in a month. I said yes," Amy said.
"Okay," I said a bit hesitantly. I'm not sure why I was hesitant. Maybe it was the size of his cock I was worried about. "So what did you think of his huge cock? I have never seen one that large."
"Me either. After I got used to it I liked it a lot," she said. "But in truth, I like one I can get into my mouth. It wasn't that easy to even get it in my pussy. He is really too big. It is fun to fuck him, but I would not want a steady diet."
Interesting, I thought, but did not say.
Then Amy changed the subject. She said that Lisa, her intern, was coming over on Monday. They had work to do first and then would retire to the bedroom. The interesting thing was that she said that Amy was excited that I knew about the two of them.
"Really?" I said.
"Yes. She even said that she wouldn't mind if you watched us. She is quite an exhibitionist."
My eyes opened wide and a broad smile crossed my face. "Would that be okay with you?"
"I have to think about it, but maybe."
I smiled again.
"It's almost 10. Amy should be here soon," I said to Amy who was getting dressed.
"Yes," she answered from inside the bathroom.
When she came out she was dressed in a slinky dress that revealed more than it covered.
"Wow," I said, "That is really sexy. I don't think I've ever seen it before."
"I've been saving it for a special occasion."
"So this is special?" I asked.
"Of course. It will be the first time you have watched me have sex with someone while you are right there, in person."
"That is special," I answered.
"Okay, here are the rules for today. You are to be naked and will sit in the side chair in our bedroom. You can look, but you can't touch ... at least Lisa. I don't want you jerking off either. You can play with your dick if you want, but you cannot climax. I'm going to want that cock in me," she said.
"I can live with that." It seemed like a very good deal to me. But then again I would have agreed to anything at that point.
The doorbell rang.
"There she is. You get naked and in the chair. I will bring her up here after we have a drink. Lisa and I decided we are going to play first and work later."
I felt a chill of excitement rushing through me. This was going to be fun, I thought.
It was about twenty minutes later when Amy came into the bedroom with Lisa close behind. I could see that they had started already as both of their faces were flush. Amy was wearing a short white summer dress that hugged her curves to the point that I could see her pieced nipples under the bodice. My cock, which was already hard, throbbed and a bubble of juice appeared at the slit.
"Lisa, this is my husband, James," Amy said.
"Hello, Mr. Trainer," Lisa said.
Amy laughed and said, "You can call him James."
It was kind of strange, me sitting on a chair, totally naked and she was calling me Mr. Trainer like I was her father. I said a very self-conscious, "Hi."
I watched as Amy pulled Lisa into her arms and they kissed passionately. It wasn't their first kiss of the day for sure. Then Amy began to play with Lisa's breasts. After a long period of kissing Lisa pushed Amy onto the bed. There she pulled off her outfit and placed pillows under her hips. She stepped back and took off all her clothes. I was amazed again when I saw the rings in her tits and pussy. They fit what I knew about her. I took my now throbbing cock in my hand and stroked it slowly. I remembered Amy's warning and did not want to climax prematurely. I watched Lisa began to kiss down Amy's chest to her stomach. When she reached her pussy Amy began to moan in excitement.
She was finger fucking her as she licked her pussy. Amy was moaning and I knew that she would climax pretty quickly. She had been waiting for days to have her pussy eaten again by Lisa again.
"Mmmm, yes, yes, Lisa, eat my pussy," she gasped. She began lifting her hips. Her face showed pure pleasure. Then she started shaking all over and I knew she was climaxing.
Amy came hard but Lisa did not stop when her climax ended. She continued to suck her until she had climaxed three more times. I could only imagine what it felt like to have the stud in her tongue lapping her clit. It obviously felt very good.
My cock was throbbing like crazy as I sat stroking myself and watching. I wanted to get off badly, yet the agony of waiting was incredible as well. When Amy had recovered she switched places with Lisa, only this time Lisa straddled Amy's face. She turned and smiled at me as Amy began to eat her. Then she threw her head back in pleasure.
Amy was obviously a fast learner when it came to lesbian sex. She took to it like a duck to water. My cock throbbed as I watched my wife lick her pussy. She ran her tongue from the opening to the clit. Every time she touched the clit, Lisa moaned. She bucked her hips across my wife's face and I could see the juices she was leaving behind. Then she threw her head back and screamed as she climaxed strongly. Lisa climaxed several times before she dismounted Amy's face. They both collapsed on the bed and began kissing lovingly again.
They lay face to face whispering to each other for some minutes before Amy turned to me. She scooted over in the bed and crooked her finger at me. I stood up and walked almost shakily to the bed.
"I need a cock now," she said and opened her arms. Lisa smiled and arose from the bed. She took my place on the chair. I was surprisingly nervous at the prospect of performing in front of another woman. Yet it was also very exciting. I crawled onto the bed and between Amy's legs where she guided my cock into her very wet pussy. I moaned loudly as I slipped into her pussy until I was balls deep.
I saw Lisa spread her legs and drape them over the arms of the chair. She began to play with her pussy.
"Fuck me," Amy gasped.
I did. I tried to put on my best show. I pounded into my wife for some time, bringing Amy to multiple climaxes, before my crisis arrived. "I'm going to cum," I gasped.
"Yes, yes, cum in me."
I did, pumping a huge load into my wife's wonderful pussy. I collapsed onto the bed and closed my eyes as I caught my breath. Then before I realized it Lisa was kneeling on the bed between Amy's legs.
"Can't let a juicy pussy go to waste," she said as she bent her head and began to lick up our combined juices.
I felt my cock twitch with excitement, but it was too soon for me to get another erection. I watched as Lisa licked and sucked Amy's cum filled pussy.
Chapter 2
Amy and I were sitting on the deck watching the sun slowly drop from the sky. I had on my swim trunks and she was topless, with an ultra-tiny bikini bottom on, which did little to cover her fat pussy lips. I pulled her over to me and had her sit on my lap. "I love you," I whispered. She kissed me and said, "I love you too."
Amy said, "I had a meeting the other day with a young man who has a trust fund that his grandmother set up for him and his twin brother. He had to sign some papers in my office."
"And?" I said when Amy paused and gazed out over the water.
"Well, he is cute, young, and he made a pass at me."
"Interesting. Do you want to fuck him?" I asked.
"Maybe," she answered. "He is coming back to finalize the trust agreement on Wednesday. I might just fuck him in the office," she said and laughed.
"Wherever it is convenient," I answered jokingly. My cock had started to harden.
"Hmmm, I think you like the idea," Amy said as she squirmed her ass on my cock, making me fully hard.
"I do," I said, and then remembered that I had to fly out of town for the day on Wednesday morning. "I just remembered that I have to go out of town Wednesday."
"Oh," she said. "I supposed I could postpone it until Thursday."
I thought for a few moments and said, "No. Go ahead and meet with him."
"But you won't be there," she said with her prettiest pout.
"That's okay. I have been thinking about that. I do not always have to be there and, in fact, sooner or later I will not be able to be around to watch you with a lover."
Amy kissed me and held my cheeks in her hands. "I want you to participate in all this."
"I know. I have been thinking about the participation thing. I love it, but I think it might be fun if you did some things alone and told me about it later. For example, it would be fun if I took you to a hotel to meet a lover and then picked you up later."
"Really? That would excite you?"
"Yes, it would, as long as you told me everything in detail. I think sitting at home waiting for you would be incredibly exciting."
"If that is what you really want," she said as if she was making a great sacrifice. There was a broad smile on her face.
"It is."
"That deserves a little pleasure for you," she said as she slid from my lap and began to open my shorts.
"Will this be my second climax for the week?"
"Yes, of course. Therefore it will be your last. It is your choice, so if I get fucked on Wednesday you still cannot get off," she said as she had my cock out of pants and was licking it.
I thought for a moment and then said, "Okay."
With a smile Amy took my cock into her mouth and began to suck the head. It only took me a few minutes before I climaxed into her incredible mouth.
I looked at my watch for the tenth time. I couldn't believe I was on an airplane while my wife was home with a 19 year old young man who she was most likely going to fuck. Yet, I was excited as much as I would have been if I had been there, maybe more. I called Amy from the airplane before we took off and wished her luck. She said she loved me and I told her to have fun. It was one of the longest days of my life. I called her from the airport later after we landed and asked how things how things had gone and she said wonderfully. But she said I would have to wait until I got home to hear about it.
When I finally got home later that night she still made me wait until bedtime. We were in bed and naked when she told me about her afternoon with Jason. I was already hard, but I knew I was not allowed to climax, which was exciting, if very frustrating.
"Well he arrived at about ten, right after we hung up. I led him into my office and sat behind my desk and he sat in one of the chairs in front of my desk. We talked about the trust-fund documents I had prepared. After a while I got up and came around the desk and sat in the side chair in front of him, handing him the documents package. He thanked me and acted as if he were looking at the document. However, I knew that he was staring between my legs, which were spread in a very un-lady like fashion. Then we started talking a little more personal. I said something about him being very handsome and he actually blushed."
"What were you wearing," I asked.
"You remember that gray business suit with the really short skirt? It has a white blouse with no sleeves and is excessively low cut. I would never wear that outfit to an important business meeting, but I thought it was perfect for my meeting with Jason. I, of course, had forgotten to wear panties, so his eyes were as wide as saucers when he saw that."
"Then I boldly lifted my leg and placed it on the chair an inch from his crotch. I slowly slid it forward and began to rub his crotch with my foot."
"You are such a slut," I said with a smile.
"But a very sweet one," she returned.
"Always," I answered.
"I rubbed my foot over the bulge in his jeans for several minutes. Finally I took the folder from him and dropped to my knees. His eyes were still wide as I found his zipper and pulled it down. I tugged his cock from his pants. It was gorgeous. Not near as big as Ryan's, but it was long and smooth with a large crimson head. I licked the drooling head and then took it into my mouth. He moaned loudly. I didn't want him to cum in my mouth so I only sucked him for a few minutes. Then I opened my top and let my breasts fall out. I crawled onto his lap and pulled his head to my tit. He moaned again and sucked it like a baby. I had to have his cock inside me. I looked into his eyes and said, 'I want your cock in me'. I leaned over and kissed him passionately. I could feel his cock throbbing between us and I wanted it in me so much. With our lips still locked together I lifted up and placed his cock at my opening. It felt incredible as it slid into to me, all the way to the bottom. I felt the big head pressing on my cervix and knew I had him all. God, it felt so good. I pulled his head to my tit again and he sucked me as I began to move slowly up and down.
I fucked him hard for a long time. I was surprised at how long he held out. It lasted through three or four of my climaxes before he moaned that he was going to cum. He shot a huge load into my pussy and I collapsed onto him.
The poor kid was in a daze when he left the office. I told him to call me so we could follow up on the trust agreement. He reminded me that his twin brother was due to come in and pick up his agreement. I smiled and kissed him goodbye. Then like the slut I am I sat in my chair and put my feet up on the desk and masturbated, using his hot cream as a lubricant.
"Wow," I said. "You are an amazing woman."
"You are an amazing husband. But now it is time for you to eat my pussy," she said.
I shook my head and smiled as I wondered if she could ever get enough. I didn't think so.
Chapter 3
The sun streaming into our bedroom awakened me the following morning. I had a morning hard-on, which seemed to be a normal occurrence now. I rolled over and saw that Amy was still sleeping beside me. The light reflecting on her face gave her an almost angelic appearance. She was my angel, I thought as I stared at her for a long time. I reached over and moved a lock of hair from her face. She stirred but did not awaken. She was as beautiful in the morning as she was at night, maybe more.
I lay there thinking of how our lives and our relationship had changed in a few short weeks. I only had a tiny bit of doubt about the path we were on now. My fears always seem to manifest themselves in the morning hours. But then I thought about how our relationship had stalled and why we were doing this. We were heading in separate directions before and although Amy still denies that she would have strayed, I know it was a real possibility. There are too many marriages in which that happens. The fear of losing her before was far greater than now. To be sure, I knew there were still a lot of dangers in front of us, but based on how I felt about her right then, it more than compensated for those worries. I didn't think I could love her more than I did when we got married, but I now know that I can and do.
"What are you staring at," Amy said as she slowly opened her eyes and saw me staring at her.
"You, and how beautiful you are in the morning and how much I love you," I said as I removed another lock of hair from her face.
"I don't feel all that beautiful in the morning," she said.
"You just don't see yourself the way I do."
"If you say so," she said with a smile. Then she noticed that there was a tent in the sheet. "Is that a pistol under the sheet or are you just glad to see me?"
"Just glad to see you," I said and fell silent for a few moments.
"What are you thinking?" she asked reaching out, placing her hand on my face.
"About us."
"Is that a good thing?" she asked.
"It is a wonderful thing. I was thinking about how much I like the new you."
"I am glad. And I like the new you," she said and reached over and grasped my cock under the sheet. "This gets hard a lot more than it used to and sometimes seemingly for no reason.
"Mmmm," I moaned as she squeezed me. "Be careful or the pistol might fire."
"That would be a shame because you would lose two climaxes."
"Two?"
"It would be like you masturbating without permission. Plus you have to learn to control your impulses. Those are the rules."
She tried to look stern but I could see the slight uplift at the corners of her mouth. "You are a tough task master," I said.
"Just keeping you in line. I like it when you are excited and in need."
"Funny thing is that I like it too." A ripple of excitement when through me as she stroked my cock through the sheet. I sighed and grabbed her hand to stop her. "What if I ate you again, would that give me an extra climax."



"Nope. Eating me is standing operating procedure."
"Then how do I get extra climaxes?" I asked.
"I'm not sure you can," she said and giggled, stroking me again. "So you liked me being home alone and fucking Jason while you were on a business trip?" she said, changing the subject.
"I did. But I was a basket case all day. Several times I started to get hard and tried to stop thinking about you. But it was impossible," I said.
"Ahhh, poor baby, but I like you thinking about me all the time."
"I like it too, but not when I am in a meeting with a bunch of suits. If they only knew what I was thinking about ..." I said and trailed off.
"Maybe you should tell them," she said and laughed.
"I was thinking about that."
She looked at me with shock. "You were thinking about telling them about me at home fucking someone?"
"No, not telling THEM. I was thinking about the various guys you are going to be with knowing about me. We kind of discussed this before."
"I know, but do you want me to tell the twins?" she asked with a little shock.
"I'm not sure. It would make it easier if some of them knew, like Ryan, or any that you pick to have sex with on a regular basis."
"Gee, what would people think?" she asked, half in jest.
"I'm not sure I care. I mean, there is no real risk to us. We don't have family in the area and we both are independent in our careers. It's not like we could get fired. Hell, I could sell the business for a fortune and never have to work again. So there would never be a concern about money."
"That is true," she replied. "But you don't want to do that, right? I mean sell the business?"
"No, not now. I was just thinking about the risk of our new lifestyle to my business or yours. There isn't really any to speak of."
"That does give us a lot of freedom that others do not have." Then she added, "You are quite a philosopher this morning ... albeit one with an erection." She stroked me again and then leaned over and pushed the sheet down until my hard cock was free. Then she bent and began to gently lick me.
"Oh, shit," I gasped and she giggled.
She jerked on my cock and sucked me, but when I indicated that I was getting close to a climax she backed off. She did that for about ten or fifteen minutes until I was mad with desire. She said, "Are you sure you don't want to give up two climaxes for one right now ... you know a bird in the hand, if you pardon the expression," she said with devilish smile on her face.
"I ... I ... damn, this is driving me mad," I said.
"Yes or no."
I summonsed all my strength and said, "No."
"All right," she said and pulled the sheet back over my throbbing cock. Then she said, "I think I want my morning pussy eating now."
"It seems that I always lose in our debates. I knew I should never have married an attorney," I said and as I crawled under the sheets she laughed. She opened her legs as I moved onto my stomach between her thighs. I began to gently lick her surprisingly wet pussy. I suppose our discussion had an effect on her. She moaned as I worked my tongue into her opening. I felt her hands on my head directing me. She always tasted wonderful, even in the morning. But maybe that was just me.
"That's it, suck me, lick my pussy, sweetie. Suck your slut wife's pussy for her ... my little pussy slave."
I had to keep from rubbing my cock on the bed or risk climaxing as I licked her and listened to her words of encouragement. It didn't take her long to climax, but as usual, that was not enough. I kept at it until she had climaxed three or four times and pushed my head away. I came from under the sheets with a wet and smiling face.
"That was nice. We will have to do this every morning."
I knew she meant it.
Chapter 4
On Friday morning I was sitting at the breakfast table when Amy informed me that Jason and his brother Shawn were coming over together to pick up Shawn's trust package. I was a little surprised that she had not said anything about it the day before. I did notice that when I ate her pussy earlier that morning that it seemed to be even more wet than normal.
"So with Jason coming with his brother, does that mean you are going to fuck both of them?" I asked hopefully.
"Maybe. I am not entirely sure. I suspect that Jason has something like that in mind."
"How do you feel about fucking two guys at once?" I asked, feeling the excitement building already.
"How do you think I feel ... it would be quite a unique experience I think. How do you feel about me fucking two guys at once?"
"Nervous and excited," I answered and then said, "Are you going to let them fuck you in the ass and pussy at the same time if they want to?"
"I've never had it in the ass, so I am a virgin there. Would you mind if I gave my ass virginity to a stranger?" she said, looking at me with those gorgeous eyes over her cup of coffee.
"Will I get to fuck your ass at some point afterward?"
"If you are a good boy, yes," she said with a smile.
"Then I say, have fun."
Amy got up and came around the table and sat on my lap. My cock was already hard.
"You are one wonderful husband," she said.
"I know," I answered with a smile.
"I think I want to do something a little different today. When they arrive, I want you to be here and answer the door. Introduce yourself and then bring them to my office."
"Okay," I said excitedly.
"Then you can go to work. I will call you when they leave." I paused for a few moments thinking about the enormity of what she was suggesting. On one hand I desperately wanted to watch, but on the other I knew it would be just as exciting to be at work knowing that my wife was entertaining two men. Even if I didn't like it I knew I couldn't protest since I was the one who brought up allowing her to fuck men without me being home. Then I thought about the boys knowing I was letting my wife fuck them. What would they think when I invited them in? Would they suspect that I knew, or would they just think I was heading off to work? I decided that they would probably think I was just an innocent man and knew nothing of what they were doing.
Finally after a long pause I said, "Okay."
"All right I have to get ready," Amy said and kissed me quickly and got off my lap and headed upstairs.
I was still in the kitchen having my third cup of coffee when Amy came back down. "Oh my God," I said when I saw how she was dressed. "You are going to greet them wearing that," I said stupidly.
"Too conservative," she said with a big smile.
"You will get raped," I answered.
"Well I don't want to be raped, but I do want to be fucked," she said.
"You will definitely get fucked," I said as I got up and took her in my arms. I pulled her to me and kissed her. My hands slipped down her back and grabbed her ass, pulling her to my already hard cock. She reached down and squeezed it. "I suppose I can give you a bonus fuck when you get home ... free of charge."
I smiled. "Really?"
"Yeah, you have earned it. But only if I am not worn out. Which of course I hope I am, but again I always have enough left for your cock," she said. When I shook my head in wonder she added, "Remember you are the one that created this monster."
"And a gorgeous monster she is."
Amy hugged me again and said, "I was thinking, why don't we ... just the two of us ... go up to the lake for the weekend."
"Sounds like fun."
"No restrictions on sex or climaxes for you. We need some time together once in a while. Maybe we make it a once a month thing."
I smiled. "I like that. Now I know why I married you."
"For my money?" she asked.
"Nope, it has nothing to do with money. I have plenty of that. It has everything to do with a wonderful and sexy woman."
"I'm flattered," she answered with a smile and then kissed me passionately again.
I grabbed her ass again but suddenly the doorbell rang.
"They're here. Greet them and bring them to my office. Give me five minutes to fix my lipstick and such if you can," Amy said and hurried toward her office.
I looked at my watch nervously and waited until the bell rang a second time. I went to the door and saw two handsome young men standing there. "Hi. I'm James Trainer," I said and shook both hands before leading them into the living room. The two boys looked identical except Shawn had blonde hair which was long and wavy and Jason had dark hair. I assume one or the other colored their hair in order to be different.
"Would either of you care for a coffee." Both of them declined. I saw a disappointed glance between them and knew they were thinking that if I were home there was going to be no fun with Amy.
"I'm just leaving for work," I said. "Amy told me to bring you to her office." The frowns on their faces changed to smiles when they heard I was leaving.
I led them down the hall and to Amy's office. I tapped on the door and opened it, sticking my head in. "The McNeil boys are here." I held the door open so they could pass. "Have fun," I said and received a very strange look. I was still smiling as I pulled out of the garage, thinking, I wondered who was going to be raped. My money was on the boys.
It was a long day at work as I waited for Amy's call. As the hours ticked by I kept wondering what was happening. She had obviously been successful in her seduction or she would have called. I tried to busy myself by making phone calls to clients, but I gave that up when my mind kept wondering back to Amy and the boys. I was about ready to climb the walls when my cell rang. It was almost 4 P.M.
"Hi, Sweetie," Amy said.
"Hi. How did it go?" I asked without any preliminary chit chat.
"Wonderfully. It was amazing, come on home and I will tell you all about it."
"On my way," I said and hurried out of the office and drove home, trying not to get a speeding ticket. I almost ran into the house. I went to Amy's office but it was empty. I paused and saw something on the desk. I went over and picked it up and it was the panties she had been wearing when I left. The crotch was still soaked. I hurried upstairs and checked the guest bedroom, but she was not there. Finally I went to our bedroom. I stopped at the door and took a deep breath. When I opened it I stopped in my tracks.
Amy was lying on the bed, totally naked. The bed was a mess and the covers in disarray. Her hair was messed up and her face and body were flush. Her legs were spread and her pussy was a sloppy mess. The room smelled of sex. I was surprised that she brought the boys into our bed.
"Hi," she said, crooking her finger at me to join her on the bed.
I wasted no time and went over to the bed and sat down near her. Then I bent over and kissed her passionately, my tongue slipping into her willing mouth. I was breathless when I pulled away.
"Sorry about using our bed, but the guest room is a queen bed and this is a king. Three people need more room," she said.
"I don't mind. It is your decision. Tell me what happened."
"Get undressed first."
I hurried to comply. When I was naked I sat back down. My cock had been hard most of the day and was throbbing. Amy reached over and grabbed it.
"We are going to suspend the rule on how many times you can climax. I want you to fuck me after I tell you what happened. But let's not waste all of your climaxes today, we have the entire weekend."
I had a broad smile on my face. She could always surprise me. She seemed to know what I wanted and needed almost better than I knew myself. She opened her arms to me and I crawled into her embrace. I took her into the crook of my arm. I could feel her warm face on my chest and her breath tickled my nipple.
"I was sitting behind my desk, as you know, when you brought the boys to my office. As soon as the door was closed Jason said, "See I told you she was hot."
Shawn said, "Yeah, but not this hot ... she is smokin' man."
I smiled and invited the boys to sit down. "Now Shawn, we have some business to transact and after that ... well, after that we will see what comes up," I said, staring at Shawn's crotch. "It appeared he was already erect."
"I spent about a half hour going over the forms and had him sign them. I am pretty sure that he didn't hear a word I said, however. When I was finished I gave him his copy of the agreement and put mine away. I then walked around the desk and sat against it, between the two of them. I slowly unbuttoned my top and watched their eyes grow wide. 'I suppose Jason told you what happened the other day,' I said." I put my foot onto the chair between Shawn's legs.
He nodded and had a big smile on his face.
"And I bet you didn't believe him."
"He shook his head, but the smile did not leave his face. As I stood there, I reached under my skirt and pulled down my panties and tossed them to Shawn. He caught them and immediately bought them to his nose. 'Let's get the action started,' I said and slowly stripped off my blouse. When I was topless both Shawn and Jason stood up. Almost immediately I was a sandwich between them, with Shawn behind me and Jason in front. I suddenly had his cock in my hand and I could feel Shawn's cock pressing against my ass. Jason began to play with my tits."
I felt Jason pushing on my shoulders and I dropped to my knees. I took Jason's cock in my mouth and sucked him for a moment. Then I turned to Shawn and took his cock out. It was almost identical to Jason's but had a slight curve to it at the end. I sucked Shawn's cock and then went back to Jason's, still holding onto Shawn. James, I can't begin to tell you how exciting it was to have two cocks, one in my hand and the other in my mouth. And they were all mine."
Amy was running her hand up and down my cock. I had to reach down and stop her. I was way too excited for that.
"Anyway I told them to get naked and then I watched them strip. I was suddenly staring at two gorgeous naked boys/men. They were really beautiful. I struggled not to fuck them right there. I got hold of myself and had them follow me upstairs. With every step I felt either Shawn or Jason's hand on my ass. At one point Shawn stopped and we kissed, followed by a kiss from Jason. It took ten minutes to get upstairs. I paused at the guest room but then decided to use our bed because the bed is larger.
As soon as we were in the room I was sandwiched between the two men again. They stripped the few clothes I had on in record time. Naked now, both men were pressing their cocks to me ... one touching my pussy and the other in the crack of my ass. My knees almost buckled."
"Mmmm," I said as Amy began to stroke me slowly again and continued her story.
"Then we were all on the bed and I was on my knees. Jason's cock was in my face and Shawn's was touching my ass. I opened my mouth and took his gorgeous cock inside. I moaned as I felt Shawn slowly sliding his cock into me."
"It was amazing. Then sensation of having a cock sliding into my pussy as another slid into my mouth is almost indescribable. I think Shawn's cock is a little larger than Jason's, but it was hard to tell. They stared to fuck me hard. I swear I could almost feel their cock touching in my belly. I started climaxing almost immediately. They were incredible and fucked me through at least six climaxes before one of them said he was going to cum. I was in such a state that I didn't know which one it was until I felt cum gushing into my mouth. Then Shawn said he was going to cum and he added his juices to my pussy. I was filled at both ends."
"Oh fuck," I moaned, getting close to climax myself. But Amy slowed down the stroking. I moaned again in frustration.
Amy giggled and said, "Be patient I have more to tell you."
I sighed and tried to calm down.
"We rested for a while and I got us all a drink. Then the boys switched with Shawn laying on his back and me on my stomach with his cock inches from my hungry mouth. Shawn got over me from behind and slipped his cock into my more than ready pussy."
"This time it lasted a lot longer because the boys could hold out after climaxing so recently. I, on the other hand, was free to climax over and over ... and I did." Amy paused in her story and began to stroke me again.
"Be careful," I warned.
Amy laughed. "After they had climaxed again and I took Shawn's cum down my throat and Jason's cum in my pussy we rested for a while. Then when they had recovered, each of them fucked my pussy, one after the other. They obviously had no problem sharing a pussy and I think they had done it before, maybe more than once. And that is the whole story."
I looked at her with a funny look.
"What?" she asked.
"You didn't let them fuck you in the ass," I said.
She smiled. "No. I decided to save that for you. It will be special for us. I will give you my anal virginity this weekend. But the next time with Shawn and Jason I want one cock in my pussy and one in my ass."
"Is it because you wanted to give me your anal virginity or so that you could take a smaller cock the first time?"
She was quiet for a few moments and her face turned a little red. "Well ... I suppose that is part of the reason."
I laughed and hugged her. Now can I have my share of that pussy?" I asked, ready to explode.
"Yes. It might be a bit stretched, but it is all yours," she said, as she lay back on the bed and spread her legs.
"I won't last long," I warned.
She smiled. "That's okay, I just want to feel you squirt your cum into my pussy."
I moved between her legs and she placed my cock at her opening. I moaned as my cock slipped easily into her. I kissed her passionately as I began to move my hips. Predictably I didn't last long. As I pumped my cum into her stretched pussy she climaxed again. She is one amazing woman.
Chapter 5
Later that night, we traveled by car the 150 miles to a house we have on a lake. It is rustic on the outside, but we had modernized it on the inside and it is quite comfortable. We bought it for a great price and spent some money to get it into shape. We arrived late and stowed our supplies and went to bed. I don't know if Amy wanted to have sex, but I could have as I had been reliving her day with the boys. It became a moot point as she fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.
The following morning I awoke to the smell of bacon, eggs, and hot coffee. We sat at the table and chatted for a while before we went down to the lake and went out on our small boat. We fished for a few hours without catching much before we motored over to a small island and had a picnic lunch. As we lay on a blanket on the secluded beach Amy stripped off her suit and straddled me. We fucked out in the open with the golden sun and sea birds the only witnesses.
The following day, after I had sucked Amy to several climaxes, she flipped over onto her hands and knees. "Eat my ass and get it ready for your cock."
"Really? You are going to let me fuck your ass now?"
"Well, if you don't want too ..." she said as her voice trailed off.
"No, I want to. It is so exciting that I might not last long, however."
"That's okay. We can rest and you can fuck it again when you can hold out longer."
My cock, which was already hard, pulsed with excitement. I buried my face between her soft ass cheeks and found her puckered asshole with my tongue. Strangely I had never eaten her ass before. I am not sure why as I think back about it.
It is a very intimate act and more than a little exciting. I pushed my tongue into her tight hole and felt it pulse, almost as if it were trying to pull me into her. Her hole was tight and soft. I could feel her opening it for me, allowing me free access to her neither region. I knew she was getting her ass ready for what was to come. I wondered why we had never done this before. It was definitely going to be on our list from now on. I felt Amy trembling and I actually think she climaxed from having my tongue in her ass.



A few moments she said, "Fuck me in the ass. There is some lube on the night table."
My hand was actually shaking as I squirted lube on my cock and rubbed it in. Then I squeezed a large drop onto her asshole and used my finger to push it in. Amy moaned and I felt how tight her asshole really was. I wonder how my relatively modest sized cock would fit into her as her little hole looked so small. I placed my cock on her tiny rear hole and began to push forward.
I felt her asshole resisting the pressure of the head. Amy's eyes were closed tightly. I paused and said, "Are you okay?"
"Yes, keep going," she said breathlessly.
I pushed harder. Suddenly I felt her sphincter give and the head of my cock slipped inside. We moaned together. I felt Amy's hands slipped to the back of my thighs and she began to gently pull me closer. I let her lead and watched as my cock slowly slipped deeper and deeper into her asshole. It took about a minute before I felt my balls touching her and knew that my cock was all the way inside. I paused, breathing heavily.
Her asshole felt like elastic around my cock. I could feel her pulsing inside. My cock responded to each pulse with a throb. I felt Amy slowly lowering herself until she was prone on the bed. I followed her, keeping my cock deep in her ass. I was laying on Amy now, my lips close to her ear. "I love you," I whispered as we locked hands together.
"I love you too," she hissed between gasps of breath.
"Tell me when I can move," I said.
"Okay, just a minute, let me get used to you. It feels ... it feels wonderful."
"For me too. Why haven't we done this before?" I said, almost rhetorically.
"I don't know," she answered. Then she bucked her hips up to me.
I took that to mean that she was ready for me to move. I slowly pulled out and received a long moan from her. Then I moved back in, slowly, but faster then I had the first time.
"Yes, fuck me," she hissed.
I began to move, steadily at first, gradually increasing the speed until I was moving at a rapid tempo, as I would if I were fucking her pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God," she gasped.
I felt her asshole squeezing my cock and knew that she was climaxing. I weathered that storm. Fortunately we had fucked so much this weekend that I lasted longer than I normally would have. I fucked her for a long, long time, enjoying watching her face as she moved from one massive climax to another. She was gorgeous when she climaxed. I, on the other hand, am pretty ugly when I am climaxing.
Finally I felt the pressure building. "I'm going to cum," I whispered.
"Yes, yes, cum in my ass," she gasped.
I did, pumping both balls into her sweet rear hole. I collapsed into an exhausted heap a minute later.
We spent most of the rest of the day snuggled up on the porch swing talking about everything, and nothing. It was so sweet and the conversation was so comfortable that anyone hearing what we said would ever know how our relationship had evolved. It was such an amazing opportunity to reconnect without all the pressures of our lives back home. We rediscovered how much we loved, liked and needed each other.
Chapter 6
It had been a very exciting weekend. I had fucked Amy's ass twice more. I had grown to really enjoy the tightness of her tiny rear hole, and she climaxed several times with only her index finger stroking her swollen clit. I have to admit that I was really glad she let me be the first to fuck her ass. Now when let the boys fuck her in the ass I would know exactly what the guy was feeling. Surprisingly I also loved eating her asshole. It was so taboo that it made my cock hard even as I thought back about it as we drove home.
The boys were going to come over on Wednesday. Amy had called Shawn and told him she wanted to see him and his brother again. When she told him that I wanted to watch he didn't hesitate to say yes. Amy was surprised. He told her it wasn't the first time that they had been with a woman with the husband watching. That was a good thing as there would be no surprises for any of us.
I had eaten Amy twice on Monday and three times on Tuesday. She was incredibly excited about fucking the twins and her pussy was dripping before I ever touched it. She also had me lick her asshole several times until she climaxed. I did not climax, preferring to wait until after the boys had had their pleasure.
Even with the sexual activity on Monday and Tuesday the week seemed to drag by. On Wednesday I stayed home from work as the boys were due over at ten. Amy was as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof. It was one thing to fantasize about taking two cocks at once, but quite another to actually do it.
By the time the doorbell rang on Wednesday morning we were both climbing the walls. Amy was upstairs when I answered the door. Shawn and Jason had big smiles on their faces as I let them in. We sat in the living room and made small talk while waiting for Amy to come down. I offered them drinks but they declined saying it was too early. I found that I liked the boys. They were very wealthy, but didn't seem to flaunt it. The were down to earth and seemed to have a very close personal relationship. I suppose one would have to if they were going to fuck the same woman; one cock in the pussy and one in the ass. That necessitates a very close relationship.
When Amy finally came down, we all turned and looked. Our mouths dropped open when we saw what she was wearing. She had on a black corset that was sheer at the breasts, a tiny pair of black panties, also sheer, black stockings and black high heels. She paused on the steps and smiled at us, our mouths still hanging open.
She then strode over, squeezing herself between Shawn and Jason on the sofa. I was sitting in a comfortable chair across from them, watching my almost naked wife as she leaned over to Jason and kissed him passionately, then she moved to Shawn and did the same. I could see that both boys had erections already. When Amy noticed she reached down and grasped both cocks through their trousers. I saw each of them glance over at me. I smiled and nodded slightly. A moment later, first Shawn and then Jason reached up and cupped her breasts. Now they were taking turns kissing her as she gently stroked their cocks through their paints. The room was suddenly filled with the gasps and groans of the three of them.
Amy pulled away from their kisses to first open Shawn's pants and pull his cock out, then she did the same for Jason. Now she had two cocks in her hands. A moment later I watched as she leaned over and sucked Jason's throbbing cock. She continued holding Shawn's cock as Jason began pumping his hips upward, thrusting his cock into her sucking mouth. She pulled away and took Shawn into her mouth. I had to force myself not to pull my own cock out and stroke it.
After some time Amy pulled away from the two throbbing cocks and stood up. She took the boys hands and pulled them to their feet. After another passionate kiss she turned and led them toward the stairs. I followed, watching as two hands caressed her buttocks as they walked together up the steps. Several times they paused for long kisses.
I followed them into our bedroom. There I moved over to my chair and sat down. I watched as the threesome stood at the end of the bed and kissed. Amy began to take off the boys clothes. As she knelt to pull their pants off she paused and sucked first one cock and then the other. When she stood up it was the boys turn to undress her. They knelt at her feet and gently took off her shoes. Then they unhooked her stocking and peeled them down her legs. I saw Amy glance over at me and smile. Then she mouthed, "I love you." I returned the words of love.
When all were naked, they crawled onto the bed. There the boys lay next to my wife and kissed her and played with her breasts. At one point each had a nipple in his mouth. Their hands fought for possession of her pussy. I think at one point they both had a finger in her at the same time. Amy was gasping for breath now.
"Oh God, someone fuck me," Amy gasped.
Jason did the honors. I watched as he crawled between my wife's legs. Amy reached down and grabbed his cock and brought it to her very wet pussy. She moaned into Shawn's mouth as his brother slid his cock into her. He fucked her for some time before she cried out in climax, once, twice, and then three times. Jason did not climax but pulled out and traded places with his brother. Amy welcomed the second cock into her pussy. She began to climax almost immediately. I watched her body buck, twist, and convulse as she writhed in incredible pleasure.
I was now totally naked, my hard cock throbbing in my hand. I dared not stroke myself or risk a premature climax. Amy had warned me that if I went off before the boys were done I would have to wait two entire weeks to get off. That was sufficient warning to keep me from stroking myself.
After Amy had finished climaxing, Shawn moaned that he was going to climax. Amy moaned her approval as she turned and took Jason's cock into her mouth. As Shawn pumped his cum into her pussy, Jason moaned and climaxed in her mouth. A moment later all three were laying gasping for breath.
"Boys, why don't you go down to the kitchen and get yourselves something to drink. Give me about fifteen minutes."
"Sure," they both said, and smilingly left the room.
Amy motioned me over to the bed. I climbed on and lay next to her. "How did you like watching me get fucked in real time?"
"It was amazing," I whispered.
"I love you," she said with a smile.
"I love you too," I answered and leaned over and kissed her.
"I want you to fuck me now," she said. "But if you climax, you can't have my ass later, after the boys are done. So you have a choice to make."
I was a little disappointed, but at the same time it was incredibly exciting. I thought for a moment and said, "I'll wait."
"No, I want you to put your cock into me now."
I was silent for a few moments, trying to figure out what she was trying to accomplish. Then it dawned on me. She wanted me to put my cock in her to test my ability to hold back my climax. It was a devious plan. There had been times over the years when I was a little quick ... okay, maybe a lot quick on the trigger. I figured she wanted to see if I had learned to control myself any better. I wasn't sure I had, but now the stakes were higher.
"I'm not sure I can do it without climaxing," I said.
"Well, you can climax now, but you can't fuck my ass later if you do. You have to learn to control yourself." Amy spread her legs and pulled me over. I leaned on my hands and watched as she took my cock and placed it at her dripping pussy. I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything but the warm and wet pussy waiting for me. It was of course impossible.
I bit my lip hard as my cock slid into her. I was a bit relieved that I didn't climax immediately. I held my cock deep, not daring to move, but desperately wanting to.
"Fuck me," Amy whispered as she gently bit my ear.
"You are driving me crazy," I whispered back.
"I know, and you love it."
I did love it. But I didn't want to climax in her because I really wanted to fuck her ass. I began to move slowly. Fortunately, her pussy was stretched somewhat and very wet, making the friction a little easier to take. I began to tweak Amy's nipples as I knew that would bring her to a climax quicker. She began to moan and move her hips up toward me. I pushed down and tried to hold my cock as deeply as possible, allowing the sensation to diminish a bit before I pulled out again. The tactic helped me while at the same time moving Amy closer to another climax. I was relieved when she moaned and began to go over the top.
"Ohhhhh, yesssss!!! she gasped as she pulled my hips tightly to her convulsing pussy. She did her best to take me with her, but I held out.
I was proud of myself when I was finally allowed to pull out. I sighed and staggered over to my chair.
"I am proud of you," she said.
"Thanks," I said, almost sarcastically.
A moment later the boys entered the room again.
Chapter 7
It was time for round two and Jason and Shawn seemed up to it. Both of them already had erections as they walked over to the bed. My insatiable wife was more than ready for them. "I want one of you in my ass, and one in my pussy."
Jason looked at Shawn and they both smiled. "I'll flip you for it," Jason said to Shawn. "Heads I get pussy, and you get ass. Tails and I get pussy."
Jason pulled a coin from his pants and flipped it. Shawn got tails. I watched as the boys did a fist bump and then turned to Amy. She was lying on the bed smiling broadly. Jason lay on the bed and pulled Amy up until she was straddling him. She moaned as his cock slipped easily into her very wet pussy. Then Shawn knelt between his brother's legs and placed his cock between Amy's ass cheeks. My heart was pounding and my cock was throbbing, almost uncontrollably. I dared not touch it.
Amy reached behind her and took his cock. She centered it between her cheeks and whispered, "Easy."
A low moan, almost a growl escaped her lips as Shawn began to slide his cock into her recently deflowered asshole. I watched as inch after inch slowly disappeared into my wife's almost virgin asshole. A moment later she whispered again, "Hold still." She had both cocks in her now ... almost fourteen inches of cock was in her. I could not even imagine how it felt.
"Fuck me," Amy finally whispered when she had gotten used to being filled by two cocks.
The boys outdid themselves as they pounded my wife's willing holes. Shawn would pull out and then push in as Jason's cock exited her pussy. Since the boys had already climaxed they rode Amy like stallions without fear of climaxing early. I think Amy began to climax as soon as they started to fuck. She continued on in one long climax as they fucked her for at least fifteen minutes. Then Jason said, "Let's switch. I want to fuck her ass."
They switched places and began to fuck her again. Amy looked delirious. Her face was scrunched up in a mask of pleasure and she was sweating ... which I rarely see. She almost looked like a rag doll between the two teenagers. The tag team match went on for a hour before first Jason and then Shawn announced that they were going to climax. I do not believe Amy even heard them as she was too far gone.
When the boys pulled out Amy collapsed onto the bed. Shawn and Jason mumbled a thank you with big smiles as they lay beside her. It took a while before they stirred. It was just a bit uncomfortable for the few minutes after all the excitement. Finally after thanking us the boys said goodbye and made a less then graceful exit. Amy was lying with her eyes closed on the bed. She wasn't moving. I crawled on the bed, but she still didn't move. I was pretty sure she had passed or was at least in a semi conscious state. I gently pulled her to me and held her in my arms. It was some time before she began to stir. When she opened her eyes she looked confused, dazed. "Welcome back," I said.
It took a few moments for her to realize that she was lying with me and that the boys were not in the room. "Did Jason and Shawn leave?"
"Yes. They said to tell you thanks."
"I should be thanking them," Amy said with a little smile. "That was amazing. Like nothing I have ever experienced before. Wow."
I smiled. "That is a surprise. I thought you hated it," I joked.
Amy sighed and pulled me to her for a kiss.
When she didn't say anything for a few moments I said, "Can I fuck your ass now?"
"Absolutely," she returned. Then she turned over with her back to me, pressing her ass to my still very hard cock.
I placed my cock between the wet cheeks of her ass. It required only a gentle push to breach her stretched and slick asshole. I heard a little grunt from her, but then she pushed back into me and took my entire cock. "Oh, fuck," I gasped as I felt her still amazingly tight asshole gripped my cock.
"Hold still," I warned, not wanting to climax immediately. I waited until the crisis passed and then began to move very slowly. I could feel Amy's asshole still pulsing. It made it even harder to delay my climax. I held off for several minutes but the feeling was too good. "I'm getting close," I whispered.
"No, not yet. I want to feel your cock in me for a few more minutes."
I almost said, fuck, but bit my tongue. I knew she was testing me again. It was a wonderful but agonizing test. I did every thing humanly possible to delay my climax. Her rules of engagement must have been working on me, because I was able to hold back for several minutes, despite her best efforts of her squeezing her asshole on my cock. I was proud of myself as I began to fuck her harder. I think she had several small climaxes before I moaned that I couldn't hold out any longer. Suddenly my cock erupted inside her, adding my juices to her already filled hole. My body tensed and I pushed into her as deeply as possible, moaning in pleasure until every ounce of cum was deposited inside her.
I heard her whisper, "I love you," after I had collapsed onto the bed beside her. "I love you too."
End of Part II
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This story has an illustrated version.
Chapter 1
Andy and Linda were mother and son, but anyone that did not know them personally would think they were brother and sister. There was twenty year difference in their ages, Andy being 22 and Linda 42, but apart from a few crow's feet at Linda's eyes they looked close enough to be siblings. Andy was a strong and handsome boy, standing six foot two and weighting one hundred and eighty pounds. Linda was a large woman at five foot nine, and weighed almost one-fifty-five. She had a large bosom, a well rounded derriere, blond hair, blue eyes and gorgeous skin that seemed to have never been touched by the sun. Linda had been a model in her youth and worked for a clothing manufacturer. She had quit the profession after she met and married her husband. She had not gone back to work until after Andy was born and off to school. When she returned to work she became an elementary school teacher. A few years later she quit work again when her husband died suddenly. She felt that without a father, Andy would need more attention than a child who had both parents. He was all she had left.
Linda had grown up in a family of six and her parents followed an unusually strict moral code. Their views on sex and sexual activity were out of the mainstream. Linda was not allowed to date until she was eighteen, even missing her senior prom. As a result of her strict upbringing she was quite naive as to the ways of the world, especially when it came to sex. She had met and fell in love with her husband the year she graduated from high school and was a virgin when they married. He was a good man, but was not much of a lover. His idea of sex was to turn out the lights and roll over onto Linda and penetrate her until he got his relief, leaving Linda mostly frustrated. Yet, since Linda didn't know the difference, she did not realize that a woman should receive pleasure too. Yes, she had had orgasms, but they were manually stimulated and few and far between. Whether it was normal sex or masturbation, afterward she always felt dirty; sex was dirty, or so she thought. She lived with mounting sexual frustration and mostly put sexual thoughts out of her mind. Yet, now at 42 years old, her body and mind were betraying her. There was an almost constant feeling of sexual stimulation, which was only briefly satiated when she masturbated.
The increase in her libido had steadily grown over the years, but it seemed to have gone wild a year earlier when she began to have recurring dreams of a sexual nature. She would wake up in such a state of sexual agitation that she had to masturbate to relieve the tension. In the past, a brief masturbation session had satisfied her carnal desires for long periods of time. However, now, it seemed to be happening almost every night. The worst thing about it was that somehow the men in her dreams all seemed to look alike and incredibly had a strange resemblance to her son, Andy. After months of struggling with her carnal thoughts and dreams, she began to wonder if she was going mad. As a result she finally summonsed enough courage to see a psychologist. It didn't take the female psychologist long to realize that what Linda was experiencing was late stage sexual maturity. She explained to Linda that it was perfectly normal for a healthy woman to have sexual dreams; it was healthy and was occurring now as a result of her repressed sexual development. Of course Linda had not told the doctor that the men in her dreams resembled her 21 year old son. That would have shamed her beyond belief.
The psychologist tried to convince Linda that there was nothing dirty about sex. Yet Linda could not erase beliefs that had been so effectively forged into her brain by her parents. It had taken many years to put them there and talking to a professional was not going to change that over night. The doctor told her that her upbringing and her marriage had served to suppress normal and healthy sexual feelings. She encouraged Linda to date and experience the beauty of sexual relationship. Of course for Linda, dating was out of the question. She wanted Andy to move back home and she didn't want anything to get in the way of that. Besides, he was the man in her life and she didn't need anyone else.
It was with this background that the relationship between her and her son began to change. She had begun to wonder how her feelings of suppressed sexual desire had affected her son. She had very few discussions about sexual relationships with him and none she had initiated, so she wasn't sure how much he knew. Andy had dated several different girls and she had, on several occasions, interrupted him in the mists of some type of sexual activity. While she did not verbally scold him, she let him know by her body language that what he was doing was inappropriate. Now, after discussions with the psychologist, she wondered about the legacy she had forced onto her son. Had she done the exact same thing her parents had done to her? Did he think sex was dirty? Was he sexually repressed like her? And, was he a virgin ... at 22? There was no real way for her to find out, or so she thought.
She remembered a conversation that she had had with her son a few years ago when he was 18:
It was a wonderful winter day and she and Andy were sitting by the fire watching the snow trickle by the large picture window. They were holding cups of hot chocolate and were talking about their week when Andy brought up a subject that sent a chill through her. He had been acting strangely for the past week or so and she wondered if something had happened between him and his newest girlfriend. She had not seen Britta in almost a week.
"Mom, can I ask you something?" Andy asked.
"Sure, Sweetheart, you can ask me anything," Linda answered with a smile.
"Well, I ... uh ... it is ... I mean ... uh ... it is about ... uh sex."
Linda felt her face flush hot. At the time she thought it was strictly from embarrassment. Later as she thought back about it she realized it was much more than that. Of course she was surprised that her son was asking her about sex at his age. She felt that he was too old to have to have a discussion about the birds and the bees, even if she had been qualified to discuss it, which she was not. Her parents had never discussed sex with her, other then to say it was wrong and dirty. She did not want him to feel that it was dirty, at least after he was married, of course. She took a deep breath and said, "You can still ask me anything ... even about ... uh sex."
"Well, Britta and I broke up last week."
"Oh, I'm so sorry to hear that, dear," Linda said. Actually she was not at all sorry to hear that. She didn't like any of the girls her son had dated. They were just not good enough for him.
"Thanks. It is the reason we broke up that is causing me a problem." Andy paused, his face suddenly turning red.
Linda was thinking, he probably wanted his girlfriend to give him a hand job and she refused.
"Yes, go on."
"It is really hard to discuss this, but I don't have anyone else to talk to about it." Again Andy paused, gathering his courage. "Mom, Britta wanted me to ... to do ... uh something and I ... well I don't know ... it just seemed dirty."
"Dirty?" Linda asked, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable.
"Uh ... well, she has done ... I mean she has you know ... put her mouth on me ... down there."
"OH," Linda said with surprise. Oh my God, she thought, that little slut. I knew she was a slut the first time I saw her she thought. Her mind was racing now ... get a hold on yourself, calm down. "I see," she said with a calmness that she did not feel. For some strange reason she was feeling a tingling down below, which was highly unusual.
"You see ... uh Britta wants me to do the same to her."
"Oh my God," Linda blurted and was immediately sorry. "I'm sorry, Sweetheart ... I mean ... what did you do ... I mean you didn't do that did you?"
"No. But I ... I kind of wanted too."
Suddenly Linda was trembling. She didn't realize that she was suddenly hugging herself as if she were cold. She had to fight the urge to jump up and run from the room. This was more than she ever expected when she agreed to talk to him about "anything". She wondered what she was going to do now. If she told him that it was dirty and nasty wouldn't she be just like her parents? Of course she knew the answer to that. Yet, it WAS dirty and nasty. But why was the thought of such a disgusting act making her heart race and her body tremble. She needed time to think, but had no idea how to end the conversation without embarrassing her son.
"Are you okay, Mom?" Andy asked.
"Uh ... yes ... so, go on," Linda said, biting her lip almost till it bled.
"Well, since she had done it to me she said it was only right. I ... know from the way guys talk that most of them do it ... you know eat their girlfriends."
"REALLY?" Linda said too loudly, her breath coming in gasps now.
"Yes. They are always talking about how they are eating this girl or that girl."
She didn't know what to say so she said, "Eating?', don't be crude, Andy."
"What would you call it then?"
"I don't know. It just sounds so ... so nasty when you say eating it."
"Well, all the guys say the girls love it and that they cum like crazy when they do it."
"They do?"
"That is what they say. I was thinking, if all the guys really do it, can it be that dirty or nasty?"
"Well down there is where women ... you know, pee and other things." Linda fought hard to suppress the incredible tingling she was now feeling.
"I'm know, but they swear they do it."
"Andy, I ... uh ... I forgot ... I have some errands to run ... we can continue this conversation later," Linda said. Suddenly she saw Andy's shoulder's slump and his head dropped.
"I'm ... sorry ... I should have never brought it up."
Linda felt her heart break. "No, no, Sweetheart. I am glad you did. But I have some things to do. We can continue this conversation at a later time," she said and suddenly hurried from the room. She knew it was wrong to leave him like this, but she couldn't stay there for a moment longer. She rushed to her bedroom and closed the door quickly. She leaned back against it, her breath coming in great gasps. Her body was trembling and her private parts were throbbing. With a moan of surrender she lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down. Then she hurried over to the bed and fell on it. Her fingers went to her pussy and she gasped ... the lips were incredibly swollen and juice was literally running from her opening. She opened her pussy lips and found a huge nub of flesh. She had to look down to make sure it was in fact her clitoris ... it had always been a tiny thing at the top of her pussy lips ... something she had to work to find. Now, it was clearly visible, protruding from the hood, looking like a large fleshy pea. She gasped when she touched it and saw it throb. She touched it again and got the same results. She began to rub it. "Oh God, oh God," she gasped. It took her but a few seconds before she was climaxing. It was like nothing she had ever felt in her life. Her body went into convulsions and she rolled on the bed as if she were having a fit. The waves of pleasure shot up and down her body, making her toes curl. From somewhere far off she could hear moaning and realized it was coming from her, as one climax blended into another. The pleasure went on for so long she wondered if she were going to expire. She didn't, but she did pass out.
After that incident Linda never quite looked at Andy in the same way. They never finished the conversation, but nothing overt happened between them until some years later.
Chapter 2
Andy had moved out of Linda's house when he was 20, but it had been difficult to make ends meet. He had scraped by for two years until he began to have serious financial problems. As a result he asked his mother if he could move back for a while, at least until he was on his feet again. Linda was ecstatic. She had missed him greatly and while he visited often, it wasn't the same. She said yes and he moved back in immediately. Things quickly slipped back into a routine and their relationship continued as it had before he had left. Andy was the love of her life and she would do anything for him. Yet, she saw the way he looked at her sometimes and it made her uncomfortable. There was a look in his eyes that she didn't understand ... or maybe she did and that was what bothered her. She would see him gazing at her when he didn't know she was looking.
After Andy had left home two years earlier, Linda had begun to wear less around the house ... more comfortable clothes. She did not dress for anyone to see her and therefore the clothes tended to revealed more of her mature curves. Now that Andy was returning she wondered if she should go back to her more modest way of dressing. But she had convinced herself that she was silly. She was twenty years older then him so why would he look at her other than as a mother. She remembered thinking when she was twenty that a man or woman at 40 was way too old to be attractive.
While Linda had put on some weight in the past couple of years since Andy left, she knew she was still attractive, in a full figured mature woman way. She had seen plenty of men give her a second glance. Now, since Andy had moved back in, he seemed to look at her much like those anonymous men. Linda tried to deny the feeling she got when she would catch him looking. But it harkened her back to that time many years ago when he had shared the story about his girlfriend. She had tried to put that out of her mind, but now it was coming back to her. She wished she had finished that conversation. She wondered if he had followed through on his girlfriend's request to use his mouth on her ... "eat" her as he said. Outwardly she still believed that it was nasty, but she could readily remembered her conversation with the doctor, she wondered if she had been wrong. And if it was wrong, why did the thought of it still make her tremble with an unwanted excitement?
There was a strange incident that occurred soon after Andy moved back in that was incredibly embarrassing. It was an unusually warm afternoon and Linda had been used to leaving the doors open all over the house to keep the air flowing, including the bathroom door. One afternoon she was using the bathroom and forgot to close the door. She was sitting on the toilet when she suddenly looked up and saw him standing in the doorway. He was staring between her legs and did not see her looking at him. Linda was too shocked to even say anything for a few moments. In that time she saw a very strange look in his eyes.
"Andy!" Linda almost screamed.
"Oh, sorry, Mom," Andy said with a red face and he hurried off.
Incredibly after Linda closed the door she sat back down on the toilet and masturbated.
After that Linda tried to keep a level of privacy by making sure the bathroom and the bedroom doors were closed at all times. Yet it was not the last time she masturbated thinking about the incident.
Then, something happened that changed everything. One afternoon Andy came home from work excited. He said a friend had a cabin in the mountains and said that he could use it whenever he wanted.
"Can we go up there for vacation, Mom, please," he begged.
"A cabin, in the woods? I don't know, Andy, I am not much for cabins, or the woods."
"He says it is rustic, but very nice. We could hike and swim in a nearby pond ... you know get back to nature. He said there was even a lagoon with a giant waterfall. It would be wonderful, just you and me."
Linda blushed at his enthusiasm at wanting to be with his mother. She started to say, why don't you find a friend to go with you, but then stopped. What if he had a female friend that would go with him? She didn't want him in the mountains with some hussy or slut. After a long and thoughtful pause she said, "I guess we could go for a few days."
Andy jumped up and hugged his mother. "Wonderful ... great. You will love it and it will be a time for just you and me to get to know each other again."
Suddenly Linda was a bit worried. Just she and him together? Was that a good idea, she wondered. Yet he was so excited and she had already said yes, so it was really too late to change her mind.
******************
Two weeks later Andy and Linda were in a rented Jeep, driving along a winding trail toward the cabin. It was a warm summer day, the leaves shimmered in the gentle breeze and the sky was crystal blue. Linda felt refreshed. Just breathing the fresh mountain air gave her a sense of serenity, something she sorely needed. Maybe this was going to be fun after all, she thought. Yet, while she had tried to put all her concerns behind her, there was still the nagging doubt about being alone with Andy. It seemed crazy because she was alone at home with him all the time. But this seemed so much more intimate. She told herself that he was her son and she was his mother, and it would be good for them to share time together. What could go wrong?
Andy was lost in his own thoughts. He was incredibly excited to be going away with his mother. While he didn't know anything about how his mother was feeling, he had his own illicit feelings. He of course loved his mother, but it was so much more than that. While he had dated enough, no girl had ever really compared to her. They were always too immature, and way to skinny. His view of beauty in a woman was more ... well was more like how his mother looked. He glanced over as he drove. He loved her gorgeous blue eyes and her shoulder length blond hair, which was tied in two pony tails for the trip, and framed her round face creating the image of a much younger woman. He loved how her large breasts bounced as the Jeep hit bumps in the road. He loved the way they jutted out and curved maturely downward without sagging.
It had been a surprise to Andy when his mother came out of the house wearing short shorts, and a tank top without a bra underneath. Not that she needed one. He had also eyed her tight jean short shorts, loving the way they lifted and shaped her well rounded buttocks. One of his many fantasies about his mother was to bury his face between those cheeks and lick and kiss every inch of her. And those nipples, which were as hard as two pearls in a mature oyster, were incredible and made for sucking. He pushed the thought from his mind as he began to get erect. Unlike his mother, however, he had no hang ups about sex. He had enjoyed it with a number of girls since high school, but invariable as he was making love to them, he pictured his mother. He no longer thought about if it was right or wrong to think about his mother this way. As long as no one knew, especially his mother, then what was the harm.
As they moved further into the wilderness, the road turned from pavement to dirt/gravel and the climb grew steeper. They drove across a rickety bridge spanning a rushing river. The rapidly moving water was only a few feet below the surface of the bridge. It was a bit frightening, but invigorating and exciting as well.
"That must be the water fall that my friend talked about," Andy said, pointing to a large water fall to their left and upward toward the mountain. "So we must be close."
"Good, my butt is getting sore," Linda said with a laugh.
I'll massage it for you Andy thought but did not say.
Linda had not seen a house in several hours and the desolation made her a bit more concerned about what they had gotten themselves into. She had never been camping, nor had she ever wanted to go. Yet she could not refuse Andy, especially since he seemed so excited about the trip. Now, as they moved further and further from civilization she began to feel a bit of regret. But the desolation was not all that was bothering her. She could feel Andy's eyes on her and regretted that she had not put on a bra. She could feel her breasts bouncing even more as they traveled along the rutted path. The chafing of her top on her nipples made them as hard as rocks ... and the stimulation kept sending unwanted tremors down her spine ... not to mention the effect his eyes were having on her. It almost felt like he could see through her top.



Not too far from the bridge they arrived at the cabin ... if you could call it that. It was quite a bit more rustic then either of them had expected. It looked solid enough, and was in relatively good repair, at least from the outside view, but it certainly has seen better days. They got out of the Jeep and looked at their surroundings. The cabin was situated on the side of the mountain, overlooking incredible vistas as far as the eye could see.
"This is beautiful, Andy, but it looks really crude," Linda said.
"Yeah, I was thinking the same thing. But it will be fun, wait and see. It will be our chance to get back to nature." Andy took his mother's hand in his.
"I am not sure how much nature I can stand," Linda said without a smile looking at the rustic cabin.
"All right, we can try it, and always leave if it is too much nature for us," he returned.
"Well, it certainly is beautiful," Linda said. "You think there are wild animals around here?" she asked looking around nervously.
"Maybe, but I am sure if we leave them alone they won't bother us," Andy responded.
"I hope you're right about that."
"Let's check out the cabin."
As they walked in, Linda said, "Oh, my."
The cabin was but one room, with an old bed, wood stove, and a small table and several chairs representing the kitchen. "Look how small it is ... and a wood stove, my God. There is only one bed too. And where is the bathroom?" Linda asked.
Andy went over and opened a small door. "Over here, I think."
Linda walked over and stopped in her tracks with a look of shock on her face. In the tiny room was an old toilet with a broken seat. Linda saw an old sink in the corner and turned on the faucet. A trickle of water came out but nothing more. "Andy, I'm not sure about this," she said.
"Me either," he returned. "I thought it was a more modern cabin then this. We should probably go back."
"I'm afraid so."
"Well, it will be dark in an hour or two, and we are too far from civilization to leave tonight. We can stay tonight and head home tomorrow," Andy said with clear disappointment.
"That might be a good idea. I'm sorry, sweetheart, I know you were looking forward to this."
"It's okay, Mom, I guess Tom is more of an outdoor guy then I thought."
"Not your fault," Linda said. Then trying to cheer Andy up she said, "We have plenty of food in the car and I am sure we can get the stove working. So we can act like we are on an overnight camping trip."
"Okay," Andy said with a smile. "Let's unpack and then explore the area."
They unloaded a minimum of clothes and food and stored it in the cabin. Then the two of them set off to explore the surrounding area. They hiked for an hour or so, circling around the cabin, but not going too far in fear of getting lost. When the sun started to slip behind the mountain they headed back.
"I'll gather up some wood for the stove," Andy said.
"Okay, I can at least whip up some soup and salad," Linda said.
A few minutes later Andy came back with wood for the stove. "I found a generator out back. It looks like there is some fuel so I will see if I can get it started. Maybe it will be enough power for some lights, and to run that thing that looks like a refrigerator. And maybe even enough power to run the well pump."
"Great. I will start dinner."
Andy was successful in getting the generator started, and checked that it ran the few lights in the cabin and the well pump, but he was concerned that they did not have a lot of fuel to keep things running. So after he got it started he shut it off.
When he went back into the house Linda said, "The lights came on for a minute but then they went off again."
"I got the generator started, but there is not a lot of fuel so figured I would not run it until we need electricity."
"Okay. We don't need it for dinner. I can light the oil lamps for now. Dinner by lamp light will be nice."
Andy smiled and hugged his mother. Linda hugged him back, but pulled away when she felt an un-motherly like chill run down her spine. She put that out of her mind and hurried over to the stove. A few minutes later dinner was ready. They had canned soup and a salad with Italian bread.
After dinner, Andy cleaned up and Linda made the bed with a set of sheets they had brought with them. When Andy saw her making the bed, he said, "Mom, I can sleep in the rocker for tonight."
"Nonsense, you would never be able to sleep in that. We can share a bed for one night."
"Okay, if you're sure." Andy did his best to hide a smile.
"Yes, I am sure. But I need to wash up."
"I saw a well pump out back. I tried it and got water out. I'll bring some in.
"Maybe I can heat enough hot water for that thing that looks like a wash tub," she said, pointing to a large metal tub sitting in the corner.
"I'll get the generator going for the lights and the refrigerator."
Linda got enough water heated to fill half the tub. But since there was no privacy she asked Andy to go outside while she took a quick wash. He said sure and went outside. Then Linda realized that she needed to use the toilet. She looked at the old toilet and wondered if it worked. There was water in the tank, but none in the bowl. Yet her only other alternative was to go outside and she wasn't about to do that. It was already dark and she could see lightning and hear thunder. So she squatted over the toilet and did her business. She was able to flush the toilet, thankfully.
She called Andy back inside after she bathed. He was stoking the fire in the stove when a huge crack of lightning seemed to hit right outside the house. The blast lit up the room like daylight and a tremendous bang rocked the house. The lights went out. Linda practically jumped into Andy's arms. "What was that?" she screamed.
"It must have been a lightening strike. I see smoke outside. Let me check," Andy said and ran outside. A few minutes later he came back inside, and he was soaked. "Lightening hit the generator and fried it. We don't have any electricity. Fortunately the rain put out the fire the lightning strike started."
"Oh God," Linda whispered.
"It will be okay, Mom," Andy said, hugging his mother again. Then he lit the oil lamps so they at least had a little light. "I'm sorry I can't take a bath," Andy added sheepishly.
"I suppose we will survive that," she said with a slight smile. Linda's face turned red again. She wasn't against going natural, meaning no bath, no deodorant, but she preferred to do it when Andy wasn't around.
"Let's go to bed and we will head out in the morning," Andy said.
Linda nodded and said, "Turn your back, so I can change into my night clothes."
"Okay," Andy said, turning away. He waited until his mother said he could turn around again. He saw that she was wearing a camisole and panties. The top was relatively thin and he could see her large breasts in the lamp light silhouetted under the gauzy material.
Linda was embarrassed again. She had thought they would have separate rooms and had not thought to bring night gowns and such. She hurried over and got under the covers. Andy stripped down to his underwear and came over and slid under the covers, a respectable distance from her. He turned out the oil lamp and lay quietly in bed, so close to his mother he could almost feel her heat, yet not touching. The room was quiet enough that they could hear the pouring rain on the roof and the room glowed with each bolt of lightning. Under the right circumstances it would have been quite romantic.
When a strong crack of lightning hit near the house again Linda jumped and turned over to her son with a frightened look on her face. "It's okay, I think it hit on top of the mountain," he said. Then he stretched his arm out and was pleased when his mother snuggled into it. He could feel that she was trembling and squeezed her tighter. In spite of trying to act like a normal son, the closeness of his mother, and her sweet smell gave him an erection. The fact that one large breast was pressed to his chest didn't help either. He gently rubbed her shoulder until he heard her gentle snoring. A contented smile came to his face.
The storm lasted most of the night. The rain continued unabated and pounded the roof loudly. At one point Andy had to get up and put the metal tub under a leak in the roof. The drip, drip of the water and the torrential rain on the roof kept him awake most of the night. He finally fell into an exhausted sleep just before dawn.
Chapter 3
The chirping of birds awakened Linda the following morning. As she opened her eyes, she realized that she was lying on her side and Andy was snuggled up behind her. She lay there for some time feeling the warmth of her son behind her before she realized that at some point his hand had slipped down and across her breasts pushing the top of her camisole down. Her heart began to beat faster as she wondered how to extract herself from this situation. If she lifted his hand, he would probably awaken and maybe feel, if not see, her naked breast. Then she felt something behind her and realized with great mortification that Andy apparently had an erection. For a moment she wondered if he was awake, but then after listening to his heavy breathing convinced herself that he was still asleep.
What do I do now? she thought. Any movement was bound to wake him. She lay for a long time, unable to control the shivers that began to move up and down her body. It was chilly in the room, but not that chilly. Incredibly she could feel Andy's penis throbbing as it lay situated between the cheeks of her buttocks. Then she heard him moan in his sleep. She had to get up, now.
Gently she extracted her son's hand and slipped out of bed. She breathed a sigh of relief when he groaned and turned over onto his back, remaining asleep. When she saw the tent in the sheet she almost gasped. In spite of everything she was unable to turn away. She watched it for several minutes thinking how the pulsing of his cock raised the sheet with each beat of his heart. She bit her lip when she saw a dark spot appear at the tip and wondered if he was climaxing. She took a couple of steps closer but couldn't tell. Then Andy moaned and turned away from her. She felt disappointed and relieved.
As she busied herself straightening up the cabin as quietly as possible, she had time to think about what had just happened. While she was embarrassed about it, it did not make her feel as bad as she thought it should. In fact, she felt good about the fact that she could have something like that happen and not feel totally guilty. She had felt her son's hand on her breast and his erection on her buttocks, but it had all been accidental. She had seen his penis pulsing under the sheet and maybe even climaxing. Those things happen she told herself ... he was a healthy young man. There was nothing to be embarrassed about. She looked over at the bed and smiled at her sleeping son. She loved her son so much and since he had returned home she could feel that love growing, if that was possible.
It was several hours later when Andy awoke to the smell of bacon, eggs, and coffee. He opened his eyes and saw his mother putting plates and silverware on the small table.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," Linda said. The incident several hours earlier had been put out of her mind for the moment.
"Good morning," Andy said, rubbing his eyes. He was still groggy from getting only a few hours of sleep. "The storm is over I see," he said, looking at the sunshine streaming through the window.
"Yes, it is a beautiful morning, but that was a ferocious storm. I'm glad the cabin is still standing."
"Well, it won't matter, once we pack up and get out of here," Andy replied.
Andy got out of bed and suddenly realized that his underwear was tented. He had a piss hard-on. His face flushed when he saw his mother look at his crotch. "I uh ... I need to ... uh ... I'll just go outside and pee."
Linda's face flushed as well. She nodded and quickly turned away. Andy couldn't see that there was a small smile on her face. "Breakfast is ready when you get back," she said. She had to giggle when Andy was gone. It was perfectly natural for a boy/man to have erections in the morning. But how embarrassed it must have been for him, she mused.
Andy did his business and came back in and had breakfast. Afterward they packed up the Jeep and headed down the dirt road. They were only a half mile from the cabin when they reached the old rickety bridge. Unfortunately, it was no longer there.
They jumped out of the Jeep and walked over to the edge as close to the now raging river as they dared.
"Oh my God, the bridge is gone," Linda said.
"The storm must have taken it out. It has probably been there for years and it has to be washed out the night we arrive. Our luck sucks," Andy said. However he quickly realized that if they couldn't get out for a few days they would have to tough it out. He didn't let his mother see him smile.
"What are we going to do now?" Linda said, suddenly feeling panic building.
"Okay, okay, we'll head back to the cabin and assess our situation."
At the cabin they sat down to talk.
"Do you think there is another road out of here?" Linda asked.
"I don't know. It looks like the road to the cabin continues up the mountain, but it doesn't appear to have been used in years. We can check it out. We have enough food to last a couple of weeks or so, if we are careful. There is plenty of water. Maybe I can somehow fix the generator as well."
"Our cell phones don't work up here," Linda said.
Andy nodded and said, "Worse case we can walk out if necessary."
"I suppose so," she answered, relieved that her son seemed so calm about it all.
"I was a boy scout you know," Andy's said and smiled.
"And a good one too," she returned.
He put his arm around his mother. "We'll be fine."
"I know. It will be kind of nice to be here with just you, even if we are trapped like rats on a singing ship," she said with a little smile.
"Maybe not that bad," Andy said returning his mother's smile. Then added, "Kind of like an exclusive South Seas vacation."
"Well maybe not that good either," she laughed. They laughed together. She looked at her son and her heart swelled with love. "I love you," she said stroking his face and smiled brightly.
"I love you too," Andy said and his face colored a bit. Quickly he added, "Now, let's get unpacked again and I'll see what I can do with the generator."
An hour later Andy came inside with grease on his hands and said, "No luck, it is fried. But I did find a storage building that is kind of built into the side of the hill. I'm not sure what is in there. I'm going to break the lock."
Andy's went to the Jeep to get a tire iron to break the lock when he remembered an envelope that his friend had given him. He had totally forgotten it. He got it from the console of the Jeep and opened it. Inside was a note from his friend. It said that he hoped he enjoyed the cabin and explained about the generator and where the operating instructions were. He also said there was a storage shed with non-perishable food and other supplies, which he could use if needed. Andy took the key and ran to the shed and opened the door. Inside were shelves of canned food, a medical kit, generator fuel and other supplies, enough for them to survive for weeks, if not longer. Unfortunately with the generator fried, the fuel would be of no use.
Andy ran back to the house to tell his mother the good news. They hugged happily.
Later that evening they lit the oil lamps again and tried to read. There just wasn't enough light. They washed as best they could and went to bed instead, Andy again sleeping next to his mother.
That night Linda had a very strange dream. It was similar to those she had had years ago, only much more graphic. She was in bed and Andy was with her. He felt him crawling between her legs and then he began to kiss up her thighs. She put her hand between her legs to prevent his mouth from reaching her private area. He kissed the hand which protected her pussy. She was about to pull her hand away when she suddenly awakened. She was breathing hard and could feel her pussy throbbing. When she came to her senses she realized that she was lying in the crook of Andy's arm again, with her face against his chest. She could feel his heart beating under her cheek. His body felt warm and comfortable. She could smell his maleness which caused a little shiver to run down her spine. Morning light was streaming into the cabin so she pulled gently away and got out of bed. She padded to the bathroom and sat down. She realized that her pussy was soaked and knew why. She put that thought aside and did her business and then poured water in the toilet to flush it. Then she went to fix breakfast.
Andy woke up to the smell of breakfast. He stretched and yawned.
"Good morning," she said.
"Good morning, Mom. It looks like another beautiful day."
"It is."
"Why don't we go for a walk after breakfast? We can see if there is a high point where we can scan the area for other cabins or roads," Andy said.
"Okay ... okay, I'd like that."
After breakfast they left the cabin and headed up an overgrown trail near the river where the bridge had been washed out. That walked further up the mountain and came to a clearing. There they found a man-made ladder and wooden walkway that led to a point very close to a huge water fall.
"Oh, wow, look at that, Mom. Tom told me there was a beautiful waterfall here."
"God, that is beautiful."
"Let's climb up there," Andy said, pointing to a ladder attached to a platform which overlooked the falls.
"Are you sure it is safe?" Linda said.
"It looks pretty sturdy. I'll go up first."
"Be careful."
Andy climbed the ladder to the top of the platform. He walked back and forth testing the boards and then climbed down. "It's really sturdy. It looks like it was built recently, the wood is still green. Go up in front of me. I'll catch you if you slip."
"Yeah, and we will both hit the ground with a thud," Linda said and laughed.
As Linda began to climb the ladder, she could almost feel her son's eyes on her ass. She was wearing the same pair of tight cut off shorts and the tube top she had on when they arrived. She knew she shouldn't have worn such tight shorts, but she had not brought many clothes and certainly no good ones. Her ass was almost in his face as she felt him start the climb behind her. In spite of her embarrassment she felt a rush of excitement go through her. With each step she felt the excitement growing and knew that her panties were getting wet. It was crazy, insane, but she couldn't control her reaction.
As much as she didn't want to, she couldn't help turning her head and looking down. She almost gasped when she saw her son's eyes staring at her ample butt. She forced a quick smile and hurried up the ladder. When they were on the top of the platform, she glanced down at her son's crotch and could see that there was a tent in the front of his jeans. She shivered.
She quickly averted her eyes and turned to look at the huge waterfall. Andy joined her now, standing close. They stood staring at the huge fall for some minutes. Finally they sat down on the platform with their legs dangling over the side. Andy removed his shoes and shirt. He wiggled his toes in the drifting mist from the falls. The sun shining through the mist created a gorgeous rainbow.
Linda saw his broad hairless chest and her breath caught. She looked away quickly. "Look at the rainbow," she said, pointing at the arch of the rainbow almost close enough to touch.
"Wow, that is gorgeous, Mom," Andy said and put his arm around his mother. She leaned close to him.
"This is fun," she said. "Even if we are stuck here for a while."



"Yes it is. Just you and me." He squeezed his mother tighter.
They sat quietly for a long time, enjoying the gorgeous falls and the beautiful day.
Linda felt so close to her son at that moment. She felt so warm and secure in his arms. Her heart was beating a little faster as her mind wondered back to her dream. She wondered what would have happened had she move her hand in the dream and allowed him to put his mouth on her. No, her conscience screamed, that is so wrong.
Andy stood up and reached down to help his mother up. As she stood, her sandal caught on a board and she fell backward, but into her son's arms. When she turned to say thanks, she realized that their lips were just inches apart. The gorgeous day, the breeze rustling through the leaves, the fine mist of the refreshing water all conspired to make Linda's head spin. Before she knew what was happening their lips were pressed together. She had no idea how it happened or who initiated it and incredibly she felt powerless to stop it. Suddenly she felt Andy's hands grasp her breasts. A low moan escaped her lips as his tongue entered her mouth. A moment later she realized the enormity of what they were doing.
Linda pulled her lips from him and reached for his hands and pried them from her breasts. She pulled away and stood flustered. "That, that was ... not appropriate," she said in a whisper that was almost drowned out by the thunder of the falls.
"I'm sorry, Mom. I guess being here and all this beauty, the rainbow and the falls, and being next to you ... I mean I don't know what came over me." Andy's face was beet red and he looked as if he might cry. He awaited her wrath.
"Okay, okay, let's not let it ruin our day," she said.
Andy almost sighed in relief. Instead of ruining his day, it has made it.
Linda she walked unsteadily toward the ladder, her legs feeling like rubber, and climbed down. Andy joined her a moment later. As they walked along the trail Andy reached out and gently took his mother's hand. He was relieved and delighted when she didn't pull away. They walked hand in hand back to the cabin.
Chapter 4
When they arrived back, Andy said he was going to explore the old road to see where it led.
"Okay, Sweetheart, but don't be gone long."
"Okay, I won't." Andy followed the vegetation covered road up the mountain and over the ridge. He figured the Jeep could navigate the road without any problem. There were several sections that were dicey, however. He came to a bend and saw that the road continued back down the mountain. He climbed a rock to see over the trees and realized that the road did in fact look as if it went all the way down the mountain. Then as he looked across the horizon he could see several cabins, with smoke coming from the chimney's, and suddenly knew that this road had to have access to a main road. With excitement he turned and began to hurry back to his mother. Then his pace slowed as he wondered if he should tell her just yet. He knew it would incredibly dishonest, yet he remembered the kiss and wondered how far he could take it. Would she let him kiss her again? Maybe she would if they were there for a couple of days. What else would she let me do, he wondered? She had not really admonished him for pawing her breasts. As he neared the cabin he decided that he was not going to tell her right away. Maybe he would wait until tomorrow. What would it hurt, he thought?
When he walked into the cabin he did not see his mother. Then he suddenly realized that she was in the bathroom. He knew he should probably wait outside, but he could not bring himself to leave. Instead he sat on the bed.
Then he heard his mother pouring water into the toilet and a moment later she came out.
"Oh, Andy, I didn't know you were back," she said with a very red face.
"Sorry, Mom, I just walked in."
"Uh ... can you get me some more wood for the stove?" she asked, strangely flustered.
Instead he said, "Sure. Let me go to the bathroom first." Inside, Andy sat down without taking his pants down. He thought about his mother. When he felt himself becoming erect, he thought about masturbating, but instead got up and used the toilet, poured water into the bowl and came out of the bathroom. He went outside and brought back a load of wood. Then he helped his mother set the table. As he did, he took every opportunity to brush up against her, to touch her hand, or arm. He was happy that she didn't seem to mind. At one point she turned to go back to the stove as Andy was turning to bring silverware to the table. They collided. "Oops," Andy said as his arms went around his mother to prevent her from falling backward. And as had happened earlier, when he had her in his arms, he tried to bring his lips to her. Just as they touched she turned away. At the same time she gently pushed him back.
"Behave yourself," she said, but without anger.
Andy smiled and said, "I'll try, but it is difficult."
Linda pursed her lips at her son and shook her head. Then a small smile creased her lips. She wanted to be angry at him, but found it all but impossible. She should be mad ... he had taken some personal liberties with her that were inappropriate. Yet she couldn't find that emotion. It must be the high altitude and thin air she thought.
After dinner they went outside to watch the sun set. They sat side by side on the porch. Andy gently and carefully put his arm around his mother's shoulder. She leaned into him.
"It's so quiet here," Linda said.
As it grew dark the stars almost popped out of the sky.
"Look at the stars. I don't think I have ever seen so many," Linda said.
"Me either. I'm not happy that the bridge washed out, but I am happy to be here with you," Andy said.
Linda sighed and touched his thigh with her hand. "So am I," she said and turned to her son. A moment later their lips were together again. Again she had no idea who initiated the kiss. There was that voice of warning in her head but it somehow seemed far off. This time the kiss lasted longer. When Andy pushed his tongue forward, his mother opened her mouth and let it in. He moaned and felt himself getting excited. Then he almost gasped when he felt his mother's hand drop to his crotch. He wasn't sure if it was by accident or not. Incredibly he felt her squeeze him.
Linda couldn't believe what she had just done. At first it was an accident, but when she realized that her hand was right on his erection she couldn't help but squeeze him. It was almost a reflex action ... or was it? she wondered.
Andy moaned quietly.
Linda pulled away suddenly. "I ... I ... had better get ready for bed." She was shaking as she walked into the house. She couldn't believe that she had let him kiss her and she had responded. But that wasn't the worst part ... she had actually touched her son's penis. She had squeezed her son's cock. Her knees almost gave way as she bent over to pull down the covers of the bed. She quickly put on her night gown and crawled under the covers. Without thinking she reached down and touched her pussy lips. They were very wet. A moan escaped her lips.
Andy sat stunned on the porch. He wondered if he had actually felt his mother's hand on his cock. It must have been a dream, he thought. But he was wide awake and so was she. After a few minutes he got up and went into the cabin. Linda had put out all the lights, with only the burning wood in the opened stove lighting the room. She was in bed, under the covers. Andy undressed to his underwear and slid into the bed. He lay on his back, still thinking about what had happened on the porch, his cock was still as hard as a rock. He felt his mother turn over onto her back and then felt her hand search for his. She held it as they both lay quietly.
They were both deep in their thoughts when Andy said, "Mom, have you been lonely ... I mean while I was gone?"
Linda didn't answer for a while, still feeling the effects of the kiss on the porch. She worried that her voice would not work. Finally she said, "Yes, I was. I have friends, but none are as close as you and I are."
Andy smiled. "Then you are glad I moved back in. I wasn't sure."
Andy felt his mother turn toward him. Then she turned his face toward her. He could see her face her eyes tearing. At the same time he saw the reflection of the firelight in her gorgeous eyes and his heart thumped.
"Sweetheart, why would you ever think I would not want you with me?"
"I don't know. Most kids are out of the house by my age and the parents don't want them to come back. Besides, I don't want to burden you."
"You are not a burden to me, don't ever say that. You are the love of my life. I was never so happy as I was the day you were born, or as sad when you left. You have made me happy every day of your life. Always."
Andy saw the tears in his mother's eyes overflow. He had tears in his eyes now. A moment later their lips were together. And again they shared a passionate kiss. As the kiss continued, Andy felt his mother's hand on his bare chest and he trembled.
What am I doing, this is crazy, Linda's mind screamed as she moved her hand down his strong chest all the way to his stomach. Then she paused when she felt the waistband of his underwear. Suddenly her heart felt like it was going to jump out of her chest. Her hand was shaking, almost uncontrollably. A moment later her fingers had snaked under the elastic. A sudden gasp escaped her lips when she felt the wetness and then the swollen and dripping head of his penis.
Andy was frozen and his heart almost stop when his mother's hand had slipped under the elastic of his shorts. Now her fingers were actually touching his swollen cock head. This is not happening, his brain screamed ... but it was. He moaned involuntarily when he felt her hand suddenly close around his now throbbing erection. As their kiss continued Andy felt his mother's hand begin to move, very slowly at first, hesitantly.
Linda couldn't believe how wonderful his hard cock felt under her hand. She could feel the softness of the skin of his throbbing cock. It was hard and soft at the same time. She traced her fingers up and down the shaft, feeling the swollen veins and the dripping juice coming from the opening at the head. She began to move her hand faster and heard her son moan.
Andy groaned into his mother's mouth as his cock throbbed. He was getting close and hoped that she wouldn't stop before he climaxed. Yet he didn't want to climax yet. He wanted to enjoy the feeling ... one that he might never feel again, at least under his mother's hand. Then he felt her hand moving faster. He moaned again and suddenly began to squirt his seed. The cabin spun around him as pleasure like he had never felt enveloped him. Of course he had climaxed many times in his life, but never like this. It was powerful and intense, but also loving and warm. It felt so natural.
Linda's heart thumped faster when she felt his cream shooting up the shaft. She could feel the hot seed squirting as it surged up the long shaft. It ran down his stomach and she could feel the sticky cum under the knuckles of her hand. It was warm and sticky. She loved the feel of it under her fingers and moved some up to his shaft as the final cum was milked out of him.
When his seed was spent Andy felt his mother wipe her hand on his underwear and then turn over and face away from him. Andy lay awake for a long time, thinking about what had just happened. Nothing in his life had prepared him for the way he felt at that moment. His love for his mother was almost bursting from his chest. He wanted to grab her and squeeze her so tight. Yet, he didn't move. He knew that his feelings were not normal. He glanced at his mother's form lying next to him. She was lying on her stomach now. He could see the ups and downs of the sheet as he flowed across her body. He followed it with his eyes down her body to the swells of her hips. He could see the outline of her ass and the way the sheet hugged her cheeks. Without thinking he reached out and ran his hand from her waist, across her buttock, and to the back of her thigh. Then back up again, feeling the soft cotton of the sheet sliding across her smooth skin. He moved his hand up and down several times, enjoying the sensual feeling of her body and the heat that seemed to be growing under his caressing hand.
His hand was shaking as he moved it across her waist and over the cheeks of her ass again. The sheet sank into the crease under pressure from his fingers, leaving a dark divide between. He slid his hand down, trailing his fingers between that divide. When he tried to move his fingers deeper he felt his mother stir.
"Go to sleep, Andy," she whispered, but without anger.
He was surprised that she was awake. He paused and knew he had pressed his luck as far as he could on this day. With a smile on his lips he said, "Good night, Mom. I love you."
"I love you, too."
Linda lie awake for a long time. The cascade of emotions she felt were almost too much for her; guilt, embarrassment, shame, self-recrimination, excitement, but mostly there was love.
Chapter 5
Andy had gotten up early and left his mother a note. He said he was going to explore the road across the mountain again and would be back in several hours. When he reached the top of the mountain he paused and sat on a large rock overhang. He could see the road, the river, and houses with smoke coming from the chimney's. Inside those houses were people going about their daily routines. Yet here he was, thinking sexual thoughts about his mother. He was thinking about how his mother had taken his cock into her hand and stroked him until he climaxed. Most of the people out there would think that was so wrong. But who were they to judge him, he thought. Some of them might have dreamed of doing the same things, but never acted on them. Besides, who says it is so wrong ... he knew from history books that love between mother and son, father and daughter or siblings was not such a strange thing. It had happened since time began. How could it be so wrong if it felt so good? Then he put those thoughts aside. He wanted to get back to his mother.
When he returned his mother was up and outside, sitting on the porch.
He waived and hurried down to her. He had decided to tell her about the access road. The deceit was bothering him too much. He was breathless as he said, "The road leads to a second bridge over the river. I'm sure we can get out that way. I could see cabins and a few cars."
"Great, wonderful," Linda said with a broad smile.
Then Andy lost his smile. "Do we ... uh should we leave?" he asked.
Linda thought for a moment and said, "No, I don't see why. I think we can make due here for a few more days."
Andy's frown turned to a broad smile. He grabbed his mother and hugged her, nearly lifting her off the ground. His hands had slipped down to her ass as he held her tightly. Then, when he tried to kiss her she pulled her head back. His heart sank.
Linda whispered, "Behave." But she didn't pull away, keeping her chest pressed tightly to him. They stood hugging for several minutes.
Andy could feel his erection growing uncomfortably in his jeans. He was pretty sure his mother could feel it as well.
Linda had felt it and she knew she lingered within the hug for too long. She thought about how that same erection had felt in her hand. How it had squirted his hot juices and how she had played with it. She shook her head to try to remove those thoughts. Wrong, wrong, wrong, her brain screamed. When she finally pulled back she said, "Let's go to the falls again today."
"Great," Andy said. "We can take a picnic and sit on the overlook."
"Wonderful. Let me clean up the cabin and then I will fix us something to take.
Andy stacked some firewood on the porch before he went into the house. When he did he saw his mother bending over to get a top out of the dresser. She was topless and her shorts were stretched across her gorgeous ass. He stood quietly enjoying the view for a few moments. He was hoping she would turn around when she heard him. He pushed the door a bit and it creaked.
Suddenly Linda turned around. "Oh," she gasped, startled to see her son standing at the door. Her face turned red with embarrassment as she tried unsuccessfully to cover her breasts. They were much too large to be covered by her arms.
"Sorry, Mom, I didn't know you were still getting dressed," Andy said. He stared at his mother's breasts for several long moments before he said, "I'll wait outside."
A few minutes later Linda came outside. Her face was still red from Andy seeing her bare tits. She had a picnic basket and a blanket.
"I'll carry the basket," Andy said and took it from his mother. As they headed for the falls, Andy reached over and took his mother's hand. They walked to the falls holding hands and Andy helped his mother up the ladder, enjoying the view again of her gorgeous ass just inches from his face. They sat on the platform and had lunch. Then they relaxed, looking at the gorgeous falls and enjoying the day. Andy scooted over to his mother and took her into his arms, holding her against him.
"This is so wonderful. I'm glad we decided to stay," Linda said.
"Me too," Andy said. He was rubbing his hand up and down his mother's arms. "Mom, do you think you will ever marry again?" he asked.
Linda laughed. "Where did that come from?" she asked.
"I was just curious. I mean you never date."
"I have not been out with a man since your father died. I really don't have any desire to go out. Besides I have you," she said and snuggled into his arms.
Andy took a deep breath and blurted, "Can I kiss you again, Mom?" His heart was pounding in his chest.
Linda paused, surprised that he had actually asked her. How in the world could she answer that? She was his mother. "It's wrong, Andy. You know that, don't you? You also know what I did ... you know, in the morning, was wrong too." She looked up at him, her eyes searching his.
"No ... I mean, yes, but how can something that makes us ... I mean me, feel so good be wrong? Besides we love each other."
"Mother's and sons always love each other."
"But not like we do ... I mean at least not like I love you."
Linda sighed and didn't answer. She knew exactly what he was talking about and knew that if she denied it, it would be a lie.
"Mom, please," Andy said, turning his mother's face to him. Then he brought his lips to hers. She didn't resist as his mouth covered hers.
A little moan escaped Linda's throat as she felt her son's tongue enter her mouth. When she pulled away several long minutes later she was breathing heavily. "Andy, we can kiss while we are here, at the cabin, but when we get back home, we will have to stop. Do you understand?"
Andy nodded, ready to agree to anything as long as he could kiss his mother.
"I mean it, it ends when we leave here. Tell me you understand that," she said, staring into his eyes.
"Yes, I do," he said.
With a look which said, I am not sure about that, she went back into his arms. This time it was her tongue that went into Andy's mouth and his turn to moan. Linda gasped into his mouth when she felt his hand come up and grasp her breast.
"Andy, no, we can't," she gasped as she pulled her lips from his.
He pulled her lips back to his and continued to caress her breast.
Linda knew she should stop him. She knew how wrong it was, but somehow she could not find the strength to pull his hand away. Her body was betraying her. Her pussy was suddenly on fire like she had not felt in years. Then she felt Andy's other hand working its way toward her pussy. His fingers crept closer and closer until she could feel them on the crotch of her shorts. She knew that he could feel her swollen pussy lips and that the crotch of her shorts was wet. Breath hissed from her lips as his middle finger pressed between her lips and moved up and down. When he touched her clit she almost climaxed. It took all her power to reach down and grab his hand. "Stop," she said, as firmly as she could muster considering her excitement.



Then fait intervened. It started to rain. Totally flustered, but feeling relieved, Linda pulled away from her son and stood up. "It's raining," she said. She held her hands out with palms up, and turned her face upward. "Have you ever tried to catch raindrops on your tongue," she said with a laugh and stuck her tongue out.
Then she spun around like a teenage girl, giggling and moving her head back and forth letting the drops soak her face.
What she didn't realize was that the rain was quickly soaking through her shirt, making it all but transparent. For several moments Andy didn't notice. Then he glanced down and saw that his mother's breasts were almost totally exposed. He couldn't help himself and said, "God, Mom, you have the most gorgeous breasts I have ever seen."
Linda suddenly looked down and her face flushed. "Oh my," she gasped. "My top is getting soaked," she said.
"Too late now," Andy said, with a broad smile, still staring at his mother's large breasts under her wet top. Her nipples were threatening to poke through her shirt. "Mom, take your top off. Please. I can see everything anyway." When Linda didn't say anything Andy quickly stripped off his shirt. "See, I am taking mine off. No one is around to see us."
"I ... I can't ... I'm your mother," she protested weakly. Then when Andy grew bold and reached for her shirt and began to pull it upward, she stood silent. She closed her eyes as she felt the wet shirt move above her breasts and then over her head. She trembled as she now stood topless in front of her son. It was no accident this time. When Andy suddenly pulled her to him and she felt his strong chest against her breasts her knees grew weak. The two of them slid to their knees on the platform, their lips locked together.
The rain continued to soak them as their passionate kiss went on for a long, long time. Then Andy broke the kiss and pulled back. He stared at her breasts for a long moment before he reached out and placed his hands on them. When his mother didn't protest he moved his hands around, squeezing and kneading the warm flesh, pinching the nipples.
He heard his mother moan and he grew bolder, lifting them and pulling the nipples. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She was breathing hard and trembling. Andy took a big risk and bent his head, taking a nipple into his mouth. He heard his mother's intake of breath as he sucked one and the then other. One hand slipped between her legs again and found her cloth covered, throbbing pussy. He found her clit. A moment later he felt her begin to tremble. A steady moan slipped from her mouth. As Andy continued to suck his mother's breasts he realized that she was climaxing. His mother was actually climaxing from me sucking her breasts and rubbing her pussy, he thought. His cock was throbbing so much he feared he might climax in his jeans.
When Linda finally opened her eyes and realized what happened she quickly stood up. "We had better back before we get cold," Linda said as she started to put on her shirt.
"Don't," Andy said, almost pleading.
"Well we are soaked anyway," Linda said as she looked up at the rain still falling on them. Without a word she dropped her shirt into the picnic basket. Then they packed the basket and went carefully down the ladder.
Andy took his mother's hand as they walked back. He couldn't help glancing over and watching his mother's gorgeous breasts bounce with each step.
Linda could see his eyes looking at her breasts. She felt embarrassment, excitement, and but more than a little pride. She was a 40 something woman and a young man thought her breasts were beautiful. Unconsciously she stood straighter and forced her breasts outward. At one point Andy, not watching where he was walking, tripped over a tree root and fell flat on his face. Linda quickly knelt beside him. When she realized that he wasn't hurt she began to laugh, her breasts quivering with each gasp of breath. Andy pulled her down to him, their laughter becoming uncontrollable until they were in tears and rolling on the ground until she was on top of him.
As quickly as it started the laughter ceased when both realized that Linda's breasts were pressed to Andy's chest. Their faces were but inches apart. Andy quickly pulled his mother's lips to his and they kissed. He pushed his pelvis upward and knew that his mother could feel his incredible erection. He actually thought that she pressed back to him. Then his mother slipped to his side and he felt her hand sliding down his stomach to his hard cock under his pants. His eyes opened wide when he realized that she was unzipping his pants. "Ohhhhhh, Mom," he gasped when her warm hand wrapped around his now exposed cock. His mother lay her face on his chest as she began to stroke him. She teased him for a long time before he whispered that he was getting close. He was happy to find that his mother did not stop stroking him, but moved her hand faster.
"Ahhhhhhiiiiii," he screamed as his cock lurched and his cum spurted out. He felt it hit his stomach and vaguely wondered if it had reached his mother's face. He closed his eyes as pleasure rushed though him. He could feel each throb and each squeeze of his mother's fist until he was drained.
Linda pulled away from Andy and stood up. The trail is getting slippery," Linda said. She took her top out of the picnic basket and wiped her face. She helped Andy up and they heady back down the now muddy trail.
When they arrived home Linda went into the small toilet area where she had put the tin tub half filled with water. She washed up as best she could before taking off her wet shorts and putting on a night shirt and tiny panties. It was something she would never have worn just a few weeks ago, at least not with her son around. Yet it didn't seem so inappropriate as it did just a few days ago. She looked at herself in the mirror. She didn't look any different ... except that her cheeks seemed to have a perpetual flush. Is this what a woman who has sex with her own son looks like she wondered. Strangely she did not feel as ashamed as she thought she should. She shook here head and left the bathroom.
Andy started a fire in the stove and then he stripped down and put on a pair of under shorts. When Linda came out he was sitting on a chair that he had turned backward to cover his cock, which had "slipped" from his underwear.
"Come over here where it's warm," Andy said.
Linda came over; suddenly feeling embarrassed by her scanty attire, yet she had walked all the back to the cabin half naked just a few minutes ago. She sat on a chair near the fire across from Andy. "Mmmm, that feels good," she said. She could see Andy staring at her nearly naked breasts and her nipples grew harder.
Andy smiled as he stared at his mother's gorgeous breasts. Then he looked down at her panties. His cock throbbed against the back of the chair. "It sure gets cold up here in the mountains at night," Andy said thinking about getting up and putting more wood on the fire. Then realizing that he could not get up without his mother seeing his erection. Then he wondered why he cared since his mother had seen his cock hard already.
"I'm sorry I didn't bring my flannel nightgowns," Linda returned.
"I'm not," Andy said with a laugh. "Did I tell you how gorgeous your breasts are?" he said, staring at his mother's thinly covered breasts. "But I like them when they are bare better."
"Andy, stop," Linda said without admonishment. It was actually very flattering to her that such a young man thought her breasts were pretty. She felt her pussy getting wet and worried that it would be visible soon since her panties were so tiny and thin. To change the subject she said, "My feet are freezing."
"I can warm them up. Get on the bed and I'll rub them like they taught me in the Boy Scouts when people have frost bite."
"I don't think I have frost bite, or that the boy scouts taught you to rub feet," she laughed. "But I wouldn't mind a foot massage." Linda got up and went to the bed and lay down on her stomach.
Andy walked over, his hard cock swinging in front of him, almost sad that his mother couldn't see his excitement. He stared at his mother's gorgeous ass and thighs. He could see that the small string of her bikini panties had disappeared between her cheeks. He crawled onto the bed and took one foot in both hands and began to rub it vigorously, while still staring at her almost naked ass. Slowly, almost imperceptibly he moved her legs apart until he could actually see her pussy lips where the tiny panties did not cover. A little higher he could see the rosebud of her asshole hardly covered by the string of her panties.
It suddenly occurred to Linda that Andy could see between her legs. She could feel that the crotch of her panties were wet. There was nothing she could do about it at that moment. "Ohhh, that feels so good," Linda said, trying to push the thought from her mind.
As Andy continued to rub he slowly pulled his mother's leg even further away from the other. The view grew even more exciting. He had to fight to keep from shooting his load on the bed. When that foot felt warm he moved to the other, rubbing it vigorously until it was warm as well. Then, instead of stopping he began to work his hands up his mother's calves, rubbing and massaging them with his strong hands.
"Oh, wow, that feels sooo good," Linda said dreamily. In the back of her mind she knew that she was exposing much more than a mother should show to a son. In spite of her embarrassment she didn't try to close her legs. As she felt his hands moving higher her legs, warning bells began to go off, yet she didn't stop him. She knew she should, she knew she should put an end to this, but she couldn't seem to move. Another moan escaped her lips as his hands reached the top of her thighs. Then incredibly she felt his breath on her ass cheeks. She felt a huge rush of excitement, while at the same time, she was incredibly embarrassed. Her son was inches from her ass. Then she felt his lips touching her. "Andy, please ... don't ... Andy please," she said, yet she made no move to stop him. What is wrong with me, she wondered. "Andy, no, you can't. It's not ... not right." Her protest was weak and Andy paid no attention.
He kissed her across one cheek and to the other, leaving a trail of wetness. He then put his nose between her cheeks and drew in her scent. His cock was throbbing almost uncontrollably.
Linda buried her face in the pillow. She wanted him to stop, but hoped he wouldn't. She felt him move even closer.
Her face was so hot it was burning. Before she even realized it, she felt her son opening her ass cheeks and burying his nose there. She felt him prying her cheeks apart and before she could stop him she felt his tongue ... "Nooooo!!! she gasped. Suddenly she closed her legs, blocking further progress. With some relief she felt her son move around until his knees were between her legs. Then she felt him press his chest to her back.
"God Mom, I loved that. I love your smell."
Linda shivered and whispered, "No, no, oh God."
"I love you, Mom," Andy said as he pressed himself to her.
Then Linda realized that her son's erection was pressed between her legs. Her mind was screaming, STOP THIS!, but she was totally incapable of moving.
Andy was ecstatic that his mother was not pushing him away. He could feel his cock throbbing between her legs. He pushed his hips forward and was amazed to feel his mother lift her hips slightly.
"No, Andy, no, please don't," Linda begged, but she opened her legs just a little wider.
Suddenly Andy felt his cock touch his mother's pussy. The head was pressing on the crease where her underwear had sunk into her pussy. His heart was pounding so hard and his head spinning so much he thought he might pass out. He pushed his hips forward and felt his cock slip to the side of his mother's panties. Suddenly the head was warm and wet. Could he be in his mother's pussy, he wondered? Oh my God, I am. He heard his mother moan as he pushed a little harder and felt several inches of his cock go into her.
"Andy, oh God, Andy, this is wrong, please, don't. I can't stop ... I can't stop you, please. Oh my God, oh my God." Suddenly Linda began to shake. She could feel her son's cock sliding into her pussy. Her own son was fucking her. She was allowing him inside her ... inside where only his father had ever been ... only the second cock she had ever had and it belonged to her son. She wanted to stop him, she had to, but her body would not listen. Instead her hips lifted from the bed, making it easier for his cock to go deeper. She had not had a cock in her for years, and the last time she did, it was quite small. She couldn't believe how large her son felt in her. He was stretching her. "Slow, slow, easy, oh God," she said, hearing her words, but not believing they were coming from her mouth. Then she was climaxing. "Ahhhh, oh Andy, noooooo!!!" she gasped as her body betrayed her mind and sent her into spasms of pleasure. She lifted her hips, taking his cock deeply into her pussy as her inner walls contracted squeezing him in a vise like grip, milking his cock.
"Oh God, Mom, oh God," Andy gasped as his cock went deeper and deeper into his mother's body. He wanted it to last, maybe forever, but he was also worried that she would stop him before he climaxed. When her pussy began to squeeze his cock he couldn't hold back. "Ahhhhhiiiiieeee!!!" he screamed as he balls released his pent up sperm deep into his mother's body.
It poured out of him in blast after blast. He could feel his mother's inner walls grasping the pulsing head, caressing it and draining him. His cum kept pouring out of him until his balls were totally drained. I came in my mother's pussy ... I fucked my mother," he thought. He collapsed onto his mother's back, both of them gasping for breath. Finally he rolled to the side and onto his back. He threw his arm over his eyes as the reality of what he had done sunk in.
On one hand he had fucked his mother and it was totally wrong ... even after she told him to stop, but on the other hand his heart was about to burst with love for her. He wondered if she was going to hate him now. He felt like crying and screaming with joy at the same time.
Chapter 6
When Linda could think again she raised her head and looked over at her son. He appeared to be asleep. She quietly got up and went into the bathroom. When she sat down to pee she gasped as she felt her son's juices running out of her. She peed and stood up looking for toilet paper, which there was none. With a sigh she put her shorts on over her soaked pussy and then slipped on her top. When she came out of the toilet she saw that Andy was still asleep. She didn't want to wake him, she needed to think. It had stopped raining and the sun was shining again. She walked out of the cabin unsure where she was going. She ended up at the falls.
She climbed the ladder and sat on the platform, staring at the cascading water. Her mind was swirling with thoughts of all kinds. She thought about the birth of Andy and how excited she was and how much she loved him. Then after his father died, he was all she had. She knew she had transferred the love for her husband to Andy, but she didn't realize how that love would change and how she would feel about him now. She loved him with all her heart, yet she knew it was so very wrong. No mother should allow a son to do what she had allowed him to do. She knew her submission was a combination of being alone with him and her relief that they were not in any danger. But she also knew that it was more than that. She knew from talking with the doctor that her hormones were going wild. She had suggested a lover, and on reflection she realized that that might have been the best idea. She would have had sexual relief and maybe what had happen would not have taken place. However, deep inside she knew that was a delusion. She could not think of her son now without feeling her heart thump harder and her pussy start to moisten. She knew that she had allowed the genie out of the bottle and didn't think she could put it back in ... even if she wanted to, which she was not sure she did. We are alone here, so who will ever know, she thought. If I allow Andy to take further liberties, can I stop it once we leave? I have to, she thought.
Suddenly her mind returned to what had happened in bed just a short while ago. She had allowed her son to fuck her. Yes, he had put his hard cock into her and she had enjoyed it ... had climaxed like never before.
Without thinking Linda allowed her hand to slide to her pussy. She almost gasped when she felt how wet the crotch of her shorts was and she knew it was from her son's sperm. That served to make her even more excited. Her face was hot and her heart was beating hard as she stood and stripped off her shorts. She lay down on her back and slipped her hand between her legs. Another gasp escaped her lips when she felt her swollen and slick pussy lips. She didn't have to search to find her swollen clit. She began to tremble as her finger slipped into her hole and then rubbed the juices on her clit.
What Linda could not see was that her son had awaken and come to look for her. He was about to step out of the trees when he saw his mother on the platform. He couldn't believe his eyes when he realized that she was naked and appeared to be masturbating. He moved to get a better view and realized that she was in fact masturbating.
Linda, unaware of her son, continued to rub her clit. She could almost feel her son's cock inside her. Her hips began to lift from the platform as she rubbed her clit faster and faster. Soon she began to tremble as trickles of pleasure began to form in her clit and move up her body. "Ohhhh," she gasped as her pleasure grew rapidly. Soon she was squirming on the platform in full climax.
Andy watched in amazement as his mother gave herself pleasure. He was amazed at his staid mother and would never have believed he would ever see her do something like this. His cock was already hard in his pants and he thought for a moment of masturbating himself, but decided to wait.
As Linda's climax ended, reality began to set in. She couldn't believe that she had actually masturbated, especially not out in the open like this. Her face turned scarlet, but her body betrayed her as she felt her pussy still throbbing. Then she realized that Andy might have come looking for her and if he saw her ... well she couldn't even consider that. She sat up and quickly looked down the trail. She sighed in relief when she didn't see anything. She got up and started to put her clothes on but then paused. She looked down at the refreshing water below and decided that maybe a quick dip would refresh her ... as well as clean the combined juices from her pussy. She wished she had some soap.
She took another look at the trail and then padded down the platform and down the ladder to the water. She dropped her clothes on the bank and slipped in. A little moan of pleasure escaped her lips as she felt the cool water caressing her body. She moved around in the water, splashing her face and upper body. Suddenly she heard something behind her and spun around. "Andy," she gasped and tried to cover her breasts, when she saw her son on the bank. Her face turned bright red.
"Sorry, Mom, I was worried about you," he said, staring at her naked form.
"You shouldn't be here," she said before she thought about what had happened earlier.
"Mom ... we ... I mean ... you know what we ... did a little while ago," he said clearly confused by her modesty.
Linda sighed, realizing that she was being very inconsistent at best. "I'm sorry ... I mean ... I ... we ... it is hard for me."



"I know and I'm sorry, Mom," he said seriously. "You don't hate me, do you?"
Linda said, "Of course not."
"But ... I ... I took ... advantage of you," he said, clearly distressed now.
"No, Andy, you didn't. What happened was ... was mutual. We can discuss it later," Linda said, not wanting to have this conversation in their present situation.
Then Andy smiled. "You still have the best breasts I have ever seen. Let me see them again."
Linda's face reddened again. "Andy, behave."
"Please, please, please."
She saw him make his best pouting face. What difference does it make now, she thought. With a sigh, she dropped her hands. She looked down at the water, unable to make eye contact with her son.
"Mom, can I join you. I could use washing too."
Linda looked up at her son and opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She hesitated a moment too long and saw Andy stand up and begin to take his clothes off. She watched with growing excitement as he bared his body. First his shirt, then his shoes and socks, and then his pants. Suddenly she was staring at the very noticeable bulge in his underwear. With her breath coming faster she watched as he slowly pushed his underwear to his ankles and flipped them to the side. She began to tremble as she stared at her naked son.
His body was gorgeous. His cock was even bigger than she had thought. As she watched as he took it into his hand and stroked it. "Andy ... please ... maybe we should go back."
Andy didn't answer. Instead he slipped into the water in front of his mother.
Linda backed up, watching her son move toward her. "Andy ... behave ... behave ..." she said.
"I am behaving," he said.
Linda looked at him as if he were a misbehaving child. Then she tried to lighten it up by suddenly splashing water into his face. A moment later he did the same to her. She squealed and turned and tried to flee her son. It only took a second for him to catch her. When he did she felt his arms tighten around her waist and pull her to him. She squirmed in his arms and giggled. But then she felt his hard cock on her ass cheeks. The giggles and squirming stopped as she felt his hand move up to her breasts. She tried to move away, but there was no strength in her legs. She allowed him to pull her back and kiss her neck. As he did he continued to play with her breasts. "Andy," she said as she turned to him. A moment later his lips were on hers. She pulled away. "Please, this is wrong," she said. She knew it was lame, but her motherly instincts would not let go easily.
Andy held his mother tightly in his arms. "Put your legs around my waist," he said, looking into his mother's eyes. He wasn't smiling.
Linda saw a strange look in her son's eyes. He was no longer her child ... he was a man ... almost a stranger ... but one with a hard cock which he wanted to put in her. His eyes hypnotized her. "Andy," she almost begged but allowed him to lift one leg to his waist. A moment later, with his help, she lifted the other. She could feel his hands on the back of her thighs now, pulling her closer. Then she closed her eyes as she felt the head of his cock touch her pussy. He was going to fuck her again. "This is wrong, this is wrong," she whispered into his ear, holding him tightly with her arms around his neck. "Oh my God," she gasped as she felt the head of his cock breach the opening to her pussy. "Andy, Andy, Andy," she hissed as he began to pull her down, forcing more and more of his cock into her.
At that point there was nothing she could do to stop him as his huge cock opened her pussy and slid remorselessly into her. Her brain screamed NO, but her body won again. She pushed down, taking him deeply into her. "Oh yes, oh yes, fuck me," she gasped, barely realizing she was using such crude language.
Andy gladly complied. He lifted his mother and brought her down, allowing his cock to slide out and then back into her. He still couldn't believe he was actually fucking his mother again. He bucked his hips, causing the calm water to ripple and splash around them. The roar of the falls matched the roar growing in his head. He wanted it to last a long time. He wanted his mother to enjoy it. He was glad they had fucked earlier ... he knew he could last a long time now.
"Yes, yes, yes," Linda gasped, no longer pretending that she didn't enjoy it. "I'm going to cum, Andy, fuck me, fuck me hard. Yes, yes, yes," she gasped, delirious with pleasure now. She climaxed strongly. When her shaking stopped she realized that Andy was still fucking her. He looked into his eyes as she lifted up and moved down slowly, her eyes hooding as inch after inch of his long cock went into her. She squeezed her pussy muscles before she pulled up again. She did this for a long time ... taking him deep and squeezing him before pulling up until all but the head was out of her. Staring into his eyes she climaxed again, never closing her eyes or wavering. She lost herself in the deep pools of blue, almost feeling as if her soul were being sucked into her son ... as if they were becoming one. The sounds of the falls, the chirp of birds, the hum of insects disappeared. Then from somewhere there was a voice.
"Oh God, Mom, I'm going to cum soon."
Linda was no longer in her right mind. All she could say was, "Yes, yes, baby, cum in your mother. Cum for me. Ohhhhhh, God, I'm cumming again!!!"
Andy pulled his mother down until his entire cock was inside her. He felt the head of his cock expand and then his balls sent his sperm blasting into his mother.
"Ahhhhh," Linda gasped. Her climax intensified when she felt her son's sperm shooting into her pussy. She squeezed her legs tightly around his waist and held him as close as possible as waves of pleasure rushed over her. Her climax seemed to go on for a long, long time. When she could finally think she realized that Andy was carrying her to the bank, his cock still inside her. He laid her down gently on his discarded clothes and began to fuck her again. Linda was amazed that his penis was still hard inside her. But she had little time to ponder that as her excitement began to grow again.
"Oh, God, Mom, you feel so good. I love you, I love you," Andy gasped as he kissed her passionately.
"I ... love ... you too," Linda replied breathlessly. She lifted her hip to her son as he began to pound into her hard. She threw her legs around his waist and pulled his lips to hers. She pushed her tongue into his mouth in a passionate kiss as another climax took her. From somewhere far away she could hear screams and realized it was her, screaming her pleasure into her son's mouth. She had never felt like this ... she had never been so excited ... she had never been consumed with pleasure like this ... she had never climaxed like this before. It went on and on as her son fucked her through one climax after another, until she was too exhausted to scream any longer. She wasn't sure when it happened, but at some point her son screamed that he was climaxing again. That sent more chills of excitement rushing up and down her spine but she couldn't climax again.
With their climaxes over, the two lovers lay on the bank trying to catch their breath. Eventually Andy summonsed the strength to move. His finally shrinking cock slipped out of her followed by gobs of his cum. He stood and reached down to pull his mother to her feet. Then he led her back into the water where they embraced and kissed again and again.
"We had better get out of the water before we shrivel up like prunes," Linda said.
"I think it has already happened to me," Andy said, directing her attention to his now soft penis.
Linda smiled and giggled. "How could something which was so big just a minute ago be so small now."
"Nature can be cruel," Andy said with a laugh.
"Come on, I need to start dinner," she said. Again they walked hand in hand, back to the cabin, carrying their clothes in their hands.
Andy smiled several times when he caught his mother glancing at his soft penis as is swung back and forth. It had regained some of it's girth and length.
Chapter 7
Linda and Andy were sitting on the porch enjoying another beautiful day when Andy took his mother's hand in his. They had shared many kisses already this day and Andy was excited again.
"Andy, don't you ever get enough," she said, looking down at the tent in his shorts. She knew he had climaxed four times today. She didn't know a man could possibly cum that many times in one day.
"Not when I am around you. You are so beautiful."
Linda's face turned red at the compliment. "I'm not that pretty," she said honestly.
"You are the prettiest woman in the world to me ... and I bet every man that sees you thinks the same thing."
"Stop," she said modestly.
"It's true. I already told you that your breasts are the prettiest I have ever seen."
"Andy, you are embarrassing me."
"Why does that embarrass you?" he asked. "I mean it is meant as a true compliment."
Linda thought for a moment or two and said, "Probably because I was raised in a very strict environment. But also, because you are my son ... and we have done something mothers and sons are not supposed to do."
"I know you say that, but the way I feel about you, it seems to be the most natural thing in the world."
Linda sighed. "It is wrong ... and when we get home ... it ... has to stop," she said, but not very convincingly.
Andy did not answer but turned and brought his mother's lips to his. When he pulled away, he said, "Doesn't that feel natural?"
Linda's mind was saying no, but her heart was saying yes. Her heart won. "Yes," she whispered. "But it shouldn't."
***********************
It was much later after they had taken a nap. Andy had chopped more wood and stacked it next to the stove. He saw his mother sitting at the table drinking coffee. She only had on a bath robe.
"Mom, can I look at you?"
Linda looked at her son for a moment without comprehension. Then she realized that he was asking to look at her body, but not just her breasts. Her face flushed hot. "Uh ... no ... that is too ... I don't know ... too ..."
Andy moved over to her and pulled her to her feet. He kissed her and said, "Please, no one will ever know. It is just you and me here. Please."
Linda took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She could feel her face burning. Could she do this ... could she let her son look at her ... pussy in the light ... stare at her? she wondered. Then her pussy began to throb and her breathing quickened. "All right ... but quickly."
Andy smiled and moved toward the bed, pulling his mother up with him. He stripped quickly. When he saw that his mother had made no move to take her robe off he returned to her and untied the robe and then pushed it to the floor. He felt her tremble as his hands slide down her arms and then cupped her breasts. "God, they are beautiful. Can I kiss them again?"
"Andy ..." Linda said, but didn't try to stop him when he bent his head and began to kiss her breasts.
"Look at those nipples," he whispered as he moved his lips her swollen nipple. He sucked it into his mouth.
"Andy ... uh ... oh ... you said ... you wanted to look," she said.
Andy didn't answer as he moved to the other nipple. When he had sucked both nipples until they were totally hard and wet he pulled back and said, "Lay on the bed, I want to look at ... at you ... you know down below."
"Oh Andy, that is so wrong. Why do you want to ... do that?"
"Because you are beautiful and I love you."
Linda felt her heart swell. How could she deny him anything? She said, "Okay."
Andy walked over to the bed and stood there, waiting for her to come over. With a deep breath she moved over and sat on the bed and then leaned back. She threw her arm over her eyes with embarrassment as she spread her legs. She could almost feel her son's eyes on her bare and totally exposed pussy. There was no way she could express her mortification at allowing her son to stare at her pussy.
Then she heard movement and realized he was kneeling. Instinctively she placed her hand over her pussy ... just like in her dream. A little gasp escaped her lips when she felt her son's hot breath on her thigh. "Andy ... no, you can't," she whispered as she felt his lips touch her thigh. Then she felt his hand on her protective hand. She tried to fight him when he began to pull her hand away, but her muscles wouldn't cooperate. "Oh no, Andy," she gasped when she felt his lips replace her hand. "Ohhhhhh," she gasped. She couldn't believe that she was allowing her son to put his mouth on her pussy. She could feel his tongue licking the inside of her lips ... gently, as if he were afraid she would push him away at any moment.
Linda put her hand on her son's forehead and tried to push him back, but with little strength. Then suddenly his tongue touched her swollen clit. "Ahhhhhhh," she screamed and suddenly her body was writhing in illicit pleasure.
"Mmmm," Andy groaned as he began to lick his mother's clit. He wanted to put his tongue inside her, but was afraid she would rebel. He licked her throbbing clit until she was bucking under his mouth. When he thought the time was right he slid his tongue down and plunged it into his mother's wet and now drooling pussy.
"Annnnnddddyyyy!!!" she screamed in pleasure. Instead of pushing his head away she now had her hands in his hair and was pulling him closer, forcing his tongue even deep her into her throbbing opening. "Andy, Andy, Andy, Andy," she hissed, throwing her head from side to side in pleasure.
Then she was climaxing. She could no longer think, only react. She bucked her hips upward into her son's face as she pulled his mouth tightly to her pussy. The room began to spin around her and the lamp light seemed to dim. Inside her head a kaleidoscope of colors were bouncing from one side to the other. Her body shook uncontrollably as an incredible climax rocked her.
Andy was in heaven. The taste and smell of his mother's pussy was making his cock throb with pleasure, threatening to cause him to shoot his load against the bed. However, he didn't want to waste his climax. He tried to avoid touching the bed with his cock in fear that he could not control himself. Yet, just the taste of his mother's juices alone nearly brought him to his peak. When his mother, after four climaxes, finally settled down he pulled his dripping mouth away and looked up at her. She still had her eyes covered with her arm and tiny tremors were rippling through her.
Andy crawled up to his mother and lay next to her. "Sorry, Mom, I didn't mean to embarrass you," he said.
Linda opened her eyes dreamily. She looked at her son and a smile creased her lips. "Nothing to be sorry about," she whispered. "I have to admit that I loved your mouth on me. I would never have believed it. I was taught it was so dirty. This may sound crazy, but I never knew that people actually did that ... I mean I remember what you said when you were younger, about boys eating girls, but I thought that was just kid talk. But ... but now I know why people do it. Thanks for teaching me something new," she said as she pulled her son's mouth to hers.
Andy was surprised that his mother was actually kissing his lips ... after all his mouth had been on her pussy. Yet, in spite of that she was kissing him with great passion.
Linda turned to her son and pushed him onto his back. She kissed his chest and worked her way downward. She looked up at Andy and smiled.
As Andy watched his mother continue to kiss down his chest to his stomach, he suddenly realized what she was going to do. "Mom, you don't have to ... you know, do that to me."
Linda grasped her son's throbbing cock and looked at it.
She was still deciding if she could do it. It was so nasty, but after what he had done to her she wanted to try. "I want to," she said. "But ... when ... when you, you know, climax, I don't think I can ... uh swallow it."
Suddenly there was broad smile on Andy's face. "That's okay, Mom, I can shoot it on your tits," he said.
In spite of everything Linda had to laugh. "Okay, that will work." A moment later she was moving down again. When she was inches from his now throbbing cock she looked closely at it. She had never seen a cock this close before and of course she didn't know that much about them, but Andy's looked beautiful. Her face flushed when she thought about what she was about to do. She was going to put her mouth on a cock ... and not just any cock, her son's cock. Although she still had her doubts, she could feel her pussy begin to moisten again and her heart was beating faster. She stroked his cock and saw a large drop of clear juice form at the end. She watched with fascination as it grew larger and then dripped to his stomach, leaving a spider like string of almost transparent juice. Without thinking she stuck her tongue out and caught the string of juice on her tongue. When she pulled her tongue back into her mouth she moaned. Surprisingly it didn't taste bad at all. She did it again, following the string up to the top of his cock head where she flicked her tongue across the opening. She heard Andy moan this time.
Andy couldn't believe his mother was actually going to put her mouth on his cock. But then he felt it ... he felt his mother's mouth close around the head. Another moan escaped his lips as she began to suck him.
After a few sucks, Linda pulled away and said, "Am I doing it right?"
"Oh yes," Andy gasped.
Linda put her mouth back on her son's cock. At this point her head was spinning. The excitement of having her son's cock in her mouth was almost too much for her. She also couldn't believe how good he tasted ... and smelled ... there was a musk that made her head spin.
Andy wanted this to last, but unfortunately it felt too good ... and the fact that it was his mother sucking him made his balls churn with desire. His cock began to throb almost uncontrollably. He was very close to climaxing and knew he needed to warn his mother. "Mom, ... oh, God, Mom, I'm getting ... close."
Linda was so involved in sucking that she didn't hear her son's warning right away. However, when she heard him moan loudly and lift his hips she knew something was happening. A moment before she pulled away she felt his cock head swell and suddenly a blast of his cum shot into her mouth. With shock she pulled back quickly, but the first blast had hit the roof of her mouth and before she realized she had swallowed it. From inches away she saw her son's cock head pulse again and the second blast hit her in the face. She gasped, but then stifled a laugh. This was the second time she had her face splattered with sperm in just the last few hours. She closed her eyes and let his cum splatter across her face. It hit her forehead, her nose, her cheeks and her lips. She even had it in her hair.
A few moments later Linda realized that she had actually swallowed her son's cum, and like his clear juice, it really didn't taste bad. She saw cum still dripping from the tip and took the head inside her mouth again. She sucked hard, bringing more of his sweet juice into her mouth. When none seemed to be left his cock began to shrink, and she began to feel the inevitable embarrassment at what she had done. She hurriedly got up, picked up her robe and went into the toilet. She used a towel to wipe the cum from her face and hair. Then she put on her robe.
When she came out of the bathroom she saw Andy still lying on the bed. He had a sheepish look on his face.
"Sorry, Mom ... I ... I tried to warn you," he said.
"I know. I didn't react fast enough."
Andy opened his arms to his mother and was pleased to see her crawl onto the bed and then snuggle into his arms.
Linda lay on her son's chest, listening to his heartbeat. She snuggled closer to him, feeling her emotions building. Suddenly tears were streaming down her cheeks.



Andy felt her tears dripping on his stomach and sat up. "Mom, what's wrong?" he said with great concern.
"Nothing," she sniffled.
"Then why are you crying?"
"Because I am so ... so happy." She wiped her eyes.
"I don't understand."
"Men will never understand women," she said and smiled. "Sometimes women cry when they are happy."
"Oh ... okay, I guess."
Linda patted her son's bare stomach and laughed. "Don't worry about it," she said. She looked down at Andy's now limp cock. She couldn't control the urge to reach out and grab it. She squeezed it and when she saw it twitch and start to thicken she said, "I think we have done enough for now."
Andy moaned in mock frustration.
After they went to bed Linda allowed Andy to snuggle up to her but resisted all his attempts to take liberties. She wasn't entirely sure why except that she felt like they couldn't have sex all day, everyday.
Chapter 8
The next morning, after Andy had done his chores, cutting wood and fixing a few things that needed fixing, he came into the house to see that his mother had set up a chess game on the table. He smiled and said, "So you are ready to get beaten again?"
They often played board games and it seemed that Andy did often beat his mother. "Not this time," she said and laughed. "It is my turn to win."
"I don't think so," he returned.
"We will see," she said.
"If you are so confident, why don't we make a little wager," Andy said.
"What kind of wager?"
"I don't know ... maybe the one that loses has to take off an article of clothing."
"Oh Andy, I'm you mother. You shouldn't be saying things like that."
"Why not? It's not like I have not seen my mother naked."
Linda blushed mightily. In spite of what they had done, she still felt a twinge of embarrassment at being naked in front of her son. She knew it was not logical but she couldn't help how she felt.
"Come on, Mom. If you win then you don't have any problem anyway," Andy begged, using is best little boy smile.
In spite of her modesty, Linda felt a chill of excitement rush through her. "All right," she finally said.
They sat at the table and played several games, with Andy losing two times, forcing him to take off his shirt and pants. When he pulled his pants down, there was an obvious bulge in his underwear. Then his mother lost and she had to take off her top.
Her face was red as she stood and unbuttoned her blouse. She slipped it off without looking at Andy. Of course she knew that he was staring and it made her nipples rock hard. When she sat back down and looked over she saw that Andy was in fact staring and had a broad smile on his face.
The next game Andy lost and he stood and slowly took off his underwear, making sure his mother saw his hard cock, which was throbbing in front of him.
"Well, I guess the game is over," Linda said, relieved that she was going to have to take off her shorts.
"Sorry, Mom, but I still have my boots on," Andy said as he lifted his foot from under the table to show his mother that he was not lying.
"That's no fair," she protested. "I only had a top and shorts on."
"All's fair in love and chess," he laughed. "Time for another game."
"You are mean," she pouted.
Andy proceeded to win the next game, forcing his mother to take off her shorts.
Linda stood and turned her back to Andy, her face flushing red. She unsnapped her shorts and slowly slipped them down her legs.
Andy pushed his chair back and leaned over the table to look at his mother as she revealed her gorgeous ass. "Mmmm," he hissed as he watched her ass come into view.
"God your ass is gorgeous," Andy said, almost to himself.
Linda felt the flush from her face rush down her neck and across her breasts. She was almost trembling with excitement. She gasped when she saw that her pussy juice had soaked the crotch of her shorts.
Andy hurried around the table and grabbed his mother and pulled her to him.
"Andy," Linda started to whisper but it was cut off by Andy's lips as he kissed her passionately. When their lips parted they were both breathing heavily.
Andy led his mother toward the bed. Then he paused and turned her away from him. He pushed her forward until her hands were on the bed.
"Andy what are you doing?"
"I want to fuck you like this," he whispered.
Linda sucked in her breath. For a moment she thought about admonishing him for using the "F" word, but she knew that she had used it as well. She felt his lips on her back, trailing down her spine. Then realized he was sliding to his knees. "Andy, what ... don't," she gasped as his lips reached her ass cheeks.
"I love your ass," he said, kissing one cheek and then the other.
When Linda felt Andy opening her cheeks she reached back and grabbed his hand. "No ... it's ... too ... it's too embarrassing for you to be looking at me like that."
Before she could stop him Andy leaned his head forward and stuck out his tongue.
"Nooooo ... Andy," Linda gasped when she felt his tongue touch her rear hole. "Andy, stop," she said, but because of the position she couldn't stop him immediately. She reached her hand back, but before she could touch him she felt his tongue pushing into her ass.
"Oh my God," she cried as an incredible wave of illicit pleasure consumed her. "No, no, no," she cried, but now, instead of pushing him away she was swaying her ass from side to side. She took in a deep breath when she felt her son's tongue probing her opening. She couldn't believe what he was doing. It was the nastiest thing she had ever known. Yet, her pussy juice was now running in streams down her thighs. "Oh baby, don't," Linda cried, even as she began to push her ass back toward his mouth.
"Mmmm," Andy moaned when he felt his mother's asshole clinching his tongue as if it wanted to pull him inside. He couldn't believe that he was actually eating his mother's asshole. His cock was throbbing so much that he feared that he might climax prematurely. Reluctantly he pulled his mouth from his mother's ass. For a moment he paused and stared, watching her rosebud open and close. Then he moved forward and forced his tongue deep one last time, bringing a long, low moan from his mother. He stood up. "I want to fuck you, Mom," he said.
"Yes," she answered dreamily. She allowed him to lead her around to the side of the bed. There they paused for a passionate kiss. Linda reached down and grasped her son's throbbing cock as their tongues dueled.
They kissed for a long time before Andy pulled away. "Sit on my cock, Mom," he said.
Linda sucked in her breath. "Andy ... I ... I ... can't."
"Of course you can," he said as he flopped onto the bed on his back. He held his cock upward and smiled. "Sit on it," he said again.
Linda moved slowly toward the bed, almost as if in a trance. She climbed onto the bed and straddled her son's waist.
"Let me lick your pussy first," Andy said, pulling his mother upward. She moaned as if to protest, but complied by straddling his face.
"Oh baby," Linda gasped when she felt her son's tongue splitting her swollen and very wet lips. She pushed down, almost smothering her son before she realized that he couldn't breathe. She lifted up and allowed him to lick her pussy lips. Then when he touched her clit she began to convulse with pleasure. Without warning she began to climax. Juice began to gush from her pussy. Her body shook and she moaned loudly as her climax went on for some time before she came down. When she did she saw her son smiling up at her, his face soaked with her copious juices.
"Turn around; I want to look at your gorgeous ass as you fuck me."
Without protest Linda turned and squatted over her son's cock. She grasped it and placed the swollen head at her opening.
Then she moved down slowly, taking him inch by inch into her body. Even after such a strong climax she felt her excitement building again rapidly. When she thought she had his entire cock inside her she paused.
"All the way, Mom."
Linda looked down and realized she had two more inches. She moved down slowly, taking another inch, and then another until he was all the way inside her. She had never had anything so deep inside her. She could feel his huge cock head at the opening to her womb. "Oh God, Andy, I have it all now. Your cock is all the way inside your mother," she gasped.
"Yes, yes, fuck me now, Mom. Fuck me hard."
Linda lifted up slightly and then moved slowly back down, taking her son's cock all the way into her. They both moaned. Then she did it again, faster, and then faster until she was moving up and down with abandon.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God, yes, Andy."
"Fuck me, Mom, fuck me, fuck your son.
"Oh, I'm going to cum, Andy. Ahhhhhh!!!" she screamed as a strong climax over took her.
"I'm cummmmiiiiinnnnngggg!!! Andy returned. His cock grew inside his mother as her pussy squeezed him tightly. A moment later his juices were squirting deep into his mother.
"Yes, yes, yes, cum in meeeeee!" she screamed.
Chapter 9
Andy was having another sexual dream. He was lying on his bed and his mother was sucking his cock. In his dream he reached for her head and pulled her mouth down on his throbbing erection. His hips lifted from the bed and forced his cock almost all the way down her throat. He heard his mother moan deep in her throat. Suddenly he opened his eyes and realized that it was not a dream. His mother was lying between his legs and she had his cock in her mouth. His hands were on her head as he had dreamed.
"Mmmmm!!!" he moaned as held her head. His hips began to move up and down in time with his mother's sucking mouth.
Linda could hardly believe what she was doing. She had awakened from a sexual dream as well. When she looked over at Andy she saw that he had a morning erection. Suddenly she had an incredible urge to suck him. And she wanted to do something more ... something she had never done; she wanted to drink his cum. She wanted to swallow his juices. She lay in bed and began to play with her pussy. As her excitement grew she realized she needed to suck him and drink his cum to satisfy her desire. She crawled quietly between his legs and then gently took his hard cock into her hand. She examined it closely. It was strong with bulging veins yet it was smooth, and soft. She never knew that a cock could look so good ... but maybe it was because it was her son's cock. For long moments she studied his beautiful cock. The head was like a helmet sitting almost proudly on top of the shaft. The slit in the center was already drooling clear juices. She drew in his scent and felt a chill rush through her. She could almost understand why he seemed to like her smell; his musk was intoxicating and set her senses on fire. She stuck out her tongue and ran it up the shaft slowly, feeling the hot flesh throb. When she reached the head she covered it with her lips and sucked. That was when Andy grabbed her head and she thought he had awakened. But he hadn't.
She allowed him to move her head up and down. Then she felt him pushing her down further. His cock moved deeper and it almost breached her throat before she pulled back and suppressed a gag. Then he did it again and she took him deeper. She was pretty sure he was awake now. He was gentle, but forceful.
His strength and control excited her. When he pushed her down again she was able to suppress a gag and took the shaft almost all the way down her throat. When she pulled back she looked up and saw that Andy was in fact awake and smiling down at her. She tried to smile back, but her mouth was full.
Linda went back to sucking, enjoying the taste and feel of his throbbing cock. She sucked the head and then licked it, bringing a moan from her son. As she continued to suck the excitement of what she was about to do made her head spin. She was nervous, but was determined to do it. She wanted to drink Andy's sperm ... all of it ... she wanted to swallow him and have his sweet cream in her belly. She wanted to do it for him ... or maybe it was for her. She lost herself in her task and the outside world disappeared. Her heart belonged to her son now and nothing would ever change that. Drinking his cum would seal it forever in her heart and mind.
"Mom," Andy whispered as he felt his excitement building to a peak. When his mother didn't respond he said, "Mom," this time a little louder. He could feel his balls churning and knew that his climax was not far away. "Mom, I'm getting close," he said in warning. When she still didn't respond, he tried to push her head back, fearing she would be mad if he climaxed in her mouth.
Linda felt Andy's hands on her head, pushing her back, but nothing was going to stop her from getting what she wanted. She looked up at her son and their eyes met. She tried to translate what she was about to do to him. Then his eyes opened wide in surprise and she knew that he knew. She moaned deep in her throat and closed her eyes, telling him it was okay, telling him to cum in her mouth.
"Oh God, Mom," he gasped as his cock throbbed and suddenly a huge blast of cum lurched from the head. It was followed by another and another.
Linda thought she was prepared, but the volume that hit her throat was still a surprise. She swallowed the first blast, loving the feeling of his thick cream as it slid down her throat. But she didn't want it all to go into her throat. She wanted to taste him. She shut off her throat and let the rest spew into her mouth. It came in such a great quantity that she feared that her mouth would not contain it all. Her cheeks bulged with his load and she tried to hold it in. A little sperm trickled from the corner of her mouth, but she kept the rest safely inside.
When the flow finally stopped she was relieved, if not proud, that she had contained it all. She pulled her mouth from his shrinking cock, closing her lips tightly, and turned her face up to him. Her eyes were smiling as she looked at him. Then she swallowed. Incredibly she felt her pussy spasm like she was about to climax. She swallowed again and the spasm grew stronger. On the third swallow she did climax. It was an amazing climax and she had not touched her pussy. It was a strong, yet smooth and gentle climax, like the flow of his sperm down her throat. It continued until she had swallowed the last drop.
When she looked up, she saw Andy looking back at her with a look that was a combination of love and amazement.
Andy saw that there was a gob of his cum on her chin, but the rest was gone and he knew she had swallowed all of it. Then his lips spread in a broad smile.
"God, Mom that was incredible."
Linda continued to smile proudly at her son. She now knew why women liked to suck cocks.
Andy reached down and pulled his mother up to him until she was lying on his chest. Then he tried to pull her lips to his and she resisted. "Let me brush my teeth," she said.
"No," he responded and pulled her to him again. Their lips met in a wet and loving kiss.
Linda stood at the small sink. She was naked. Andy sat at the table, also naked. "So what are we going to do today?" Linda asked and she dried the last breakfast dish.
Andy looked at the bed and smiled.
"We can't spend all day in bed," she said.
"Why not?"
Linda threw the dish towel at him and said, "Because."
Andy stood up and pulled his mother into his embrace. "We can because I love you more than anything in the world."
Linda started to protest, but paused as she allowed her son to kiss her. Her heart started to beat faster as the kiss turned passionate. Andy pushed her back until her buttocks hit the table. Then he lifted her and sat her on the table, his lips never leaving hers. When Linda finally pulled away she whispered, "Don't you ever get enough?"
"Not of you. And since you said we can't do this when we get back home, I want all I can get. That is still true ... I mean about stopping, right?"
Linda remembered that she had told him that they had to stop when they got home. Of course that had been when they were just kissing. She felt a strong wave of sadness come over her at the thought of them no longer holding each other, kissing each other, and making love. She sighed as she looked into her son's loving eyes. "We will see," she said.
Suddenly Andy wanted to squeeze the breath out of his mother. "We will see", meant that they could do things ... at least he thought that was what it meant. A small smile creased his lips, but he didn't say anything. He didn't want to press it and give her a chance to put limits on their relationship. Instead he kissed her again, hard. When he pulled away he saw that she was breathing heavily.
"Andy," Linda said as her son slipped from her arms and to his knees. Then she allowed him to lift her legs and push her back until she was lying on the table. "Oh, Andy," she hissed as he began to kiss her bare thighs. She knew it would be useless to ask him to allow her to wash before he used his mouth on her, so she didn't try. His hot lips trailed across her thigh until they reached her swollen and wet pussy. She felt him gently licking her outer lips and couldn't help moving her hips. She wanted his mouth on her pussy now. She reached for his head and tried to pull it to her, but he resisted, continuing to tease her lips with gentle licks and bites. "Andy, please," she begged.
Andy paused and said, "Andy please what?"
"Oh God, Andy eat me."
Andy smiled at her crude words. "So you want me to eat your pussy? You want your son to eat your pussy?"
"Don't tease me. Please eat your mother's pussy."
"Okay, since you said please." With that he moved his mouth to her pussy.
"Ahhhhhhh!!!" Linda hissed as her son began to suck her. She felt his tongue lick her and then push deeply into her opening. Then he twisted his head around so his tongue touched all sides of her wet opening. Then he sucked. The room quickly filled with the sound of Andy's sucking mouth. Linda bucked her hips upward, pulling his head down as she did. "Yes, yes, yes, eat me," she gasped. "Ohhhhhhh, Andy, I'm going to ... cummmmmmm." She began to climax.
Andy plunged his tongue in and out of her as deeply as possible in time with his mother's convulsing pussy. When he felt her climax began to wane he found her clit and sucked it, sending his mother into another spasm of pleasure. He licked and sucked her until she climaxed again, and then again. He couldn't get enough of the sweet juices streaming from her pussy. Finally he felt her pushing gently on his head. He pulled back and pushed her legs back and over her head. He spread her ass cheeks and paused to look at her. Her little rosebud was pink and wrinkled. It was still pulsing from her recent climax and almost appeared to be winking at him. He stuck out his tongue and touched the little hole with the tip. He heard his mother moan and he did it again. He was ecstatic that she wasn't pushing him away. She was going to let him eat her ass this time without protest. He plunged his tongue deeply into her asshole. His index finger found her swollen clit and he rubbed it.
"Anddddddyyy," she screamed as another climax started.
He could feel her asshole clinching on his tongue as it twisted and plunged into her neither hole. Her reaction excited Andy beyond belief. He did it over and over as his mother twisted and squirm on the table.
For Linda, the embarrassment of having her son tongue fucking her asshole her was less this time. It felt too good too stop him and he seemed to love doing it. Her hips moved in time to his plunging tongue as she climaxed over and over.
It took a while for her to come down. When she did she realized that Andy was still licking her. For a moment she thought of pushing him away, but she knew it was too late ... he knew that she had climaxed from his tongue in her ass. She couldn't deny that she had liked it.



Andy couldn't get enough of his mother's sweet asshole. He licked it and sucked it long after she stopped climaxing. He kept her ass cheeks spread as he literally made love to her asshole. He loved the taste and smell of her and would have stayed there for hours if his knees had not begun to hurt. Reluctantly he stood up and looked at his mother. Her eyes were closed and there was a serene look on her face. He leaned close and kissed her.
She readily accepted it into her mouth. When they broke the kiss she took a deep breath and said, "Are you trying to kill your mother?"
"Never. I can't help it if I love to eat your ass and pussy," he said.
"Well, how about fucking me now," Linda said.
Andy looked back at his mother with eyes wide. He couldn't believe that she was asking for it.
Linda was as surprised as Andy that the words had come from her mouth. But somehow the words didn't seem dirty anymore. Yes, I love my son FUCKING me, she thought. She wondered if she would have loved it as much if were not her son. She guessed not.
Andy stood up and grasped his throbbing cock. "You want my cock? You want your son to fuck you?"
"Yes, please."
Andy stepped forward and brought his cock to her more than ready pussy. He lifted her legs to his shoulders and placed the head of his cock at her pussy opening. He pushed in until the head had disappeared. He paused, enjoying the incredible feeling of his cock head soaking in his mother's pussy.
"Andy, don't tease me," Linda said.
"Wow, that is a change," he said. "I thought it was me that wanted to get my cock inside you quickly."
"Please," she begged, bumping her hips upward.
Andy sighed as if it was a big inconvenience to push his cock inside his mother. "All right," he said and thrust his hips forward hard.
"Ahhhhhhiiiiieeeeee!!! Linda screamed as she felt her son's long cock slip through her opening until it was entirely buried in her pussy. "Oh yes, yes, fuck me."
Andy fucked his mother for a long, long time. He pumped his hips back and forth in a steady rhythm. He was going to make this last. He wanted his mother to enjoy it and remember it, just in case she began to think she could live without his cock. She climaxed three times before he finally warned that he was about to cum.
"Yes, yes, fill me with your sweet cum," Linda said. She watched her son's face as it contorted in pleasure. She had never really watched him before. If she didn't know better she would have thought he was in great pain. Of course she knew better because no pain could cause the throbbing of his hot cock inside her. Then she felt him begin to blast his juices into her welcoming pussy.
When he was done he staggered backward, finally satiated for now. However, they both knew that wouldn't last very long.
Chapter 10
The torrential rain on the roof awoke Linda from her sex induced nap. She got up and padded over to the window naked. It was the first time she had slept naked in a long time ... or maybe she had never slept naked since she was a small child. It had felt so liberating. The fact that she was in bed with her son, who was also naked, made it seem so wicked and quite exciting. She looked out at the overcast skies and the pouring rain and wondered what they were going to do today since it didn't appear that the rain was going to stop. Then she smiled and thought of Andy, knowing what he would want to do. She sighed as the now familiar tingle went though her pussy. As quietly as possible she slipped back into bed, crawling under the covers. She gently moved between his legs, kneeling with the covers over her head. Under the blanket it was dark, but there was enough light to see her son's sexual parts. There was a warm and sensual smell ... it smelled like her and Andy. She supposed the entire cabin now smelled like that, which was not at all unpleasant. It was so primal and earthy and made her pussy leak, adding to the aroma.
"Mmmm," Andy moaned when he realized that his mother was between his legs. He could feel her soft fingers tickling his thighs and her hot breath followed. He spread and bent his legs to give her room. He now felt her tongue following her fingers, moving slowly toward his rapidly growing erection. Then her tongue was on his balls, gently licking them. Another moan escaped him when he felt her take one of his large orbs into her mouth. "Mom," he gasped as she gently sucked it, rolling it around in her warm and wet mouth. He had never had that done before. Then she moved to the other. A moment later she let that one slip from her lips and began to lick upward across his now throbbing cock. She circled the head, teasing the sensitive area under the crown before running her tongue down the shaft to his balls again.
Linda almost giggled when she heard Andy's moan of frustration. She knew she was teasing him but she also knew that he loved it. It was amazing how much she had learned about the male libido and pleasure points in just the past few days. She knew he loved her to lick around the head, and now she knew that he loved his balls sucked. She pushed his legs up to his chest, and nuzzled her head down lower until she felt his balls on her forehead. She heard him moan again as she began to lick the area just below his balls. She moved her tongue up and down from his balls to his asshole. Did she dare she wondered? She moved her tongue down ... down ... down.
"Oh God, Mom," Andy gasped.
Linda circled the little nether hole, feeling it react to her gentle probing with a pulse. With a deep breath she pushed her tongue through the puckered opening. At the same time she found Andy's cock and grasped it. It was throbbing and juice was pouring from the head and ran across her fingers.
Linda was suddenly lost in her own world. Under the blanket she felt like she had closed the world out ... like she had shut out all the things she had learned that women didn't do. No one knew they were there, no one could hear her, no one could see her, it was only her and her son and he wasn't complaining. She stroked him in time with the movement of her tongue. Each throb of his cock brought a throb of his asshole on her tongue. She was lost in her own sensual and exciting world and didn't realize how close Andy was to climaxing.
"Ohhhhhhh, Moooooommmmm!!! Andy gasped.
Linda could feel his ass spasm and felt his balls moving. It took her a moment to realize that he was about to climax. She wanted to have his cock in her mouth when he did, but it was too late. She stayed put, plunging her tongue in and out of his asshole as deeply as possible. She felt the hot juices rushing up the shaft and squirting onto his heaving stomach. She would have giggled if it had not been so incredibly exciting. When the last dribble was out of his cock and his asshole no longer squeezed her tongue so tightly, she pulled away. She stayed under the blanket however, wanting to enjoy the musk that had been generated by her son's strong climax. She kissed up his balls until she found his shrinking cock. It was lying in a pool of his cream. She nuzzled his cock and then took it into her mouth. His cream coated her cheek as she sucked him gently, pulling the last of his juice from his balls. Then she turned her mouth to his sticky stomach where she licked the cream like a cat does milk. When her tongue could find no more cream she rested her head on his stomach.
After a few minutes Linda knew from his steady breathing that he had fallen back to sleep. With her face covered in his cream, his taste in her mouth, she reached between her legs and pushed several fingers into her overflowing pussy. She moved her fingers in and out until her own pleasure peaked. It was a gentle climax, but none-the-less satisfying. Her attempt to restrict her movements in order not to awaken her son made her pleasure that much more intense. With her fingers now soaked with her son's sperm and her own juices, she fell asleep, her face inches from his now flaccid cock.
Chapter 11
Linda was humming as she stood naked at the stove fixing dinner. The door opened and Andy came in carrying an arm full of logs. He was soaked from head to toe. "Put that wood down and get out of those wet clothes before you catch your death of cold."
Andy stacked the pieces of wood next to the stove and began to strip. He saw his mother looking between him and the food cooking on the stove. He stood and gently began to stroke himself, bringing his cock to erection.
She was hungry for food, but incredibly found herself just as hungry for her son.
Andy pulled a chair over and sat down, his cock now pointing toward the ceiling. "Sit on my cock, Mom," Andy said.
"The food will burn," she returned.
"Put it aside, we can eat later," Andy ordered.
After a bit of hesitation Linda moved the pan off the stove and turned to her son. She moved over and threw her leg over his thighs, centering her pussy over his throbbing erection. Slowly she began to slip downward. A moan escaped her lips as inch after inch went into her already wet pussy. When she had him all the way inside her she paused, looking into her son's eyes. "I love you," she whispered.
"I love you, too," he answered as he kissed her passionately. As he did he lifted his mother's hips until his cock was several inches out of her.
Linda whimpered and pushed herself down, taking Andy into her all the way again. With their lips locked together they fucked like that for some time. Linda climaxed several times. She couldn't get enough of his wonderful cock. She wanted Andy to climax in her. She moved faster until Andy halted her.
"Turn around and sit on me," he said.
Linda stood up and turned with her back to him. Then she moved backward and slowly slipped downward. Andy grasped his cock and held it upward for her. "Oooohhhh!, Andy," she giggled, "That's the wrong hole."
Andy moaned and a shudder went through him. His cock head was on his mother's asshole. Instead of moving his cock to her pussy he pulled her downward.
"Andy ... what ... we ... uh ... what are you doing," Linda gasped as she felt her son's huge cock head pressing into her asshole.
"Relax, Mom ... relax," Andy encouraged. He felt the tight ring of his mother's asshole begin to expand. "Yes, yes, push down and relax," he whispered.
"Andy ... oh God, ... this is not righttttttt," she gasped as she felt the cock head pop into her asshole. His cock felt huge as it stretched her normally tight nether hole. Yet it had not really hurt ... she felt stretched and full, but there was little pain. After a moment or two she felt Andy pulling her downward again. "Ohhhh," she moaned as several inches of his cock slipped into her asshole. She reached down and touched her now very swollen clit. It felt huge and was throbbing with excitement. She moved her fingers lower as if to make sure his cock was not in her pussy. It was not. She pushed two fingers into her pussy and could actually feel Andy's cock through the thin membrane between her pussy and anal canal. Her pussy convulsed. She didn't realize that having a cock in her ass could cause her pussy to spasm.
A moment later she felt Andy's thighs under her thighs and knew that he had his entire cock in her asshole. "Ohhhhh, hold it ... wait," Linda whispered. She had never felt so full. It felt strange ... good, but different from when his cock was in her pussy. She could feel her asshole pulsing around his shaft. That caused his cock to pulse in response. It happened again, and again. It was as if neither of them could control the autonomic reaction. As they remained still the pulsing increased, growing more rapid by the second. Linda slowly lifted up, letting Andy's cock slip out of her asshole until only the head was still inside her. She did a little hip rotation, circling around on his cock head.
"Oh God, Mom, you are so tight and warm," Andy moaned.
Linda giggled and rotated her hips again. Then she pushed back down, taking his entire cock deep in her asshole again. "You like fucking your mother's asshole?" she asked.
Andy moaned in response.
"I'll take that as a yes. I love it too."
Linda began to move up and down slowly on her son's cock. Her asshole had loosened enough that she could move freely now. She was amazed that she liked being fucked in the ass. She wasn't sure she could climax like that, but there was a sensuality about it ... a closeness to her son that she had not felt before when they were fucking. Her pace on her son's cock quickened until she was taking him in and out of her ass with ease and at a rapid tempo. Her finger found her clit again and began to rub it.
"Mom, you are so tight. You are going to make me cum if you keep that up."
"Cum then. Cum in your mother's asshole. Yes, cum in me," she responded.
"Ahhhhhhiiiiieeee!!!" Andy bellowed as his cock throbbed and began to send his hot cream deep into his mother's willing asshole. It seemed that her bowels were sucking his cum out of his balls like a vacuum. Each throb of his cock sent another huge blast of cum into her until he was totally drained.
Linda's fingers continued to rub her clit until she had climaxed as well. It wasn't an earth shaking climax, but it was nice and she thought that with some practice she could climax as strongly with a cock in her ass as she did with it in her pussy. She remained on Andy until his cock had shrunk and slowly slipped from her rear hole. She got up and looked at Andy. "Well, what brought that on?"
Andy looked sheepishly. He thought about trying to act like it was an accident, but he was pretty sure his mother would see through it. He shrugged and said, "I love your asshole so I ... well I figured it might be fun."
Linda leaned over and kissed him and said, "Well that was different and I think I liked it."
A broad smile crossed Andy's face.
"But next time, ask first," she gently admonished.
"Would you have let me do it if I had asked?"
She thought about that for a moment and answered, "No, probably not." She smiled. "Let me get dinner started again." She began to hum again as she put the pan back on the stove. As she stood there she felt her son's cum slowly trickling out of her still stretched asshole.
******************
Over the next few days Andy and Linda fucked in every position possible and in ever corner of the house. She sucked him and he ate her. He fucked her pussy and ass several times a day. They even walked naked to the falls and fucked on the platform with the mist of the waterfall covering their sweating bodies with a refreshing spray. They felt like Adam and Eve, with no prying eyes, save for the squirrels and deer, witnessing their taboo coupling.
As they walked back toward the cabin they stopped on the bridge for one last time. They were to leave tomorrow.
Finally, Andy said, "Mom ... what's ... what's going to happen when we get home?"
Linda didn't look at her son. She didn't answer right away. It took a long time for her to say, "I'm not sure."
"I don't know if I could stand it if we couldn't ... do ... you know, do what we have been doing."
Again Linda was silent. She paused and turned toward Andy, looking into his eyes. She saw tears. There were tears in her eyes as well. Taking a deep breath she said, "What we have done here is so wrong. We are mother and son. But if I am to be honest with you, I feel the same way."
Andy felt his heart skip at his mother's words. He wasn't sure what to say ... afraid he would say something stupid and spoil everything. Instead he said, "I love you ... but not like a son ... I mean like a son, but so much more."
"I love you too and I know what you mean."
Linda was standing in front of Andy, leaning back on his strong chest as they stared at the rainbow made by the mist of the falls. It would be their last time, at least for this year. Linda leaned her head back and presented her lips to her son. She could already feel his hard cock pressing to her ass. She moaned as he gasped her breasts and they shared tongues.
When they pulled away Andy asked, "So what do we do when we get home?"
"I don't suppose we have much choice. I can't let you go. We will never have the same relationship again," Linda said and then quickly added, "Which is not a bad thing. But we will have to be very careful. No one, and I mean no one can ever know."
Andy's face grew bright with excitement. "I know, I know ... I would never tell anyone."
"I know you wouldn't on purpose, but it could happen if we are not careful. But, the truth is I have to have you. Our sexual relationship ties us together like the day I birthed you."
Andy pulled his mother's lips to his and they kissed for a long time. When they pulled apart they saw several female deer and their babies not twenty feet away from them. The animals paused in their eating and casually looked at the two naked people. For a moment it was as of everything in the forest froze and there didn't seem to be a sound. Then, as if accepting the two naked humans as part of the nature around them, the deer went back to eating. One of the babies casually walked over to within inches of them. The baby sniffed them and turned away.
"See, even the animals think it is okay for us to be together," Andy said.
"It seems so," Linda answered with a huge smile.
Andy gently pushed his mother over the wooden rail. He positioned his cock at her asshole and pushed forward until he was deep into her. Linda screamed in pleasure. The deer looked up for a moment but then went back to eating grass.
The End
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Coming Home
Chapter 1
As I sit here looking out at a rainy day, I think back to all that has happened in the last few years, and in spite of the gloom I have to smile. I have been on a journey that most men never have the opportunity to take. It has been a relatively short but wonderful ride. There is nothing that I regret, not one single thing. Let me explain.
My name is Thomas Jason Cleaver and I am a 25 year old man, still living at home with my mother. I suppose today, kids living with their parents in order to make ends meet, is not a rare occurrence. My case, however, is quite a bit different in that I have an intimate relationship with my mother. We are in love and not the mother/son kind of love... we passed that vanilla form of relationship years ago. We are a couple, and to the outside world our relationship may represent a May/December romance. For the most part we don't really care what the world thinks of us. Still discretion is important, as normal society would never accept who we are. Let me to go back to when I was nineteen to explain how this all happened.
First let me say that my mother, Dawn, is a gorgeous lady, just turning 40, with a womanly maturity that rejects the effects of time. She stands about 5' 8" tall and has strawberry blond hair with crystal blue eyes and weighs about than 140 pounds. She has a perfectly sculptured body that even today, or maybe especially today, will causes men to stare. Her breasts are a bit larger than most women of her size, with a bit of a sexy droop but no sag. She has large nipples and areoles that seem to grow even larger when she is sexually excited. Her skin is creamy white and as smooth as silk.
As for me, I am about 6' tall and weigh in at 180 pounds. I have blond hair, and my mother's blue eyes. Most would say that I would be a catch for any young woman. Yet, when I was 18, no one would have said that about me. I was all of 150 pounds, which is skinny by anyone's standard. I was too skinny to play contact sports in high school, so I ran cross country and was on the track team. To say I was gangly would have been an understatement. I was also not very popular with girls in school, being self-conscious about my weight. To tell the truth I was not all that concerned with girls my age anyway because I had my mother. She was, and still is, the only one woman I was ever interested in.
My mother and I have always been close. She was very young when I was born and as a result was forced by her now deceased parents to marry the father. Her parents had ostracized their daughter after the birth and cut off all communication. My father, who Mom said I was named after, at his insistence, was a loser. He was older and took advantage of my mom. The marriage, which was doomed from the start, lasted but one year. He took off for parts unknown and has never been back, which is fine by me.
Still, it was difficult for Mom to raise me on her own, especially with her parents doing nothing to help. She worked hard and got a college degree at night and became a real estate agent... and a good one... working for a nationally known real estate firm. While not making us rich, the job provided us with most of the comforts of life.
Mom dated some over the years, but she never remarried. She always said I was the only man she wanted in her life. As a result we became very close. Early on, some of the kids teased that I was a "Mommy's boy." Truthfully, while at one point I questioned the label, I never resented it. Most of the time I was proud to be a "Momma's boy."
However, like most boys I did have my rebellious stage. After graduating high school, instead of going to college, I did much of nothing, working in fast food places, gas stations, and for a yard maintenance company. I earned little money and learned nothing of value. I was a bit past nineteen when I saw an ad for the military and stopped by the recruiting station. I told my mother that I was thinking about joining the military. While she was always supportive of me, she was not pleased with my revelation. She had accepted that I would go away to college one day, but never the long term separation that comes with military service. We didn't fight about it, but she let me know that she wasn't pleased.
Joining the military was not a decision I took lightly, and it was a very difficult one. However, in retrospect I think it was the best thing that could have happened to me. There were several reasons for me to consider the military in the first place. At the time the reasons seemed logical. First, in my rebellious stage I wanted to cast off the image that I could not make it on my own. I wanted to become my own man... to become a man. That was important to me, but yet deep inside there was another more important reason... I loved my mother, and not like a normal son loves his mother. I thought that getting away from her would help me separate myself from these feelings. I was, of course, wrong about that, realizing quickly that separation only makes the heart grow fonder.
I had always thought my mother was beautiful, but as I turned of age, I found that I was looking at my mother differently... not as a mother, but as a woman. I would see her around the house dressed in short summer dresses or shorts, or even her favorite fluffy bathrobe, with no makeup, and wonder what she looked like naked. Eventually, I have to admit that I took to spying on her.
You see, my mother had a thing about closed or locked doors, at least inside the house. She said it was a feeling that a closed door closed off communication. She would always leave every door opened just a crack, including the bedroom and bathrooms. I accepted it and would mostly comply with that rule myself unless I was doing something very personal... if you know what I mean. My mom must have known what I was doing as she would always leave me alone at those times.
Her policy of leaving doors open gave me ample opportunity, and maybe the incentive, to indulge in my spying activities. It gave me plenty of ammunition for my frequent masturbatory fantasies as well. I would watch her dressing, slipping on her bra and panties, or fresh out of the shower before she put on her robe. I learned much later that she knew that I was spying and was embarrassed that it had excited her.
My mother and I had always been affectionate and never parted without an innocent kiss on the lips. Sometimes, on special occasions, like her closing on a big home sale, or a birthday, there would be a hug and a kiss that lasted longer than a quick peck. At those times my mother would push me away as soon as she felt the almost inevitable hardening in my pants. Her face would flush but I saw her glance down on more than one occasion. My face would flush as well.
There were special evenings when we would sit on the sofa together watching TV, her wearing her favorite old shirt of mine, and me in my shorts and tee shirt. She seemed to be quite careless about letting the shirt fall open and I could see the creamy swells of her braless breasts. I would sometimes pull her over until she was sitting on my lap, which she strangely allowed. Inevitably I would get excited. Sometimes she would remain there even after I had become erect. She would nuzzle her face into my neck and after a while I would wonder if she had fallen asleep.
The feeling of her warm body pressed to me and the smell of her freshly washed hair would conspire to cause my cock to throb in my shorts. I wasn't sure if she realized that at those special times I would sometimes climax from no more than the feeling of her soft ass on my cock. What wonderful memories those times were for me, and as I learned later, for her as well.
It wasn't until I had enlisted in the military, and was due to leave the next day for boot camp, that I realized how my mother really felt. I was in bed with just my night table light on, lying naked under the sheets, indulging in my favorite activity when my mother, knocked on my closed door, and came into the room. I was embarrassed; as it was pretty obvious from the tent in the sheet that I had an erection as well as what I had been doing. Mom didn't seem to notice as she walked in wearing one of my long sleeve button down shirts and a pair of tiny panties. She sat on the side of the bed. Her eyes were red from crying but she smiled at me.
"I hope you don't mind that I took one of your shirts... it just makes me feel closer to you."
"Of course not," I replied as my face flushed.
"I'm going to miss you," she whispered as she leaned over and placed her cheek on my bare chest.
I could feel the wetness of her tears on my chest. Even that turned me on and made my still hard cock throb. I had tears in my eyes as well and couldn't answer her. In spite of my emotions my erection did not diminish, but in fact continued to throb under the sheet. I wondered if my mother could see it. A moment or two later I knew that she could.
The room grew very quiet and I swear I could hear my heart thumping in my chest. I felt her hand on my bare stomach and I suppressed a gasp. She gently circled her hand, her fingers playing idly in the hair that trailed under the sheet. I held my breath as her circling hand moved lower and lower until it had slipped under the sheet. I was frozen with excitement and, yes, fear. When he hand started to very slowly move, I wondered if it was just my imagination. I knew that she could see me my cock throbbing under the sheet now and there was a wet spot from my pre-cum.
My head was spinning with excitement and embarrassment as I felt her almost scorching had move another inch lower. At any moment she would be able to feel the wetness created by my dripping cock in my pubic hair. I gasped when she moved that inch and I felt her fingers playing in my pre-cum fluid. I let a little moan slip from my lips and I thought I heard her moan as well.
I lay frozen, wondering if I was asleep and it was a wonderful dream. Whether it was or not, I was afraid to move in fear that I would spoil the moment. I was terrified that she would touch me, but even more terrified that she would not. A second later I felt her hand wrap around my throbbing cock. I swear I almost climaxed.
I moaned loudly this time. It was the softest and most sensual touch I had ever felt. Her warm hand gently caressed my cock, slowly circling the head and allowing my dripping fluid to lubricate her palm. It felt as though the head of my cock was encased in a warm velvet glove. She turned her hand this way and that, gently and lightly stimulating the head. My heart was pounding in my chest and all my senses were heightened. I could feel the warmth of her breasts and the rapid beat of her heart though my shirt and hers.
When she began to gently stroke my cock I didn't think I could hold back. But I didn't want it to end either. I didn't want to shoot off like some inexperienced adolescent and ruin this moment. Yet I was inexperienced. Well except for a couple of amazing times that Becky Henderson had jerked me off while sitting on her parent's sofa watching TV. But I was no ladies' man in high school and therefore no real sexual experience. I was, in fact, a virgin.
My mother seemed to sense my excitement and slowed her movement until it was but a gentle squeezing. When the crisis had passed she began again. Her fist came back to the head to coat her palm with my now copious fluids. She twisted her hand around the head until it felt like it would explode. Then she moved back to the shaft again. I am not sure how long this lasted but to my foggy mind it seemed like an eternity of sensual torture. I never wanted it to end, but I was also desperate to climax. I tried desperately to keep my hips from moving, afraid that the added friction would cause me to climax too soon.
Still my mother somehow knew when I could take no more and she would back off. Time and again she did this until I thought I would go mad with desire. Finally, mercifully, she began to stroke me. I could not see her hand on my cock as my view was blocked by her head. I could, however, hear the sound her hand made moving on my now slick cock. She moved faster and faster until it was a sticky and sloppy slapping sound, which I had heard many times when I had done it on my own.
"Oh God," I groaned as my balls pulled tight. I lifted my hips upward as I felt the throbs of orgasm begin. "Ahhhhhheeee," I screamed as my cock pulsed and began to blast my cum up the shaft and then splat on my belly. I did it again and again. She continued to stroke me as my cock spit blast after blast of sperm from my swollen balls. To this day I don't think any climax I had ever experienced had lasted so long or felt so sweet.
My mother continued to stroke me, timing her squeezes with the throbs of my cock, until I was drained. Now I lay exhausted, trying to catch my breath. I was almost afraid to open my eyes, fearing that it might have actually been a wet dream. It was impossible to imagine that my mother had actually jerked me off... had made me climax. I was still in denial when I felt her move away from me. Then she stood and hurried out of my room without a word.
The room was spinning. Had my mother really jerked me off? It had to be a dream I thought. I lifted the sheet to my cum splattered all over my lower stomach and pubic hair. There was even some hanging from the sheet. I fell back on the bed still wondering if it had really happened.
After a few long minutes I slipped out of bed. When I entered the hallway I saw that my mother's door was closed. It might have been the only time in my life that I had seen her door closed. I quietly tiptoed down the hall and pressed my ear to the door. I thought I could hear whimpers coming from inside. I didn't know if she was crying or playing with herself. I wanted desperately to open the door... to run to my mother and hold her in my arms... to thank her for the most amazing thing I had ever felt. Yet I couldn't do it. I couldn't invade her privacy. The last thing I wanted was to embarrass her or worse, make her angry.
Instead I went to the bathroom, masturbated again, and then changed my sheets before going back to bed.
Chapter 2
The following morning I got up and quietly gather my personal belongings. My mother was going to take me to the recruiting station. I came downstairs and found her in the kitchen fixing breakfast. She was dressed in a terrycloth robe that came down to the middle of her thighs. I went over to her and hugged her from behind, intentionally not pressing my crotch to her ass. She felt so soft and warm. I could smell her sweet shampoo in her hair and knew that she had showered. I started to get an erection but knew that it would not have been good for me to get an erection at this time. She touched my arm and leaned back into me. In spite of everything I got hard. I sighed and pulled away.
I went to the table and sat down, unsure of what to do or say. I couldn't look at her as she walked over and placed two plates of food on the table. We ate with an uncomfortable silence. At this point I was feeling that I had made the biggest mistake of my life by joining the military. My stomach was churning from both regret and the fear of the unknown. But there was nothing I could do to change what I had done.
Finally I said plaintively, "I will be home in a couple of months".
She looked at me and tried to smile. I saw a tear in her eye. She sighed and put her napkin on the table. After a moment she said, "Thomas, I know you have to do what you have to do. I know a mother never wants to let her child go. I am no different and that is selfish."
I started to speak but she silenced me with the raise of her hand.
"I also know you need this. You need to see the world and become your own man. But I am scared. I just want you to be safe. I don't know what I would do if I lost you."
I suddenly realized how this was going to impact her. She would now be alone. What would she do without me? I wondered. What would I do without her? There was so much I wanted to say but could only say, "I will be safe, I promise. I have applied for an advanced logistic training school. The recruiter said that as long as I pass the tests I will get what I want." It was a weak attempt at trying to calm her fears... and mine.
"That's good," she said, unconvincingly. "You had better get your things so I can take you to the recruiting station."
I couldn't tell if she was angry or sad; probably both.
I got up as my mother stood. She picked up some dishes and placed them in the sink. I hurried over to her and hugged her from behind again. This time she twisted in my arms to face me. When I pulled back and looked at her there were tears in her eyes. I fought back my own.
Then, everything seemed to happen in slow motion. I found my lips moving closer and closer to hers. A moment later I moaned deep in my throat as my lips touched hers. This was not a kiss like any other kiss a mother and son would share. My lips pressed into hers and suddenly she moaned and her mouth opened. Now our tongues were touching and I was getting hard again. I didn't try to hide it this time. My mother didn't seem to notice. I grew bold and reached down and placed my hands under the back of her robe and onto her panty covered ass and pulled her to me. She didn't pull my hands away, but moaned instead.
The kiss lasted for several minutes and my head had begun to spin. When I pulled away there was a tent in my jeans. I saw her look down and then she looked up at me and smiled through her tears. My heart melted and I saw a twinkle in her eyes. Then her hand covered the bulge in my pants and we were kissing again.
I had to stop her or risk climaxing in my pants. I pulled away with great reluctance. Then my mother turned away as if she had suddenly turned shy. But I was pretty sure that she didn't want me to see her tears. I snuggled up behind her and pulled her tightly to me. This time I boldly reached around and caressed her breasts, but over her robe. They were soft and supple and I heard her moan quietly. I moaned too as I kissed her neck. She twisted her head out of the way and placed her hands over mine. Then she actually pulled my hands until they were inside her robe.
My knees almost buckled as I felt her soft bare flesh in my hands. It felt like her hard nipples were on fire. I lifted and squeezed her tits and felt the weight and warm softness of them. I moaned and she joined me.
My heart was beating out of my chest but somehow I found my voice and whispered, "I will be home soon." Then I added, "I love you," as I continued to massage her soft breasts.
I couldn't believe my mother was allowing me to take these liberties.
"I love you too, Thomas, and I am so proud of you," she said.
The thought of going AWOL went through my mind and I had not even officially joined the military yet. I suddenly felt this incredible sense of loss.
"We have to go," she said sounding as reluctant as I was to leave.
I pulled my hands from inside her robe and turned her so we could kiss again. When she felt my erection pushing against her stomach she said, "Down boy, or we will be late."
I didn't know what that meant or what we would have done if I didn't have to leave. She drove me to the recruitment station and stopped at the curb. We sat silently for a couple of minutes. I turned and saw her wiping her tears with a tissue. I sighed and leaned over and kissed her. We were on a public street so it had to be quick. Then I stepped out onto the street and waved as she drove away. I fought back my own tears.
***
Basic training was a bitch... to say the least. But it had a profound affect on me. Not only did I filled out and gain twenty pounds of muscles, but I had learned discipline and a new level of maturity. My attitude about life and myself had changed... I was rapidly becoming a man. I took all the tests and received orders that I had been accepted into "Logistics" school. Logistics' in the military is the movement of men, supplies, and equipment from one place to another. It is critical that men, supplies, and their equipment ended up in the same place at the same time. It wasn't a dangerous job, per se, but if I was assigned to a hostile area there was always danger, no matter what one was doing.



By the time basic training ended I was incredibly excited about coming home. Mom and I had written to each other almost every day. Often I had to do it secretly in the dark after lights out. In the military they do not allow one to spend time on the computer so it was necessary to communicate the old fashion way... pen and paper. While it was difficult putting my thoughts and feelings down on paper, it was also kind of refreshing. If anything, my mom and I became closer with each passing day. Many times it is more difficult to say things in person then on paper. Still I wrote many a letter that ended up in the garbage. It seemed that my emotions just poured out. I edited the letters in order not to let my mother see how desperately in love I was with her. I found out later that she had done the same and felt the same.
***
It was a gloomy day when I came out of the terminal. I looked up and down to find my mother. My heart skipped a beat when I saw her. I waved. If anything she had gotten even more gorgeous then she had been when I left. As we approached each other she looked at me funny and turned away as if she thought I was waving to someone else. I hurried over to her, took off my hat and said, "Mom."
She looked at me and suddenly gasped. "Oh my God, oh my God, I didn't recognize you." Then she jumped into my open arms.
As we hugged I spun her around in a circle. She seemed much lighter then when I had left, but I realized that I was so much stronger. I had gained thirty pounds of muscle. My blond hair was very short, but my eyes were still as blue as ever.
"I didn't recognize you. I can't believe it's you," she said staring at me with wide eyes. "You're... so... uh... well you were always handsome, but now, my God, you are gorgeous," she gushed.
"Mom, you are embarrassing me," I said with a smile when I saw people staring.
"Well look at you. Look at this gorgeous uniform. Look at your hair," she said as she rubbed the sparse hair on my head.
"They scalped me, but it has grown back a bit," I returned.
"It looks good and so do you. You... you are so... so much... bigger," she said as she pushed me back to look at me. Then she hugged me to her tightly again. "I'm so glad you are home. I missed you so much."
I looked around and realized that we were kind of making a spectacle of ourselves. I wondered if the people looking at us thought we were mother and son or boyfriend and girlfriend. Mom seemed to look even younger then when I had left and I looked older, so I think they were thinking the latter. I was happy to have them think that way.
I threw my duffle bag into the backseat and hopped into the driver's side. As we headed home mom turned in her seat toward me. I saw her short dress hike up on her thighs. She did not pull it down. "It is so good to have you home... if only for a couple weeks," she said.
"The good news is that my logistic training is going to be over at Fort Houston. It is only a couple hours away."
"I suppose that's okay, but I would rather have you here," she said with a little frown. But then she quickly smiled. "I don't want to think about that now."
"I know. I would rather be here too," I said.
"We will work it out," she said and placed her hand on my thigh and squeezed.
I felt my cock start to harden. I chastised myself for thinking sexual thoughts about my mother. There had obviously been no real sex since I had left, with my hand being my only partner. And I had done that plenty of times thinking of her. Just her hand on my thigh kept me hard. I tried to force myself to focus on driving and not her warm hand. I was not successful and stayed hard the entire time.
When we got home it was late. I stowed my gear and then took a shower. Mom was in the living room when I came down. I had on a bathrobe with nothing else under it. I knew it was bold but I was a horny teenager. Mom had two glasses of wine waiting.
"Wine? I'm not twenty-one yet," I said with a smile. I sat close to her.
"I am sure you have had your share of alcohol. A little more won't hurt you," she responded.
My knowledge of alcohol was limited to a few times at parties in high school. I had not drunk much since I left for training as we only gotten one weekend off. I smiled and we toasted and drank our wine quietly.
"I missed you so much," Mom said placing her hand on my robe covered thigh. My cock got hard.
"Me too," I answered. We talked for a while and both had several glasses of wine.
"I suppose you are tired," she said. "You can get to bed."
I think she saw the disappointment on my face.
She said, "I will take a shower and stop in to say goodnight."
With that she leaned over and pressed her lips to mine. I moaned as our tongues met. Her mouth tasted so sweet... a combination of her and the wine. I felt my cock growing hard again.
When my mother pulled away she allowed her hand to accidentally brush my crotch. I closed my eyes and suppressed another moan. When I stood up I swayed a bit. I heard my mother giggle.
"We may have had one too many glasses of wine," she said.
I staggered slightly going up the stairs. When I got to my room, I took off my robe and slipped under the sheet naked. I must have dozed off because I awoke to find my mother sitting on the bed staring at me. My eyes opened wide when I saw that she was wearing a silky see thru top and a tiny pair of panties.
"You have really changed," she said, her gaze running down my strong bare chest. "So many muscles," she added as she reached over and ran her hand across my taught chest muscles. Then she leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. My cock, which had grown soft after I dozed off, sprang to attention. I was more than a little surprised, and incredibly excited, when I felt her hand began to travel down my body.
A moan escaped my lips when her hand slid slowly under the sheet, pushing the sheet downward with it. I was now naked all the way to my knees and my hard cock was standing straight and pulsing. A moment later my mom wrapped her hand around my cock.
Mom pulled her lips from mine she stared into my eyes. It looked like she was trying to make a decision. Then her hand squeezed my cock and it throbbed again. She turned and looked down at my cock. I heard a little moan. For a moment she gazed back at me. With a little whimper she bent her head and her lips found my chest. I sucked in my breath as she began to kiss across my chest, stopping to lick and suck my nipples. She moved slowly lower and lower. I was shaking when she reached my hard belly. I wondered if she was going to... to... then I didn't wonder anymore as my mother kissed all the way down to my cock.
I felt her fist tighten around it and then she licked the head.
"Mommmmm," I gasped. She giggled and suddenly I felt her incredible mouth on my cock.
My head was spinning as I realized that my mother had my cock in her mouth. It had to be a dream, but I could see it now... I could see my mother's mouth on my cock. It took super human strength not to climax right then and there. I had dreamed of her having her mouth on my cock since the first time she had masturbated me. In my fantasies we did many more things, but I had dared not think it would be anything more than what she had done to me with her hand. But now my cock was in her mouth.
"Mmmmm," she moaned as she sucked and then licked the head of my cock. Her mouth was incredibly warm and wet. Her hand was wrapped around the base as she slowly jerked me.
"Mom... I... uh..." I gasped in fear of climaxing too soon.
She got the message and pulled away and slowed her hand movement. I could feel her tongue just barely flicking at the dripping opening of my cock head. She was licking off the juice. I shivered, wanting my cock desperately back in her mouth, but I feared that I would climax as soon as that happened. She waited until the time was right before she sucked me in again. I had just enough control not to climax immediately.
I wasn't sure where my mother learned to control a man's cock but she certainly knew how to do it. She kept me on the edge for a long time, teasing my swollen head, licking my shaft and then sucking me. Eventually I couldn't take any more. I wanted to warn her that I was getting close.
"Mom, I'm going to... to... oh God, oh God," I gasped as my cock pulsed. I couldn't stop it this time. "Moooooommmmmm" I warned as I began to reach the point of no return.
I thought she might take the head out of her mouth and let it squirt on my stomach... but she didn't. I heard a guttural moan as my cum spewed into her willing mouth. I couldn't think of anything but the wonderful feeling of climaxing at the hand and mouth of my mother. It was unbelievable that she had taken my cock in her mouth, but it was beyond my comprehension that she would actually swallow my cum.
I shot quite a load into my mother's mouth and she was able to swallow it all. In fact she stayed with my shrinking cock, squeezing and licking the remaining juice from the head, until it was entirely soft. I heard little moans of pleasure from her lips as I collapsed onto the bed. My eyes were closed when I felt my mom lean over me. She gently kissed me on my lips before slipping her tongue into my mouth. I could taste my sperm in her mouth. It wasn't unpleasant, a little salty and a little bitter, but not bad. I moaned in frustration as she kissed me again and then suddenly got up and left the room.
When I looked down there was nothing left for me to clean up... she had swallowed everything. I was not going to let it go at that. I got up, and walked out into the hall naked. I saw that my mother's door was opened a crack. I took that as an invitation. I walked into her room and saw her lying with the sheet over her. Her eyes were closed and her hand was between her legs. I could see it gently moving up and down. I moved slowly over until I was standing above her. She felt my presence and her hand stopped moving. Her eyes opened and she was staring at me. Her gaze moved from my face down my chest to my now hard cock.
I wanted to see her naked too. I reached down and gently pulled the sheet from her body. Her hands fell away from her pussy as if she didn't want me to know what she had been doing.
I gasped as I stared down at my naked mother. She was even more beautiful then I had remembered. Her skin was so smooth and blemish free. Her breasts were swollen mounds of pure white flesh with pink nipples perched on top. My eyes trailed down her stomach and I could see he belly moving up and down almost erratically with her excited breathing. I was surprised to see that her pubic mound was smooth and hairless. I could feel my cock throbbing again as I stared at her gorgeous pussy. I could see the swollen inner lips, crinkled and fleshy, as they protruded from the smooth outer. Juice glistened from the lips.
As I stood staring at her, my cock throbbed so much that it almost hurt. It stood proudly in front of me, throbbing and pulsing with my pre-cum bubbling from the opening. I saw my mother's eyes on it, staring, watching it move up and down with my excited heartbeat.
Gathering up my courage I moved over and crawled onto the bed. My mother put her hands over her pussy as if to hide it. I moved between her legs and knelt. I reached down and gently grasped her hands and pulled them aside. She resisted for a second but allowed me to see her pussy again. I wanted to fuck her, but was uncertain if she would allow that. I didn't want to take the chance of spoiling our moment. I suddenly knew what I had to do and hoped that my mother would not stop me. I had never used my mouth on a pussy, but I had dreamt about it a million times.
When I reached for her thighs she gasped and her hands caught my wrists. She said, "You can't... we can't."
I whispered, "Shhhh. Let me do what you just did."
I heard an intake of breath as she still held my wrist. Yet there was little strength in her attempt to keep me from pushing her legs apart, so I did it. I slowly pushed her legs to the side until she was spread wide in front of me. When I looked up at her she moved her head to the side, her eyes avoiding mine. Her face was flushed and beautiful. I moved lower until I was lying on the bed with my head above her pussy.
"Thomas, no... this is... this is wrong," my mother whispered.
It was a whisper and barely audible. It wasn't convincing so I acted as if I hadn't heard her and moved closer. I could smell her excitement now and that made my cock twitch. Her hands still held my wrists as my tongue touched her skin. I heard her gasp. I was surprised at how smooth and soft her mound felt. I circled my tongue across her now quivering flesh, moving gently lower. The tip of my tongue drew a line down one smooth and swollen outer lip and then back up. I moved to the other and did the same. I could now hear little whimpers coming from my mother's lips and it gave me the courage to keep going.
I freed my wrists easily and then used my hands to open her legs even wider, giving me more room. I moved back and stared at my mother's pussy. It was the most gorgeous thing I had ever seen. It was perfectly shaped and perfectly smooth. The greatest painter could not have painted a more perfect sexual organ. I kissed one thigh and then the other, teasing her and me by delaying my ultimate goal.
"Thomas, please," my mother whispered.
I didn't know if she meant please stop or please go on. I took it as the latter. I reached for her outer lips with fingers and gently pulled them open. I gasped when I saw her swollen clit pop out. The hood had slipped off and it was throbbing in all its glory. I wanted to touch it, but waited. I moved my head down and gently touched her swollen inner lips with my tongue. I licked up one side and down the other, feeling my mother tremble. Then, almost without warning, I plunged my tongue into her juice filled opening.
"Ahhhhh, Thomas," she screamed. Her hips lifted from the bed and her legs flew up to wrap around my head. I was suddenly smothered in her wet and warm pussy flesh. I loved it. I moved my tongue in and out and heard screams coming from far away. I realized, as her strong thighs clamped onto my head, that she was climaxing. Juice gushed from her opening and I struggled to drink it all. I was surprised that her juice tasted sweet and better than I had ever imagined. I swallowed and searched deep inside her for more.
I was not sure she had finished her first climax when I moved up and began to gently flick her clit with my tongue. She moaned and screamed again as her thighs clamped even tighter to my head. I could barely move, even if I wanted to. I allowed her to climax on my tongue over and over and did my best to drink all she had to offer.
I am not sure how long I continued to lick her or how many climaxes she had, but it was quite some time before her thighs released my head. When I looked up it appeared that she was asleep. Then I realized that she must have passed out. At first I was a bit worried, but then I saw her chest moving up and down rhythmically and knew that she was fine. I stood and looked at her naked body one last time before I pulled the sheet up over her. I went back to my room and masturbated.
Chapter 3
The following morning I came downstairs rather sheepishly. I wasn't sure what to expect. While I had loved what had happened I was nonetheless embarrassed. When I saw my mother I knew that she must have been feeling the same way.
"Good morning," I said as I sat down at the table.
"Good morning," she said without turning around.
Mom had fixed scrambled eggs and bacon. Coffee was brewing in the coffee maker on the counter and the kitchen smelled so good. It smelled like home.
I picked up the morning paper and pretended to read. With the paper in front of me I peered over the top and watched my mother moving around the kitchen. She had on her white tennis outfit and was going to play with her girlfriends this morning. She said she was going to cancel, but it was a tournament. I insisted that she go. I stared at her legs as she moved and could see how playing tennis had shaped her thighs nicely. I felt my face flush as I remembered those thighs clamped around my head as I ate her pussy last night. I felt myself getting hard.
She turned around and I lowered my eyes quickly.
"Are you sure about me playing tennis?" she asked again.
"Yes. I want you to go."
"What are you going to do?"
"I think I will just veg out today."
"Okay. Maybe we can go out tonight."
"I would like that."
"When I get home we need to have a talk," she said.
I swallowed hard, suddenly worried about what that conversation was going to be about. I was pretty sure I knew the topic. "Uh... okay," I mumbled trying to hide myself behind the paper again.
Mom only gave me a quick kiss on the lips when she left. That did not bode well for the conversation later.
I busied myself around the house, cleaning the garage and washing Mom's car. She had been picked up by one of her girlfriends and taken to the club. I could not stop thinking about what had happened last night or what Mom wanted to talk to me about later. I was a nervous wreck when she finally came home.
"Thanks for cleaning the garage and washing my car," she said.
"You're welcome." Then she left me without a word. I was even more worried now. I was petrified that she would stop what we were doing. My soul would be crushed if that is what she was going to do.
I was in the bedroom, on the bed wearing a pair of shorts and no top when she came in. I was pretending to be reading when she came in. I tried to remain calm, but my heart was pounding like a jackhammer in my chest. I had read the same paragraph ten times and still didn't know what it was about.
Mom had on her robe and was drying her hair with a towel. She looked gorgeous even without makeup and her hair frizzy and wet. She sat down on my bed and curled her legs under her. I glanced down and saw quite a way up her thighs. I felt myself getting excited and saw her pull the bottom of the robe down. My heart sank.
"Thomas," she said, gently laying her hand on my thigh, "I think you know what we did... what I did to you and allowed you to do to me... was very wrong."
I swallowed and said, "I know, I'm sorry." But I wasn't.
"There is nothing for you to be sorry about. I am the adult here and I am the one that should be sorry. I allowed my hormones to get control of me. Unfortunately I am at an age where my hormones seem to be running wild. I spoke with my doctor and she said it is normal for a woman in her thirties."
I nodded, wondering where this conversation was going.
She sighed and said, "Although the doctor said sexual desire at my age is healthy and normal, it is NOT normal what I have allowed us to do." She paused before adding, "It is difficult, but I have to find a way to control my libido."
Hell, my libido was raging too. Buy since I really didn't know what to say, I kept my mouth shut.
"It's just that... well we have always been so close and I have sometimes forgotten that you are my son. I also have to admit that I have often been lonely, especially after you left. I probably shouldn't be telling you this, but I... I... masturbate often. Unfortunately it doesn't seem to be enough."
I saw her face flush and I know that mine did as well.
"Maybe I should be dating someone," she said unconvincingly.
"No!" I almost shouted and then regretted my outburst.
I saw a quick smile before she turned serious again. "I don't want to do that, since it always seems to cause such complications with my girlfriends who are single. But I don't want another man... at least not now," she said pensively.
I felt a moment of relief. I wanted so bad to be her man. While I was gone I thought about nothing but her. My mind was totally preoccupied with the vision of her, with the feel of her skin, with the feel of her mouth on me, her kisses and every touch we had shared. My inattention to what I was going got me into a lot of trouble with the drill sergeants and I spent a lot of time on KP. But it was worth it.



"Are you listening?" she said.
I suddenly realized that I had zoned out. "Yes, sorry," I said with a red face. I think she knew that I had been thinking of her. There was a tent in my shorts now. I saw her eyes go down to it.
She continued, "I suppose I am asking you for your help. I just get so weak when I am around you."
I wanted to say I feel the same way but thought better of it. If she thought I could be the strong one I didn't mind that. Yet I think she was putting too much responsibility on me. Hell, I was barely more than a teenager with raging testosterone. There was little chance I could help.
Then she said something that totally surprised me. "So, long story short, we cannot go any further than we already have."
I looked at her without understanding at first. Was her emphasis on "we can't go any further", or "than we already have" I wondered. Then I realized that she might be saying that we could do what we had already done, but go no further.
Could that be what she actually be saying that we can do what we did before I wondered? Suddenly I felt my heart beating harder. Then I felt her hand squeeze my thigh. That was all it took for my erection to throb. I saw her looking at the crotch of my shorts again. Then she suddenly reached up my shorts. Her hands were shaking as she opened the button at the top and then pulled my zipper down. I didn't have underwear on. I saw a little smile cross her lips before she pulled them down and off my feet, leaving me totally naked. My cock was as hard as a rock and dripping juice.
She stared at my cock as she stood and dropped her robe, leaving her totally naked as well. I stared at her beautiful body as she crawled onto my bed. She lay down on her stomach between my legs, like I had done when I had eaten her. She was now staring at my hard and throbbing cock from only inches away. It made my ball churn in their sacks.
She said, "You have a beautiful cock. It is perfect... not too big and not too small. The crown is beautiful too. I love the way the shaft bends upward and how it throbs."
I was suddenly embarrassed. I had never had anyone look at my cock or describe it like this. I had no idea what to say.
Then my eyes grew wide as I watched her beautiful hand slide up my thigh and grasp my cock. "Moooommmm," I moaned as I closed my eyes in pleasure.
My mother didn't say a word as she began to tease the engorged head of my cock soft fingers. She moved her fingers as if she was a blind person trying to define the object in her hand. I bit my lip to stop a long moan. For some reason I didn't want her to know how excited I was. I almost felt that if she knew that she would stop. That was crazy.
She looked up at me and smiled with those beautiful eyes and mouth as her soft finger tips played with my suddenly dripping cock head. Then I watched in indescribable excitement as she leaned over and placed her tongue just below the head. She squeezed the shaft and caused a long clear drop of fluid to bubble out of the opening and stream down to her tongue. I almost climaxed right then.
She pumped me several times and was rewarded with more juice. It seemed to be streaming out without stop now. She was driving me mad.
Finally she moaned a little and took the head into her mouth. Her eyes closed for a moment and then opened to stare directly into mine... like she could see into my soul. Her face was so beautiful. I tried to take a picture of her gorgeous face and my hard cock halfway into her mouth, with her cheeks puffed out from the head of my cock. It worked because even today I can still see that picture as if it was yesterday. It was an image I used to masturbate to a thousand times while I was away.
"Mom," I breathed as she began to suck the head. Her lips and tongue were suddenly driving me crazy with excitement. I wanted to grab her head and make her suck me harder. I didn't, but instead allowed her to tease my cock head until I felt I could take no more.
"Mom... I... I... going to cum... if... if you keep doing that."
She didn't stop.
I gasped as I felt my balls tighten in preparation. The position of my cock was pulled down so it was parallel to my thighs. My cock could not pulse like it normally would. It was restricted, but still felt so good. A moment later I grasped the sheets as my cum began to rocket up the shaft.
"Mmmmm," I heard my mother moan as I began to squirt into her mouth. She began to shake and I actually think she was climaxing. I learned later that she often did climax while sucking my cock... I loved that thought.
My hips began to move in little twitches, trying to force my cock deeper into her mouth. It wasn't going to happen. My juices poured into her mouth and I could hear her struggling to swallow it all. I suppose I was a heavy cummer but never realized that until my mother said something several years later. She also said she loved that about me.
When the last dribble was squeezed out of me my mother kissed the tip of my cock and stood up. She licked her lips and smiled at me.
I smiled back and slowly slipped out of bed. She looked at me strangely until I pushed her backward until she was lying on her back. I saw another smile as I slipped to my knees at the end of the bed. I spread her thighs. I almost gasped as her very wet and swollen pussy came into view.
"Oh God, Mom, your pussy is so beautiful," I whispered. I heard my mother moan. I felt a thrill of excitement go through me and decided to add to my comment. "I love the taste of you. Your pussy is so sweet and wet."
My mother moaned again and squirmed as I held her thighs wide. "Please," she whispered.
I knew what she wanted now. I began to kiss up her thigh. As I neared her pussy I paused and moved to the other side. I kissed downward across her soft skin, leaving a wet trail behind. When my lips got to her knee I lifted her leg, kissing behind it and licking down her calf. I moved back to the other leg and did the same. By the time I drew close to her pussy, she was moaning loudly. I paused and moved up to her large breasts. I looked at her face and saw tremendous excitement in her eyes. Staring into her eyes I leaned over and took one swollen nipple into my mouth. She moaned and grabbed the back of my head.
"Oh baby, suck mommy's tit," she whispered.
I loved hearing her say that. I took the nipple between my lips. I worried the nipple and sucked it until it was throbbing. Then I moved to the other. I worked on that one for several minutes before I moved to kiss and suck the soft flesh around the nipple, using my teeth to give her little love bites. Her chest was heaving as I pulled away. I leaned over and kissed her lips. She moaned and opened her mouth for my tongue. My cock was throbbing again.
I was now half on her, with my chest pressing against hers. I felt her large and soft breasts under me. We kissed passionately for a long time. I finally pulled away and went back to my knees again. There I pushed her thighs upward and spread them. I was so excited to taste her I could wait no longer. I buried my mouth in her soaked pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh, Goddddddd, Thomasssss," she screamed.
I was in heaven. My face was buried in my mother's wet pussy and I was drinking her juices. I pulled back, spread her lips and looked into her wet and pulsing opening. The thought occurred to me that I had come out of that opening twenty years ago. I could never have imagined that I would be staring at it now. I moaned and buried my face into her gushing opening again.
"Ohhhhhh, I'm going to... oh God, I'm cummmmiiinnnnnggggg," she screamed.
I felt her pussy throbbing and her juices were squirting out. My face was soaked, but I swallowed my share of her sweet liquid. I kept at it as her climax went on for a long time. When she started to come down, I didn't let her settle down but found her clit and began to suck.
"Thomasssss, Thomasssss," she screamed as she began to climax again.
Her swollen clit pulsed in my mouth. I knew it must be sensitive so I stopped sucking and began to just flick the tip of my tongue against it. I heard my mother moaning quietly, but her legs were still quivering and her hands still held my head. I worked on her clit with the tip of my tongue, just barely touching it. Suddenly I felt her hands on the back of my head pulling me tighter. I started sucking again.
"Ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh," she gasped and began to climax for the fourth or fifth time.
When she was exhausted, I pulled back with a wide grin on my dripping face. I was very proud that I had given her so much pleasure. What I lacked in experience I made up for in enthusiasm.
My mother's eyes were closed, her chest was still heaving and her legs were spread apart as if in total surrender. At that moment I would have given anything in my life to be able to climb on her and slide my cock into her wet and swollen pussy. Yet, I knew that that may never happen. I told myself to accept my good fortune as it is and hope for more.
I felt proud of what I had accomplished. Having only eaten pussy twice I had done a pretty good job if the look on my mother's face was any indication. I was a quick learner. My fantasies had served me well.
Chapter 4
Mom and I took our showers and we got dressed for our dinner out. I put on a pair of Kaki pants, and a dress shirt. When Mom came downstairs I gasped. She was wearing a tight white dress that was low cut and it was open all the way to several inches below her navel. The soft material surrounded her breasts, but still revealed much of the creamy flesh of her cleavage. Her nipples were hard and visible. The dress was tight at the waist and very tight across her hips and ass. It came down to the middle of her thighs. She had on a set of white pearls and four inch white pumps. She looked stunning.
My mouth must have been hanging open because she smiled at me and said, "It's not too tight or too short, is it?"
"God no," I choked.
"Are you sure?" she said as she spun around, giving me an even better view of her gorgeous ass.
I couldn't speak. The wide grin on my face was my answer.
"I'll take that as approval," she said with a returned smile.
I took a deep breath and got control of myself. "Let's get going or we will be late for our reservation," I said.
She put her arm through mine and we walked out to the car. I had not told her where we were going. I had made a reservation at the swanky Four Seasons Restaurant. I knew it was going to be expensive, but I had saved most of my money since I enlisted and knew I could not spend it on anything better.
When we arrived and I had given the keys to the carhop she whispered, "I'll pay for this."
"No you won't. It's my treat," I answered firmly.
She nodded her head and smiled. "Okay." I loved that she didn't argue. I loved that she knew how to be a real woman with a man... especially in this world today.
When we walked in, I could see every eye in the place on us... or more accurately her. My heart almost swelled out of my chest. I felt as proud as I have ever felt in my life. If they only knew that I was her son and not her boyfriend... well I was kind of both now... I don't know what they would think.
We had a great dinner, laughing, eating, and drinking a bottle of house wine. I had been careful because I was driving and I think Mom drank most of it. I could still feel both women and men looking over at us all evening. The men with envy, and the women with jealously, but I don't think it was because she was with me, but instead because she was so gorgeous.
When we left I paid the carhop and opened the door for Mom. I couldn't help glancing down when she sat down and swung her legs into the car. For just a moment one leg remained outside the car. I gasped. I had not realized that she didn't have panties on.
My face was hot when I got into the driver's side. I also had an erection.
"You noticed I see," Mom said with a glance down at my crotch and then a smile.
I nodded and smiled over at her. "I'm glad I didn't know that you didn't have panties on when we were in the restaurant."
"Why?" she asked, already knowing the answer I am sure.
"Because I would not have been able to get up from the table," I said with a blush. Then I added, "It was difficult enough to eat dinner even without knowing you didn't have panties on.
"You seem to be able to eat me pretty well," she said naughtily. I was guessing the wine was loosening her lips. I loved it.
I looked at her with wide eyes. I didn't know how to respond. Mom laughed and patted my face. A few minutes after we had pulled away from the curb I felt my mother's hand on my thigh. I had to force myself to keep my eyes on the road as she gently rubbed my thigh. I sped home.
I had barely stopped the car in the driveway when I pulled my mother into my arms. She didn't resist as I brought my lips to hers. I almost swooned at the taste and feel of her lips on mine. My cock had stayed hard since the restaurant, and was now throbbing. I moaned when I felt my mother's hand cover the bulge in my pants. Then I was surprised when I felt, and then heard, my mother pull my zipper down.
I looked around in hopes that no one could see us sitting in the driveway. Fortunately it had started to rain, which would mean it would be far more difficult to see inside the car. The automatic lights above the garage, which come on when a car pulls up into our driveway, had gone back out and it was relatively dark inside the car. Another moan escaped my lips when I felt my mother's hand inside my pants. A moment later she had pulled my cock out into the open air. "Mom," I gasped.
She looked up at me. "I want to thank you for a wonderful dinner. I never got to do this when I was young. Isn't it naughty?"
I had to smile. Of course it was naughty, but really more than naughty... this was my mother holding my cock in her hand and getting ready to suck it. "Oh God," I gasped as she bent her head and took my cock into her mouth.
I heard a guttural moan escape her lips as she took my cock deep into her mouth. I tried to keep a lookout but it was almost impossible. I placed my hand on the back of my mother's head and gently directed her movements up and down. I was hesitant to do that, but she seemed to enjoy it.
Several times Mom went down so deeply that she gagged. I think she wanted to take my entire cock in her throat but couldn't quite do it. I didn't care. I loved her mouth on my cock. My hips began to move up and down as my excitement grew. I didn't think she was really going to suck me all the way off in the car, but I was wrong.
As she began to move her head faster I hissed, "Mom, I'm going to cum if you keep that up."
She groaned in the back of her throat in answer.
I gave in and gasped, "Oh yes, oh yes." Soon I felt my balls pull tight. I was very close. Then suddenly I went over the top. I could feel the hot cream pump from my balls and rocket up the shaft. A second later I was filling her mouth with my cum.
"Mmmmm, mmmmm," my mother murmured, which was only interrupted by swallows.
My head collapsed back on the seat as my mother continued to suck me until I was drained and clean. I opened my eyes and saw her wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her normally perfect lipstick was smeared. I looked down and saw her red lipstick on my rapidly shrinking cock. I wasn't going to wash that off tonight, or maybe ever.
"I never sucked your father. He wasn't interested. I never knew what I was missing," she said, licking her lips.
My legs felt like jelly as I got out and rushed around in the rain with an umbrella to open her door. Then I held it over her as we walked up the sidewalk to the door. Once inside I took my mother in my arms again and kissed her passionately. I could still taste the residue of my cum on her lips and in her mouth.
"Give me about fifteen minutes to get ready and then you can come to my room," she whispered and gave me a quick peck and left me standing in the foyer with my mouth open. For a moment I couldn't actually believe that she had invited me to her room. Fuck!
I hurried upstairs and into my room. Standing there, suddenly I didn't know what to do. Should I strip... leave my clothes on... what was she expecting, I wondered? I went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth and then back to my room. Then I thought the hell with it. I took off everything except my underwear and sat on the bed and waited, looking at the clock. It seemed to be moving in slow motion.
Finally I walked slowly down the hall. The door to my mother's room was partially open as usual. Still I knocked lightly and heard my mother tell me to come in. I walked in and stopped in my tracks. My Mom was sitting on the bed wearing a thin negligee. It was pink and frilly. Under it she was wearing a half bra that left her nipples exposed. She also had on a pair of matching panties. On her feet were pink mules. My cock was immediately hard and making a big tent in my underwear.
My mother held her arms open to me and I walked over to her... with a bit of embarrassment at my erect state. She hugged me around the waist and placed her cheek on my stomach. I held her head to me. A moment later I felt her hand slide up the leg of my shorts until she found my hard cock. "Are you always hard?"
"Around you, of course," I said.
She looked up at me and smiled as she pulled my shorts down to the floor and let them drop. She looked at my naked body for several long moments, her face inches from my throbbing cock.
She said, "I know I said this before, but I can't believe how much you have changed... I mean you were always handsome, but now look at you. You are positively gorgeous." She began rubbing her hand across my now muscular chest and down my hard stomach. Then she bent her head and kissed her way down my stomach. She looked up at me as she stuck out her tongue and licked from the bottom to the top of my cock. Then with a smile she took my cock into her mouth again.
"You like sucking me, don't you?" I said through my heavy breathing.
She pulled back, looked up at me like I was crazy, and said, "Of course, what's not to like. Your coc... uh... penis is gorgeous."
I laughed at her not saying the word "cock". I moaned as she took my cock into her mouth again. Before long I pulled her from my throbbing cock. I didn't want to cum yet. My Mom looked at me with surprise when I pulled her to her feet. I kissed her hard. As I did I opened her negligee and let it drop and then pulled off her panties. I moaned when I felt her hot nipples burning into my chest.
Then Mom took control again... she seemed to like to be in control. "Lay on the bed," she whispered.
I looked at her with surprise but did as she asked. A moment later my mother straddled my legs and grasped my cock. She bent and took me into her mouth again. I moaned as I laid my head back, and held her head gently. Then she began to move on the bed. I looked up in time to see her thigh move over my head. A second later I gasped. Her pussy was staring me in the face. She was facing my feet.
"Let's do it together," Mom said with a girlish giggle.
I wasted no time as I pulled her soaked pussy down to my mouth. It felt wonderful as her very wet lips spread across my mouth and my nose. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't care. I pushed my tongue into her waiting hole. She moaned a moment before she sucked me in again.
I plunged my tongue in and out of her wet opening as she began to suck me. I enjoyed her mouth on me immensely, but since I had climaxed not long ago I could focus on her pussy. I found her clit and licked it before sucking her fat inner lips into my mouth. I heard her muffled scream and felt her thighs quiver. I knew that she was climaxing. She shivered and shook causing her pussy to bounce and slide around on my face. I held her tight and sucked her until she had climaxed multiple times. I swallowed a gallon of her juices and loved every bit of it.



When she had collapsed I pulled from under her. She looked surprised, still wanting to pleasure me. I said, "Later. Get onto your knees," I said as firmly as possible. I wanted to wrestle some of the control from her.
She looked at me quizzically, or maybe it was a little bit of worry about what I was going to do. But after a momentary pause she moved until she was on her knees. I got up and knelt behind her.
"What are you doing?" she asked with a bit of tension in her voice. I knew she was worried that I intended to fuck her.
"I want to eat your ass," I said, with a quiver in my voice.
She looked back at me with shock. Her mouth opened but nothing came out.
I had never done this before... in fact, I had never eaten a pussy before eating hers, nor had I had a blowjob. But I had my fantasies and I am a little embarrassed to say that I had fantasized about licking my mom's ass. I could tell she was tense but fortunately she didn't stop me. I bent and pulled her cheeks apart and heard her suck in breath. Then I kissed one of her gorgeous ass cheeks and then the other.
"Thomas, this is... ohhhhh,... is wrong," she gasped.
I had touched the top of her crack with my tongue. Then I wiggled it downward as I spread her cheeks wider. I pulled back and gazed down at her puckered rose. It was closed tightly but looked like it was pulsing. I brought my tongue back and slid it between her cheeks again, moving slowly downward.
"Thomas, Thomas, Thomas," she gasped.
I was shaking, and so was she, when my tongue reached her puckered hole. I circled it and felt it pulse. I licked it and pulled back. I blew warm air onto it and saw it clench and heard her moan. I moved back and placed the tip of my tongue on her opening.
"Thomas," Mom hissed again when she realized what I was about to do.
She pulled slightly forward, but I was not to be deterred. Holding her hips tightly I pushed my tongue into her rear hole. I felt the tight little opening resist. I pulled harder with my hands on her hips and pushed harder with my tongue on her ass.
"Ahhhhhiiiiiieeee," Mom screamed as my tongue breached her sphincter.
It didn't get in far, but I didn't let that stop me. I pulled out and pushed in again, getting the opening wet with my saliva. I pushed in again and this time it went in deeper.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Mom gasped.
I had my tongue in as deeply as it would go now. I circled it around and pushed in and out. I loved it. I loved the feeling of her tight sphincter muscles squeezing my tongue. I especially loved how naughty it was.
Finally I heard my mom whisper, "Yes... yes, yes."
That gave me the courage to really go at it. I heard Mom gasp as I tongue fucked her ass with abandon. As I plunged my tongue into her asshole I brought my fingers up to her still swollen clit. I began to gently rub her clit as I tongue fucked her asshole.
I was thrilled when I heard her hiss, "Fuck me, tongue fuck my ass, Thomas."
I was surprised at my mother's language as she rarely ever used a curse word. Yet her words inspired me. I rubbed her clit faster. I tongue fucked her until I felt her begin to quiver and then shake. Her hips pressed back to my face forcing my tongue even deeper into her now welcoming hole. With my finger's stimulating her clit and my tongue in her ass, she began to climax. I could feel her asshole contracting. It squeezed my tongue out, but I pushed it back in as deeply as possible.
As the waves of passion overtook her she fell to the bed and I followed. I kept her legs spread wide apart with my knees as my hands spread her cheeks. I tongued fucked her rapidly. She bucked her hips up to my mouth and screamed. Eventually I could not tell when one climax ended and another began... or maybe it was one really long climax.
When she finally stopped trembling I pulled away and moved upward. I lowered my body until my chest pressed to her back. I found her neck and kissed it. Then I felt a chill run down my spine when my cock touched the very wet crease between her ass cheeks. My cock was now lying lengthwise on her asshole. I heard her gasp, but surprisingly she did not pull away. I thought about her still wet and pulsing asshole and how easy it would be to slip my cock inside. I had a strange feeling that she would not have stopped me. Yet I dared not try something like that and risk everything.
Instead I straddled the back of her thighs and began to slowly rub my cock up and down between her cheeks. I pushed her cheeks together with my hands so my cock could slide between. I heard my mother moan in pleasure. As my cock moved across her asshole she tensed for a moment and then relaxed when she realized that I wasn't going to try and fuck her in the ass. I moved my cock more rapidly, rubbing across her asshole and up the crack.
"Oh God," I gasped as my balls began to tighten. A moment later I screamed as my cock began to spit cum across her asshole and all the way up to her back. It was coming out like an out of control fire hose, splattering on her ass cheeks, asshole and back, as well as me. It was a powerful climax.
When my balls were empty I fell onto the bed next to my mother. I lay beside her on my side and pulled her to me. I pulled her face over and kissed her sweetly.
"That was so nasty," she whispered without recrimination. "What in the world got into you?" It was more of a statement then a question.
"Sorry. I got carried away," I said in way of apology. I wasn't one bit sorry and I didn't think she was either.
She touched my face and said, "No, don't be sorry. I loved it."
I saw her blush.
"So did I," I returned.
"I had better get cleaned up," Mom said.
"Wait, stay right where you are," I said, and got up from the bed. I came back a moment later with a warm wash cloth and a towel. I gently pushed her over onto her stomach. Then I knelt between her legs again and gently cleaned my sperm from her back. Then I moved down slowly and cleaned my sticky juices from between her ass cheeks. I took my time as I wiped her little rosebud. I could see her slowly moving her hips now. I wondered if she was getting excited again. Finally I toweled her dry but didn't move from between her legs.
I pushed her legs a little farther apart and began to gently rub her pussy lips.
"Thomas," she gasped but didn't try to stop me.
I rubbed my finger between her still wet pussy lips. Slowly I pushed the tip inside her opening. Ever so slowly I moved it deeper and deeper.
"Mmmmm, nooooo," she gasped but her movement convinced me that she did not want it to stop.
Soon I had two fingers inside her warm and wet pussy. I moved them in and out slowly as her excitement and responding moans urged me on. When her hips began to move up and down I took a big chance... I wet the middle finger of my other hand and pressed it to her asshole. Before she could protest I pushed it inside.
"Oh my God, Thomas," she gasped.
I pushed it deeper until I now had my finger all the way inside her asshole. Then I put my other two fingers back in her pussy. I could feel my fingers rubbing together, separated only by the thin sheath of skin between her pussy and anal canal. I moved two in and one out, and then one in and two out.
"Thomas, Thomas, Thomas," she gasped as her hips began to move rapidly up and down. It was difficult, but I kept time with her movements.
"Oh Goddddddd!!!" she screamed and started to climax again. I felt both her asshole and pussy squeezing my fingers. It made it a little harder to move in and out, but I kept it up until she collapsed onto the bed in exhaustion.
I lay on my back, my still throbbing cock pulsing. Mom leaned over me and kissed me passionately. "You are going to kill your poor mother."
"What a way to go," I returned.
She smiled and leaned down and kissed my chest. A moment later she was moving downward; leaving little kisses and bites on my chest and stomach. She grasped my cock as she drew near. I was breathing heavily now. I couldn't see my cock, but I could feel her breath on it. She began to stroke me slowly. Her mouth was close to my dripping cock, but didn't touch it yet. It seemed that she was enjoying stroking me and looking at my cock.
For a long time she played with me, moving her hand up and down slowly, then faster and faster. Then she paused and was just squeezing me. She circled the head with her fingers and gently twisted them under the corona. Then she used her finger to tease just the head, rubbing my juices across the swollen crown. I was rapidly losing control.
"Mom," I gasped as I grew near another climax.
I heard her moan and suddenly felt her mouth cover the head of my cock. She held her mouth there as her fist began to move faster. She was jerking me off into her waiting mouth.
"Oh yes," I gasped as my cock lurched and I began to squirt my pent up juices into her waiting mouth. I felt and heard her swallowing. She pumped and squeezed my cock until I was totally drained. She licked me clean and then came back up and lay in the crook of my arm. We both drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 5
I awoke in the middle of the night and realized that I was still in bed with my mother. She was lying on her side and I was behind her with my arm over her. We were both naked and my crotch was pressed to her ass. I thought about waking her, but I knew we were both exhausted so I drifted back off to sleep only to dream of my gorgeous mother.
The next time I awaken, the sun was streaming in the window. I turned over and realized that I was alone in bed. I looked at the clock and it was almost 9 A.M. I yawned and stretched and then got up. I went into the bathroom and took a quick shower, and then put on a short terrycloth robe. I was naked underneath. I wandered downstairs to find my mother sitting at the table reading the newspaper. She had a cup of coffee in front of her. I walked over and kissed her on her cheek.
"Good morning," I said.
She smiled at me and said, "Good morning sleepyhead. I was wondering when you were going to wake up. Do you want some breakfast?"
"No, I'll just grab some coffee." I walked over and poured myself a cup of coffee and came back to my mother. I looked over her shoulder and saw that she was looking at the housing adds. "Do you have ads for some of your houses there?"
"Yes, I always like to make sure they run them," she answered.
I stood to her side and kind of behind her scanning the paper for her ads. "There they are," I said, pointing to her name on several ads. As I reached over my robe opened and my lower nakedness showed. I saw my mother glance at my private parts and smile. I wasn't hard this time.
She said, "I think this is the first time that I have seen your cock when it hasn't been erect... a
t least since you were a little boy."
I was happy that she had used the word "cock". I was also happy that she was the first to bring up anything sexual. I was feeling a little uncomfortable after what had happened last night, but quickly realized that my mother was not. I smiled and said, "Keep looking at it and it won't be soft long."
She shook her head and said, "Is that all it takes?"
I looked down and realized that she had purposefully left several buttons undone down the front of her shirt. I very surprised to see that she didn't have a bra on. I could see the swells of her breasts almost to her nipples. "From you, yes." It was true because at that moment my cock started to pulse and slowly grow. I watched my mother's eyes as she stared at it.
"You have a beautiful cock, and it is so big," she said. It seemed to be a statement and not a question.
Truthfully I never though about the size of it... primarily since I had not dated in high school. I wasn't that popular being a skinny kid at the time.
I stood there and watched as she reached over and grasped my half hard cock and began to stroke it. As she did she reached down for her paper again and started to read, or at least she pretended to read.
It was all so surreal. I, even in my wildest fantasy, would never have dreamed that I would be standing in the kitchen with my mother stroking my cock... let alone reading the paper as she did.
"Mmmmm," I moaned as she stroked me slowly, almost casually. It didn't take long before I was fully erect.
I still couldn't believe what my mother and I had done, or how casual it felt to have her hand on my cock. As I have said, we had always been close, but this was something very different. Our mother/son relationship seemed to be fading away and replaced by something very different. I couldn't quite describe it, but I liked it.
I stood swaying on my feet as my mother stroked me, alternating reading the paper and sipping her coffee. Ever so often she would glance at my cock but then go back to what she had been doing. Soon it was driving me crazy... not just the casualness of it but the entire situation. She would stroke me fast, then slow down, then cover the head with her hand and rub my juices across the head. I was going mad with desire. It seemed my mother liked very much to tease. She seemed to relish holding off my climaxes until she was ready to let me go. I loved it, but it was torture too.
"Mom," I gasped as she brought me close to a climax and then slowed. She did it over and over until I was ready to take things into my own hands. Fortunately I didn't have too. The next time I grew close to a climax she turned her head and opened her mouth. I watched with wide eyes as she masturbated me into her open mouth.
"Oh God," I gasped as the head of my cock exploded, my cum shooting directly into her open mouth. I watched as it splattered on her tongue with gobs dripping off. She didn't seem concerned that it was dripping between her open blouse and splattering on her naked breast. I couldn't believe there was a sexier woman in the world.
When the blasts slowed down she wrapped her lips around the head and sucked me dry. I stumbled over to a chair and sat down.
"Well I guess I don't have to eat my yogurt this morning," she said as she licked the remains of my sperm from her lips and then her fingers.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. What did I do to get so lucky, I wondered?
My Mom said, "Okay, I have a couple houses to show, but it shouldn't take that long. The upstairs bathroom door is squeaking and the faucet in the power room is leaking, can you fix them for me?"
"No problem," I answered.
"How about we spend the afternoon at the pool?"
"Sounds great," I said.
My Mom got up and then leaned over and kissed me. It was intended to be a peck, but I pulled her onto my lap and kissed her passionately. When we separated, we were both breathing heavily.
"Down boy, I have work to do," she said without admonishment.
"I know. It's just hard to let you go." My hand slipped into her blouse and I gasped one of her breasts. I could feel my sperm on her tits and actually rubbed it in.
"Behave or you can't have them later," she said with a smile.
"Party pooper," I returned.
Then she pulled my head down and kissed me again, slipping her tongue into my willing mouth.
"I have to get going for real," she said.
I smiled and said, "You may want to change your shirt."
She looked down and saw my cum on her blue shirt. She said, "Maybe, and maybe not. I can just tell my customers that I dripped yogurt on my shirt." Then she hurried upstairs to change her blouse, smiling naughtily.
The moment she left I felt so alone. It was crazy. Could I already be missing her?" I could still feel her warm lips on my cock. I could still taste her lips; feel of her tongue and the smell of her hair. Boy was I in trouble. I felt a wave of sadness come over when I realized that I was going to have to leave her to go back to my assigned military base in another week and a half.
Chapter 6
It was after 1 P.M. when I saw my mother coming out of the house. I was sitting by the pool enjoying the warmth of the sun. I sat up and stared at her. My eyes opened wide. She had on a two piece white bikini. The top was only two thin strips of material, which did not entirely cover her areoles. The bottom was one strip of material, also not entirely covering her pussy. I had never seen my mother wear anything like that.
She saw my eyes and said, "You like? I stopped by a little shop and bought it on the way home."
I just nodded with my mouth suddenly dry. "It is gorgeous, amazing," I said.
I could feel my cock starting to grow. I was lying down so I put the book I was reading over my crotch in order to hide my obvious excitement. I know, after all we had done, I should not have been embarrassed. But I still didn't want my mother to think I was a total perv. She walked over and lay down on the lounge chair next to me.
"How did your showings go today?" I said to get my mind off my mother's nearly naked body.
"Wonderful. I think I sold a big one... if they can get financing."
"Great, that's wonderful."
"It wasn't all good. The couple was arguing about which house they liked best and then I got a call that my second showing who wanted to move the time up. It was very stressful. It's good to be home."
"Could you use a neck and shoulder massage?" I asked.
"Oh sweetie, would you? I would love it," she said.
"Of course," I said and hurried over behind her. As I placed my hands on her shoulders I glanced down and could see most of her tits. I felt safe in getting an erection as she could not see it. She moaned as I began to rub her neck and shoulders.
Mom sighed and leaned her head back. I could feel the back of her head touch my now swollen cock. I pressed toward her and suppressed a moan. My cock throbbed. I continued to massage her for some time, enjoying the view of her breasts.
"What a beautiful day. It's getting hot, though. You mind if I take off my top?" she asked.
I grinned from ear to ear and nodded vigorously. I watched as she untied her tiny top and pulled it from her breasts. Now they were totally bare.
I went back to massaging her. As I did, I gradually moved down until my hands reached her breasts. I bent over and slowly slid my hands over both of them. My mother moaned and arched her back to my probing hands. She was breathing heavily now. I used one hand to pull my penis out of my trunks. She didn't know it for a moment until it touched her shoulder. I began kneading her breasts and she moaned.
I gasped when Mom turned her head to the side and began to lick the shaft of my now throbbing cock. I noticed that her hand had slipped between her legs and was now rubbing her pussy.
A moment later she pulled away and looked up at me. She said, "Do you mind getting me a glass of wine?"
"Uh... yeah... sure," I said, surprised that she had interrupted the moment. But she had a way of doing that... defusing the tension and delaying my youthful sexual energy. I walked away with my cock still out of my swim suit and swinging in front of me. I had honestly never done that before.
I came back a moment later with my cock still hard and bouncing in front of me as I walked. I stood next to her and could see her eyes on my cock. I grew bold and straddled her waist, my cock staring her in the face. She did not seem surprised by my move and just smiled. I watched her sip her drink as I stood over her.
"Jerk off for me," she said.
"Huh?"
"Jerk off for me. I want to watch. I have never seen you do that. Show me how you like to have your cock stroked."
My face turned red, but I was too excited to say no. As she watched I began to masturbate. It felt good as always, but it was so much more exciting with my mother watching. I stroked myself slowly at first but then moved faster. I slowed again, moving my hand up and down until a bubble of pre-cum juice appeared at the tip. I moaned as my mother leaned forward and licked it off. I almost shot my load right there. I stopped stroking myself and bit my tongue to hold back my climax.



"Very good. It is good that you can hold back. Women like that," Mom said.
I barely heard her as I had to force all my concentration into not shooting at that moment. When the crisis had passed I started again. Mom kept me going, telling me to slow down when I got close. She wanted to watch me, but she also wanted to tease me. She was doing an excellent job of both.
Finally when she realized that I could stand no more she said, "Cum in my wine glass."
My eyes, which had been closed, opened in surprise. "What?" I said.
"Cum in my wine glass," she repeated.
I saw her holding the wine glass under my cock now. That was all it took. "Ahhhhiieeeee!!! I screamed as I pumped my cock fast. I aimed the head into her glass as I began to shoot. My sperm splattered into the wine causing some wine to splash out. I watched as blast after blast of my cum went into the swirling red wine. When I was empty I squeezed the last bit out. As I staggered back a step or two, I opened my eyes to see my mother smiling up at me again. Then I gasped as she brought the glass up to her lips and drank it all down, wine and sperm, in one long gulp.
I was still gasping for breath. I couldn't believe what I had just seen. My mother had asked me to squirt my cum into her glass and then she drank it down. I was shaking as I sat down on the lounge next to her. "Wow," I said.
"That was the best glass of wine I have ever tasted," Mom said with a lustful look.
I shook my head in wonder and smiled. How lucky can one guy get, I thought? Without a doubt I am the luckiest guy in the world. I stood and leaned over my mother and brought my lips to hers. She moaned as my tongue entered her mouth. I felt her hand slide up my thigh and grasp my flaccid cock. When I pulled away we were both breathing heavily and I had another erection.
I wondered if I was going to survive long enough to go back to my base. Then I felt a rush of sadness overwhelm me. I would have to leave in less than two weeks. That was very depressing. The only consolation was that I was only an hour or so plane ride or a few hours' drive away and we could visit often.
I whispered, "I love you, Mom." And I really, really meant it, but not like a son, but like a lover.
She smiled at me and said, "I love you too, Sweetheart."
But I didn't know how she meant it.
I leaned over and kissed her passionately again, still wondering if she meant that she loved me like I loved her. I hoped she did.
"I'm getting hot," she said and got up and walked over to the pool. Then to my surprise she stripped off the tiny bikini bottom, leaving her naked.
As I watched she bent over and tested the water.
I stared at her gorgeous ass and pussy. I could see everything, her pussy and asshole. I quickly took off my swim trunks and placed my hand on my cock, gently stroking it. My mother looked back at me and smiled. Then she dove in, breaking the spell. I watch her swim a couple laps before she climbed out of the pool. I stared at her beautiful nakedness.
She said, "Obviously I am not the only one who likes to be naked at the pool." Then she put a towel down and sat with her legs in the water.
I walked over and sat down beside her, wrapping my arm around her shoulder and pulling her close. We sat like that for some time just looking at the water and feeling the soft summer breeze drift across us.
A few moments later I turned and kissed her again. As we kissed I moved I moved onto my back with her on top. I could feel her soft bare breasts pressing to my chest. I could also feel her rapid heartbeat.
I pushed her over until she was on her back. Then I kissed down her neck and to her breasts. I sucked one very hard nipple into my mouth as I tweaked the other. I heard her moan and felt her squirming. I pulled away and slid into the water and between her legs. I lifted her legs and rested them on my shoulders. I pulled her closer and spread her legs so that her pussy was even with my mouth. She moaned as I began to slowly lick her.
I took my time, licking the outer lips first before gently flicking my tongue across the very swollen inner. I felt my mother's leg tighten around me and then her hand was on the back of my head.
"Eat me, Thomas, eat me," she gasped.
I stopped teasing and began to suck and lick her swollen clit. I then pushed my tongue deep into her very wet opening and tongue fucked her. I had to hold her hips down as she began to move up and down. Her hand tightened on the back of my head as she began to shake. I knew the signs now.
"Oh, Thomas... I'm going to... oh... cummmmmmm," she gasped.
I held on as she bucked and squirmed as waves of pleasure rippled through her. My nose and mouth were buried in her wet flesh forcing me to turn my head a bit in order to breathe. I continued to lick her as her first climax waned. She had fallen back on the towel and was moaning quietly, her hips still moving. I grasped her thighs and began to suck her again. I couldn't get enough of her sweet pussy.
"Thomas, Thomas, Thomas," she gasped and began to climax again, and then again, until she collapsed. She gently nudged my head back a bit letting me know that she was sensitive right then. Still I stayed where I was... the place I love more than any place in the world... between her legs.
While she relaxed I continued to very gently kiss and lick her sweet pussy. I kept at it for a long time before she was bucking her hips again. I made her climax three more times before her legs dropped from my shoulders in exhaustion. I could see her large breasts heaving up and down as she tried to catch her breath. I kissed her thighs until her breathing returned to normal. I pulled myself out of the pool and lay down beside her again.
She turned to me and said, "You are amazing. Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?"
"From you," I said with a smile.
She looked very surprised. She sat up and said, "You mean I was... you know, the first?"
I felt my face flush when I realized that I hadn't told her that I was a virgin. I nodded.
"You mean... that you have... you know, never done it before, that you are a... a virgin?" she asked with great surprise.
I nodded my head, unable to verbally admit that I was a virgin. My face turned red with embarrassment.
"Wow. I guess I am a cougar then," she said with a smile.
"You are too young to be a cougar. You are my mom," I said.
"A virgin," she whispered to herself in amazement.
I blushed even more.
She said, "That's nothing to be ashamed of. I know you didn't date in high school, but I just assumed that you and... you know the guys in the military with you would go out and have some fun."
I sighed and said, "No, I didn't go out much. I didn't want to go to some bar and pick up a whore."
"So you never even had a blowjob before?" she asked.
I shook my head.
She smiled and said, "Well, I am glad you hadn't had your cock sucked. I am proud that I was the first to give you a blowjob."
I smiled and said, "I'm glad too."
She leaned closer and said, "I have a secret too. You were the first cock that I ever sucked."
"Really? That's hard to believe," I said.
"Well, your father didn't much care for all of that. His parents were religious and very strict and he had some old fashion ideas. I am glad I didn't marry him," she said.
"So am I. That means that we both lost our oral virginity together," I said with a smile.
"Yes we did," she said.
I leaned over and kissed her. It seemed the right thing to do.
When Mom pulled away she looked down at my rock hard cock and smiled. "It never goes down."
"That is your fault," I teased.
She smiled and said, "Guilty as charged." Then she stood up and said, "Well I should go and get dinner ready." She patted my cock and said, "Hold that for later."
I sighed and lay back on the towel and watched her walk totally naked into the house. I am pretty sure she was exaggerating her hip swing for my benefit.
Chapter 7
I was in my room, having taken my shower, when I heard my mother call me to dinner. I was naked and debated putting on a robe. I finally decided to wear one. After all, I could take it off very quickly. When I entered I saw that my mother was wearing a yellow blouse that was totally see-thru and a pair of tiny boy shorts, which barely covered her pussy and did not cover her ass cheeks at all. I smiled.
Ignoring my surprised stare she said, "Sit down, dinner is ready."
I sat at the table and watched my mother move around the room, bringing over plates of food and silverware. We sat and ate, making small talk. I have to admit that I could not get the smile off my face. When we finished I said I would clean up the dishes. She said fine and that she had a couple calls to make.
I was just finishing up when my mother came back. She was carrying a bottle of champagne and two glasses. She still had on her see-thru shirt and shorts.
"What's the occasion?" I asked.
"I just got a call and the big house sold! It sold for over 2 million dollars. I have a really big check coming. And this sale will put me in the Chairman's club... where I get a year end bonus and a trip for two to Hawaii."
"Wow that is worth celebrating. You are doing really well then," I said.
"We are," she corrected.
We toasted her success and proceeded to drink most of the bottle. By then we were both quite tipsy. Mom's blouse had opened up further and she leaned over, exposing her gorgeous tits entirely.
Then something happened that really started to advance our relationship. It was probably the champagne, but whatever the reason I loved it. Mom told me to sit down on a kitchen chair, which I did as she came around the table. Then to my great shock she pulled her shorts off, leaving her naked from the waist down.
My cock was rock hard again and standing straight up. My mother turned her back to me and straddled my waist. I wondered what she had in mind. A moment later she pushed my cock down and sat on it... not with my cock in her pussy, but running along the wet and fleshy lips of her pussy. I gasped.
Mom was breathing heavily as she began to slowly move forward and backward, letting my cock slice through her swollen lips. I think the term is dry fucking, but I didn't know that then, and it was anything but dry. Mom's pussy was soaked. The feeling of her wet flesh on my cock forced me to bite my lip or risk climaxing.
Mom began to moan as I brought my hands up and grasped her sexy breasts. I squeezed and pinched them as she moaned. Then after a short period of time she began to shudder. A moment later she was climaxing. I could feel my cock becoming even wetter as waves of pleasure consumed her.
"Oh Goddddddd," she gasped as she squeezed her legs tightly around my cock. Her body convulsed and I had to hold onto her or she might have lost contact with my now throbbing cock. When her first climax ended she paused for a second, but then started moving again. Three climaxes later I was ready for release too.
It was too soon, but I could not hold back any longer. "Mom, Mom," I gasped, but she didn't seem to hear me. A moment later it was too late. I lifted my hips to increase the friction. My cock throbbed and a huge blast of cum spewed out of my cock head. I knew that I was blasting my cum on the chair and floor, but I couldn't have stopped if I had wanted to.
We both collapsed onto the chair, gasping for breath.
"Wow, that was good," I whispered.
"Yeah," Mom agreed.
When she stood up she looked down at the chair. "I had better get that cleaned up."
"I'll do it. You are tired from a busy and productive day. In fact, I want to do something special for you tomorrow to celebrate."
"Okay, what?" she asked.
"I am going to fix you dinner tomorrow night. Then after dinner I am going to give you a great massage. I will have a hot bath waiting for you after the massage. How does that sound?"
"That sounds wonderful. But you don't have to do all that."
"I do have to, and what's more, I want to. You have been so good to me. I think you are the best mom there has ever been."
I saw my mother start to tear up.
"I didn't mean to make you cry. I'm sorry," I said.
"They are good tears. They are tears of joy. I love you so much," she said.
I could see that she really did love me. "I love you too, Mom... more than life itself."
"You are going to make me cry again," she said.
I pulled her to me and kissed her. It was a passionate kiss, but so much more as well. I could feel my heart beating with love and there were butterflies in my stomach. I was head over heals in love with my mother. And now I was pretty sure she felt the same.
We were both still tipsy and Mom was really tired so we went to bed early. I kissed her at the door and went to my room. I felt stupid that I didn't at least suggest that we sleep together. Of course I would have been crushed if she had said no.
The next morning when I came down, Mom had left me a note saying she had to go into the office to finish the sale and it might take most of the day. That was fine because I had to run some errands to get the fixings for dinner.
Chapter 8
Mom arrived home about four and I was just finishing cleaning the house. Between the errands and cleaning the house I had been busy all day. When I started to prepare dinner Mom said she would help. I said no and that she could go watch her soaps that she records during the day. She smiled and kissed me before heading off to the living room.
It took me an hour or so to get dinner ready. I am not a skilled cook, but I can put together a pretty good meal. I prepared salmon in honey sauce, steamed broccoli, sweet potatoes, and wild rice. I also made chopped salad with her favorite balsamic dressing. I bought a bottle of white wine, and finally chocolate mousse for desert.
Mom was duly impressed. We enjoyed the dinner and I cleaned up as she finished watching her TV shows. Then I led her upstairs and helped her off with her clothes and laid her down on the bed. I had put on a special sheet so I could use oil to give her a massage without soiling her bed linen. Then I proceeded to spend almost an hour rubbing and massaging her body. She fell asleep several times.
Then it was on to the bathroom where I started a hot bath. She wrapped a towel around her hair to keep it from getting wet. I took off my clothes and joined her in the tub where I used a sponge to wash her back and then her gorgeous breasts.
I also availed myself of the opportunity to kiss her lips.
I stood Mom up and turned her around so that I could wash her wonderful ass cheeks. I rubbed the sponge up and down her cheeks and between the crack. She groaned when the sponge touched her little rose bud. I leaned forward and kissed her buttocks and received another moan.
I grew bold and opened her cheeks. To my surprise she bent over and pulled her cheeks apart. I groaned this time. I found her tiny back opening with my tongue. I could hear my mother breathing heavily and knew that she was getting very excited.
We spent over an hour in the tub enjoying the feel of two naked bodies so close together. I lay back with my mother in my arms, my hands on her breasts and her chest pressed to my chest. It was an incredibly emotional experience. I wondered again how I had gotten so lucky... to have a beautiful and young mom who I loved so dearly. One who was willing to share her sexuality with her son. I was living heaven on earth.
"I think we better get out of the tub, or we are going to end up like prunes," Mom said.
I had barely heard her in my dream state. When I felt her stand up and reach for a towel I realized that she had spoken. "Uh... yeah, sure. Let me dry off. While you are drying, I want to get your bed ready."
"Okay," she said, maybe sounding a little curious about what I had planned.
I dried in a hurry and went into her bedroom. I had already put her best silk sheets on the bed. I lit several scented candles around the room and then dimmed the lights. A few minutes later she came into the room wearing a towel around her and one still around her hair. She pulled the towel from her hair and dropped it, and then she opened the other towel and dropped it. There she was, naked in all her glory. My cock had been hard for an hour and it was now positively throbbing.
I opened my arms to her and she stepped into my embrace. We kissed. My cock was pressed between us, throbbing on her belly. I wanted her mouth on me and I wanted my mouth on her, but I wanted to hug and kiss her first. I led her over to the bed and laid her down. I crawled between her legs and lay gently on her, bringing my lips to hers again. We moaned as we kissed passionately. I suddenly realized that my cock was now lying on her stomach, just over her pussy. As we continued to kiss our movement allowed my cock to slid downward until the head was actually at the entrance to her pussy.
I pulled away from her and looked into her eyes. I could see passion and fire, but also concern.
I moved slightly and felt my cock nudge forward until the tip was lying inside the inner lips. One push and I would be inside her. Should I dare I wondered. I was scared. I didn't want to do anything that would damage our relationship. I remember she said we could not go any further, but I, of course, wanted to. I was also pretty sure that she wanted the same thing.
I was shaking with excitement. I stared into her eyes looking for a sign. Being young and inexperienced I still couldn't judge her. I wondered if she was waiting for me to make the first move. It seemed like I held the position for ten minutes but was probably only seconds. I gently, almost imperceptibly moved forward. I could feel her pussy opening just slightly, allowing half my head to slip inside. The feeling was almost indescribable. Here I was about to put my cock inside my mother... my own mother.
I pushed a little harder and suddenly the head slipped inside. My mother closed her eyes and I heard an almost imperceptible moan. She didn't say anything, and she didn't react negatively. I pushed again. Now I had several inches inside her. I was gasping for breath now, fighting not to climax and spoil it all. Suddenly I felt my mother spread her legs slightly. That allowed my hips to slip between and my cock to go deeper. I summonsed all my courage and pushed.
I was going to do it. I had to do it. Nothing in the world could stop me now, except my mother. I would stop in an instant if she wanted me too. My cock slid another inch and another. I could see that my mother's mouth was open as she tried to get enough oxygen. Her chest was now heaving up and down.
"God I hope she doesn't regret this," I thought. I would be crushed if I did anything to hurt our relationship.
A moment later I was all the way inside my mother's body. I had my cock all the way inside her pussy. My head was spinning. It felt like a dream. I feared that I would awaken and be in my own bed alone, dreaming. But the warmth and the wetness told me it was real. I had my cock in my mother. I still couldn't believe it. I was fucking my mother.
I lay down until my chest was pressed to hers and I kissed her, leaving my cock deep inside her. I didn't move my lower half. I was afraid it would end as soon as I started to move. I could feel her pussy pulsing inside, caressing my cock like a velvet glove. I had never felt anything so amazing, so erotic, and so beautiful. I felt like I had died and gone to heaven.
When our lips parted my mother looked up at me and whispered, "You can't cum in me... I am not on anything."
Oh my God, I wondered if I had heard her correctly. I think she was saying I could fuck her, but not cum in her. I said, "Are you sure?"
"It's wrong... so wrong, but I love you too much to deny you any longer, but you have to pull out before you climax," she said.



"Okay," whispered, my voice cracking with emotion. I would have promised her anything, however, I wasn't sure I could keep that promise.
My heart almost exploded. I was almost on overload at that point. My cock was throbbing so much that I feared that I was going to climax if I moved it. I had to settle down. But that was easier said than done.
It didn't help when I felt my mother's legs come up and wrap around my waist. I think she realized my struggle. "Go slowly," she whispered. "You can do it. When you feel like you are going to climax, reach down and squeeze the base of your cock hard until the feeling passes. When you can't take it any longer, pull out... please."
I wanted to answer, but nothing would come out but a squeak. Finally I choked out, "Okay."
I waited another couple of seconds before I slowly pulled back out until only the head was inside and then slid slowly back inside. I heard my mother moan and I groaned as well. I could feel her wonderfully tight pussy gripping my cock. It felt like there were fingers inside her squeezing my cock from top to bottom.
When I had it out until only the head was inside again, I paused and took several deep breaths. I tried to concentrate on something else, baseball, football, my military job, but nothing worked. I was getting very close. I quickly reached between my legs and squeezed my cock hard at the base. I held it for almost a minute before I felt the crisis pass. Then I was ready again.
I pushed slowly back inside her, feeling those fingers gripping me again. I heard my mother gasp and suddenly she squeezed her legs around my waist and began to climax. "Oh God, oh God, oh God," she gasped.
The pulsing inside her pussy almost brought me to a climax for a second time. She didn't know it, but she was milking me. I grabbed my cock and squeezed again. It worked quicker this time, but I had to hold it longer as my mother moaned and continued to climax multiple times.
When she caught her breath she leaned close to my ear and said, "Fuck me. Fuck your mother, sweetheart."
I trembled at her words and began to move in and out now. Slowly at first, until I felt I could control my climax for a little bit of time. Soon I was pounding into her, and she was climaxing again. However, before she had finished climaxing I felt my balls sending my cream up the shaft. It was the most difficult thing I had ever had to do, but I pulled out a second before my cock began to squirt. My cum squirted onto her belly, almost to her breasts. It felt like my balls were forcing every bit of my cum out of me and onto her. They almost hurt.
"Oh my God," I gasped as I fell onto my mother. Her arms were wrapped around me and her legs were around my waist. She was still trembling with her climax.
"I'm sorry," I said, embarrassed because I could not control myself longer.
"It's okay sweetheart. You will get better."
I felt a chill run down my spine at her words. "You will get better," meant we would do it again.
As I lay there I suddenly realized that my mother had taken my virginity. I was no longer a virgin and it was because of my own mother. My heart swelled with pride and excitement. Yet, when I thought about it, she had not taken my virginity. I had given it to her willingly and she had accepted it. It seemed that it was a gift for both of us... me especially. There was nobody else in the world that I would have rather had taken my virginity. I was head over heels in love with my mother!
After a few minutes I rolled off of my mother. "Let me get something to clean you up," I said and hurried to the bathroom. I cleaned myself in the bathroom and came back with a warm cloth for her. When she was clean I pulled her into my arms and we kissed. All the kisses had been wonderful, but this one was special. I had just fucked my mother! I couldn't imagine how it could get any better than that. It did.
We fell asleep and at some point I awaken. I was spooning my mother and my cock was hard. I wondered if I dared to put my cock in her again. Then I felt her move, pressing her ass back into me. She reached for my hand and brought it over to her breasts. She was awake. I took that as approval to slip inside her again. I positioned my cock at her entrance and slowly slipped inside. She moaned as I hit bottom.
"You are so big," she whispered.
"It's all for you, Mom," I said and felt her squeeze my hand which was covering her breast. Since I had climaxed a couple of hours earlier I knew I could hold back longer this time. I began to fuck her.
"Yes, Thomas, fuck me, fuck your mother good," she gasped.
I did. I moved in and out rapidly, holding her to me. It didn't take long for her to start climaxing. I felt the now familiar pulsing in her pussy. It took some effort but I made it past her first climax and then the second and third. I fucked her for at least twenty minutes before I felt that I had to climax.
"I have to pull out," I gasped.
"Okay," she whispered.
I pulled out just in time again, squirting my cum over her pussy and thighs. I collapsed onto the bed and snuggled up behind her and we fell asleep again.
Several hours later the light coming through the blinds woke me. I realized that my now soft cock was still between her thighs, which were a sticky mess. Mom groaned and turned over into my arms.
"We are a mess," I said.
"I know. Isn't it lovely," she said.
I pulled her to me and kissed her. I was hard again. However, since there was sperm all over her thighs and my cock, it would not have been good to put it back inside her. I was thinking about getting up when my mother solved the problem. With my cock between her thighs she began to move back and forth. Her soft yet strong thighs massaged my cock as it slid back and forth. My sperm lubricated the way. It wasn't near as good as her pussy, but it was better than nothing. It didn't take me long to climax and I squirted my sperm between her thighs. A few moments later I fell back to sleep with my mother in my arms.
Chapter 9
When I awoke the bed beside me was empty again. I looked at the bed and saw the mess I had made last night. I got up and changed the sheets and put on fresh ones. I wondered if I would get to sleep with her again tonight.
Then I went and showered and then dressed. I felt like I was walking on clouds as I went downstairs... that I was in a perpetual dream state. I knew that if it was a dream I didn't want to walk up. I was a bit disappointed that my Mom had left before I came downstairs. She left me a note saying she had some showings to do this morning and would see me later in the day. She signed it with "Love, Mom, XOXOXO".
I didn't get much done that morning as I just kept thinking of my mother. I remembered how her pussy felt as I moved in and out. I remember her moans of pleasure and I remember having her close to me all night. I was like a love sick school boy with a crush on a teacher, only this was not a teacher, it was my mother.
Thoughts of her continued to excite me and I had an erection most of the day. Everything was wonderful with the exception that I would have to go back to base next week. I wasn't sure how I could bear being without her. I began to feel that joining the military was the biggest mistake I had ever made. I told myself I was only a short flight away and we would see each other often, yet it held little consolation at this point.
When Mom got home that afternoon she was very tired. She had been on her feet all day and they were killing her. I told her to sit down and I would take care of that. I sat on a chair, picked up her leg and took off her shoes. She moaned as I began to massage her foot. My actions were not entirely altruistic in that I had a very nice view up her skirt. I could see her thin panties and my heart started beating rapidly and of course my cock got hard.
I worked on her feet for a long time and moved up to her calves. I realized that she had fallen asleep. I lifted her legs onto the sofa and let her rest. I went to the kitchen and started dinner.
Dinner was almost done when Mom came into the kitchen.
"Wow, I really went out. Sorry," she said.
"That's okay. You were tired. I have dinner almost ready."
"You are so sweet to me. What am I going to do when you are gone," she said, but then I am sure she regretted it when she saw the sad look on my face. Her smile faded.
Sensing what she was feeling I said, "I know, I feel the same way."
She tried to smile again and said, "We will not be that far away from each other, just an hour flight."
"Yeah, I keep telling myself that, but I don't like it," I said.
"Me either," she said. "Let's talk about something else." She reached out and took my hand.
I thought she just wanted to change the subject. However, it was something more serious.
"Thomas, you know what we did last night is so very wrong. I guess I should have known it would come to this," she said.
I didn't know where she was going with this so I remained quiet. Still I was very worried, almost sick to my stomach.
She sighed and said, "You know I love you, but not like a mother. I suppose I have known that for a long time. When I am around you I cannot seem to control myself. And now that we have... have, had intercourse, as well as the other things, I don't suppose we can ever go back to the way we were. And the truth is I don't want to."
I realized that I had been holding my breath. I let it out in a whoosh and smiled.
"But you understand we have to be very, very careful. No one can ever know about this... not your friends or mine. And it will be very difficult to not let something slip. In the long term we have to come up with a plan. Maybe we have to move somewhere. Maybe I can find a job near where you will be stationed. I have to think about that."
I loved what she was saying and wanted to jump for joy, but instead I just nodded. I couldn't speak. My heart pounding with excitement; she loved me enough to give up her job and move away. I didn't want her to do that, of course, but we would probably have to do something.
Finally my mother said, "Well we cannot solve this now. Let's go to bed and console each other."
I smiled and nodded enthusiastically. We held hands as we walked upstairs. I took her in my arms when we entered the bedroom and kissed her. I began pulling her blouse off as she tried to pull my shirt over my head at the same time.
"Maybe we should take our own clothes off," she said with a smile.
I agreed and we stripped in record time. A few moments later we were naked and on the bed. I kissed her passionately and she returned it by pushing her tongue into my mouth. Our tongues dueled as our passion grew. I kissed her ear and whispered, "I love you."
She returned, "I love you too."
Then she moaned and pulled me tighter to her. I kissed down her neck to her breasts. I sucked one nipple and then the other. I said, "I can still remember sucking milk from these breasts."
She looked surprised and I thought I had said something wrong. But then she said, "The last time you did it you were four years old."
"I know, but I definitely remember. How could I forget something so wonderful?" I said.
She smiled and closed her eyes as I continued to suck on her nipples. Finally I moved down, kissing across her belly. I watched as she spread her legs for me. I crawled in between and placed my mouth on her already wet pussy.
"Oh yes, eat me Thomas. I love your mouth on my pussy," she hissed excitedly.
I sucked her juicy pussy until she had climaxed several times. I pulled away with my face dripping with her juices. "I want to fuck you again."
"Yes, please," she whispered.
"I bought some rubbers today."
Her eyes opened wide. "No!" she almost screamed. "I hate those. Your father used them after I had you. It was terrible."
I was relieved as I didn't want to use them either.
"Okay, okay," I said quickly, surprised at her vehement response. I felt I had to add, "But pulling out it is kind of dangerous."
"I know, but we still have to be careful. I will go to the doctor next week and get on the pill."
I smiled. "Okay," I said as I crawled between her legs. "You want me to fuck you now," I teased.
"You know I do," she returned. "But when you get ready to climax I want you to come up here and let me suck you. I don't want to waste your sweet cream."
I smiled. "I can do that." Then under my breath I whispered, "I hope."
I knelt and Mom grasped my cock and placed at her opening. I began to push inside her, slowly, inch by inch. We both moaned when I hit bottom. It felt as good as it had the first two times, but I was more prepared to hold back my climax this time.
"So big, so big," I heard my mother whisper to herself.
I paused when I was all the way in, allowing her to get used to my cock. I could feel her pussy already pulsing, squeezing my cock like a soft glove. "Are you ready for me to fuck you, Mom? Tell me... tell me you want my cock."
"Oh yes, baby, fuck your mother. Fuck me hard and make me cum."
I did. I started slowly but then increased the tempo. I felt my mother's hip lift up to me. I returned the thrust now fucking her very fast. The room was suddenly filled with our moans and the sloppy sound of my cock going in and out of her very wet and swollen pussy.
"Oh Baby, I'm going to cummmmmmm," Mom screamed after only a few minutes.
"Yes, cum for me, cum on my cock, Mom," I hissed.
She did. I felt her pussy squeezing me in pulses of pleasure. It became a little more difficult to move in and out as her tight pussy spasmed in pleasure.
"Oh, oh, Godddddd," she gasped as one climax led to another and another. Soon it seemed that she was in a state of continuous climax. When her climax ended I continued to move in and out of her.
"Oh God, Thomas you are going to make me... oh God, climax again. Ahhhhhhiiiieeee."
It took a Herculean act not to climax too soon. I held back for a full twenty minutes. "Mom, I'm going to... ohhhhh," I have to pull out," I said. Her legs were still holding me tightly. "Mom, Mom," I gasped. At the last minute she allowed me to pull out. I had to move very quickly to get to her mouth.
I saw my mother open her mouth as she looked up at me. That was all it took. I pointed my cock at her open mouth and began to shoot. I watched through hooded eyes as her mouth filled with my cream. Unfortunately my aim was not perfect. While most went into her mouth several spurts hit her chin, one even hit her forhead. Mom didn't seem to mind. She drank my cum and then scooped what had landed on her chin, forehead and neck and swallowed that. I smiled and leaned down and kissed her, tasting my cum on her lips and tongue.
Chapter 10
We fucked two or three times over the next several days. We did it in every room and every piece of furniture.
I don't know whose libido was more out of control, hers or mine. We were like two teenagers who had learned about fucking for the first time. Of course for me it was the first time ever. For my Mom it was the first time in many years, but it didn't sound like it was very good with my father. So I guess it was a tie.
The truth was that it was getting more and more frustrating to have to pull out before climaxing. I seemed to be getting closer and closer to losing control. It also seemed that Mom was getting more careless with her actions and making it more difficult for me to pull out. When I warned her I was close she seemed to press harder into me or hold me tighter. It my have been an unconscious reaction to a natural desire to have a cock shooting sperm into a pussy. Or it might have been my imagination. Whatever the reason it was making me crazy with the desire to let nature take its course.
During the following week Mom and I had several conversations about what we might do in order for us to be together. She agreed to check the options of joining a branch of her real estate firm located near my base. We knew that I might not end up there, so we would have to wait to decide until I got my orders for my permanent duty. I said I would try to find out what it would take to be stationed there or somewhere closer to where we currently lived. It sounded like a good plan.
Still, as the days grew shorter until I had to leave, we both felt more and more sad. We both shed some tears, but we always ended up making love afterward. That was not a bad outcome in my opinion. I was particularly down the day before I had to leave. Mom said she had a surprise for me to cheer me up. I was hoping it was a sexual related surprise. It was of course.
I had just come back from running some errands when my Mom called me into the living room. I was surprised to see that she was wearing a costume she had bought years ago for a Halloween party. It was a naughty teacher outfit with a pinstriped vest and mini skirt. It was low cut at the top and the skirt had a slit in the thigh. She was sitting on the couch and had a riding crop that came with the outfit. On her legs were black stockings with garter straps that were not covered by the short skirt. She also had on a pair of school mistress type eye glasses sitting low on her nose. I smiled.
"Come here young man," Mom said pointing with the riding crop to the floor in front of her. She looked up at me and said, "I would get that smile off of your face."
It was difficult to get the smile off my face, but I did and said, "Yes ma am'."
"I have several reports that you have been behaving badly with the coeds at our academy. That is unacceptable."
"Uh... sorry."
"Yes you are going to be sorry. Several of the ladies have said that you have exposed yourself to them, asking them to look at your big cock. Is that true?"
"Is it true that I have a big cock or have exposed it to the ladies?" I said, trying not to smile.
"You know what I mean young man. Impertinence will not be tolerated at this our school."
"Uh... okay, yes I have large cock and I have exposed it to young girls."
"I see. Well, it is good that you are being honest, but I will judge if you have a large cock or not. Please take it out."
My eyes opened wide and then a small smile played at my lips. I slowly opened my zipper and reached inside and, with a bit of a struggled, I pulled my already erect cock out of my jeans.
"Well I see that the ladies were not lying," Mom said tapping the already dripping head gently with the end of the crop.
"All right young man, follow me." Mom got up and went to the stairs and I followed, my cock still out of my pants.
I watched her swaying ass as she moved up the stairs in front of me. She went into her bedroom and turned to me. "Strip please and lay on your back on the bed."
I stripped quickly and climbed onto the bed.
"Hands above your head," she said.
I put my hands above my head, and mom tied them together with a couple of scarves and attached them to the headboard. The she proceeded to open her jacket and allow me to see her always gorgeous tits.
"Now young man I am going to have to teach you a lesson. You have to learn to respect women at all times. You will learn that women are in control of that cock of yours and that it is an instrument for our pleasure. You need to learn both discipline and control. And you are very lucky because I am going to teach you."
By this time my cock was positively throbbing and dripping pre-cum juice.
"Now, we don't want you climaxing too soon so I am going to help you," my mother said as she produced what looked like a length of white shoe string. She proceeded to tie it around the base of my cock fairly tightly, by not uncomfortably. Then she wrapped her hand around my cock and began to stroke me.
She stroked my cock for a long time, building my excitement and then backing off. I was moaning and more than ready to climax, but she would have none of it. "Please," I begged.



"Sorry, young man, you have to learn control." A moment later her cell phone rang. "Oh, I have to get that. I will be back in a few minutes.
My mouth was agape as she got up and left the room. I lay there in sweet frustration as she spent maybe ten or fifteen minutes on the phone. She came back and found me like she had left... my cock had not gone down a fraction... maybe because of the shoe string or maybe it was just because I was so excited. I was finding that having to wait to have my pleasure was very exciting.
"Now, every young man must know how to use his tongue," my mother said as she proceeded to strip, taking off her skirt and panties, leaving only her nylons and high heels on. Then she climbed on the bed and turned away from me, giving me a wonderful view of her ass. She straddled me and backed up until she was over my face. "Young men should know how to pleasure all of their lover's holes, especially their asshole."
My cock throbbed and if it had not been tied I might have climaxed. I watched as my mother spread her cheeks and slowly lowered her ass to my mouth. I moaned and put out my tongue. I licked a circle around her little rosebud and heard her gasp. I decided to tease her now. I loved licking her ass and wanted my tongue inside, but wanted to tease her more. I continued to circle her hole as she began to get frantic, wanting my tongue inside her.
"Stick your tongue in my ass," she gasped as she grasped my cock and squeezed.
Finally I relented.
"Oh yes, tongue my ass, baby," she gasped as she pushed down on my tongue.
I could feel her fingers working on her clit as I tongue fucked her rear hole. It only took a few minutes before she was climaxing.
"Yes, yes, yes," she hissed as she began to shake in pleasure. I could feel her asshole clenching on my tongue with each wave that coursed through her. It took some time before she finally pulled her ass from my mouth.
"Wow," she whispered. "That was amazing."
I figured she was going to untie me now, but she didn't. She got back into her naughty teacher role.
"Now young man, it is time for you to learn to use that cock to please a woman. But first, I think we want to make sure you do not scream too loud and let people know what we are doing."
With that Mom picked up her panties. "This should do nicely, and they are very wet," she said as she showed me the soaked crotch. Now open your mouth like a good boy."
I smiled and opened my mouth as she folded up the tiny slip of panties. She put them into my mouth. I made a noise like I tasted a fine wine. Then my mother wrapped a scarf around my head to make sure I did not spit out the panties... not that I would have anyway.
I watched as she loosened the shoe string and took it off. My cock throbbed and a gush of pre-cum squirted out. I had been hard for about an hour now with Mom teasing me. When I realized that she was going to sit on my cock I wanted to warn her that I didn't know if I could hold back. I moaned through the gag and she just smiled and straddled my waist.
"You like this huh?" she said.
I shook my head, and mumbled again. I was powerless to stop her. I closed my eyes and tried to think of football, baseball, the grueling Army training I had endured, just to keep my mind from what was happening. I felt my mother take my cock in her hand and place it at her entrance. I began to shake as I felt her wonderful pussy sliding down my throbbing cock.
My head was spinning and I was sucking breath in through my nose. I tossed my head back and forth, anything to distract me from the incredible feeling of my mother's pussy sliding down my cock.
"Oh God, yes, yes," Mom gasped as she took my entire cock into her body. She paused at the bottom.
Before she began to move up and down I opened my eyes, trying to give her a pleading look.
"Yes, baby, I know it feels good. It does to me too," she said and then began to move up and down slowly.
I screamed through the gag, trying to distract myself. I closed my eyes tight to keep the image of my mother's breasts bouncing up and down from taking me over the top. Suddenly my mother started to climax. I could feel the ripples of her throbbing pussy running up and down my cock. I could take no more. "Mmmmmuuuummmmmm," I screamed in warning, but my mother was in the throes of a strong climax.
I tried to will the cum to stay in my balls. I was fighting a losing battle. The more I held back the more my cock throbbed. Finally it was too late. "Mummmmuuummmm!!!" I gasped as my cock exploded. And it really felt like it was exploding. The long delay and the continual excitement had produced a huge quantity of cum in my balls and every drop was being pumped into my mother's pussy.
I opened my eyes in time to watch my mother fall onto my chest. I wasn't sure at that point if she realized I had climaxed. But then I knew that she must have. My heavy breathing and hers forced our chests together. I felt so bad about not being able to hold back, but I also wanted so bad to kiss her. She must have been reading my mind because she untied the scarf and pulled her panties from my mouth before she let my hands lose. I wrapped them around her and we kissed. It went on for a long time. I could feel my still hard cock swimming in my sperm as it slowly dribbled out and over my balls.
When we parted lips I said, "Mom... I'm... I'm... sorry... I couldn't hold back." I had tears in my eyes. I couldn't look at her.
My mother rolled off of me and lay in my arm. She turned my head to her. "It wasn't your fault. I am the one to blame. I go carried away. I realize you were trying to warn me. It's okay."
"It's not okay. What if you get pregnant?"
Mom sighed and laid her head on my shoulder. "Well, I think it a safe time for me. But, even if it's not, we will deal with it."
Her calm demeanor surprised me and comforted me at the same time.
Then I decided to do something special for her. I kissed her lips passionately and she moaned. Then my hand found her breast and I began to play with it. I wanted her really worked up for what I was about to do. I kissed her neck and moved down to her nipples. I worked them over good before I began my journey again. I slowly worked my way down her stomach to her pubic mount.
I felt my Mom's hands on my head as if to stop my progress when I drew closer to her well fucked pussy. She said, "Thomas, wait. I will go and clean up."
"No," I whispered as I began to move again.
She made a half-hearted attempt to stop me again, but I would have none of it. "Thomas, what are you doing?" she hissed with excitement.
I looked up at her and saw her staring down at me with a combination of shock, excitement and love. I knew I was doing the right thing now.
I began to move again until I reached her clit. I paused there and licked her gently, with butterfly licks. She held my head and moaned again. Her hips began to move as I worked her clit. It didn't take long before she was lifting her hips and moaning loudly.
"God, Thomas," she gasped as she began to climax.
It was a strong one, but I wasn't ready to stop. When her bucking stopped I moved lower until I reached her sperm saturated pussy. I didn't hesitate and dove in, my tongue easily slipping into her sodden opening. I only had small tastes of my sperm from her mouth, but I realized that it wasn't good or bad. She had swallowed my cum and it was only right that I would pleasure her this way. I began to lick and suck her pulsing pussy as she began to buck her hips again.
"Thomas, Thomas, oh my God, what are you doing to me," she gasped.
I couldn't answer. There was nothing to say. She was loving this and now so was I. She began to climax again and I held on, continuing to plunge my tongue in and out of her. She climaxed several more times before I pulled away. When I did, her pussy was pretty much empty. As for me, my face was smeared with my sticky sperm.
I pulled up next to her and saw that her eyes were closed in bliss. When she opened her eyes she took my face in her hands and it seemed like she was about to kiss me. I repeated what she had said earlier, "Let me go clean up."
"No," she whispered. With that she pulled my sticky lips to hers and we kissed passionately. Then she surprised me when she proceeded to lick the sperm from my lips, chin, and cheeks. God, how I loved this woman!
We lay quietly together for some time. Finally I broke the silence and said, "Mom, did you ever want more children."
Mom was quiet for a long pause and then said, "Yes. I think because I was an only child, I was often lonely. I had neighbors who had six kids and they seemed so happy. It was always wild at their house, but mostly it seemed like fun. We would go over for Thanksgiving dinner and it was the best day of the year for me. It was chaos with kids laughing, banging in the kitchen, and the incredible smell of turkey and all the surrounding foods. So, yes, I always dreamed of having a family like that. But, unfortunately, it wasn't too be."
"You could... still... you know... meet someone... find a man... I mean you are young enough," I stuttered. I didn't want to say that, but I felt I had to. I felt bad that she had given all that up for me. Not only raising me as a single mom, but also now, with how our relationship had developed.
Mom almost sat up in the bed. "Don't you say that," she said, almost in anger, "You are the only man I need, the only man I ever wanted in my life."
"I'm sorry," I said with tears in my eyes. "I just don't want our relationship... for me to... cause you not to...," I said and turned away again.
Mom turned my face back to her again. "Thomas, you are the man I love. I could not imagine any man making me happier than you have. From the day you were born to this very moment." Then she kissed me.
The kiss quickly turned passionate and I felt my cock, which had shrunk a bit, start to harden again. We were both breathing heavy when we parted. "Can... can we... do it... again? I promise to pull out this time," I asked hopefully.
"I suppose the deed has already been done, so you don't have to pull out. Once more won't hurt."
I didn't know if that was true or not, but I was not about to argue. I crawled over my mother and got between her legs. I held myself up on my arms and looked down at her. She was so beautiful. I felt my heart almost explode with love. I felt her reach for my cock and place it at her opening. I kissed her and I lowered my body.
We both moaned as my cock slipped easily into her still very wet hole. We didn't fuck this time, we made love. I moved in and out of her slowly, with no rush or hurry. I wanted this one to last a long time. Mom wrapped her legs and arms around me and we began to move together. Her hips came up to meet mine as if in slow motion. It felt like a symphony with all the instruments perfectly in tune.
The feeling of being deep inside her pussy with the remains of my cum already surrounding my cock made it even more special. I began to fuck her harder. The room quickly filled with our groans and the amazingly sloppy sound of a hard cock pounding a very wet pussy. Mom started to climax almost immediately but it took me a bit longer. As I drew near to climaxing I almost warned her again but quickly realized that it wasn't necessary. Instead I said, "I'm going to cum in your sweet pussy, Mom."
"Fuck yes, fill me with your sweet juice," she said.
I was surprised at her language, but her use of the word "fuck" egged me on. I pounded her harder and finally bellowed, "Here it comes." And it did. I think I pumped out the largest load of sperm that I had ever released and that was saying something. It quickly filled her pussy and began to squish from the sides. Mom began to climax again as well.
To my amazement, after I had climaxed, I stayed hard inside her. My cock barely shrank and I fucked her again. I fucked her for a long, long time, making her climax multiple times before I released my final load. My balls were thoroughly drained. I had climaxed in her three times in a little over an hour. I was exhausted.
This time when I kissed down her body, she didn't stop me. Instead she pulled me around until we were lying side by side with my mouth close to her pussy and my cock near her mouth. I moaned as she took my cock into her mouth. Then as she made me hard again I began to lick her sperm drenched pussy. She climaxed several more times before I finally spurted into her mouth. Fuck, life is so good... what a lucky guy I am, I thought.
Mom and I slept together and then made love again in the morning. I didn't bother to ask and she didn't mention it so I came inside her again.
When we got up we were both unusually quiet. Neither of us wanted to think about the fact that I would have to go to the airport in a few hours. But I think it was more than that. I think we both felt a little guilty that I had climaxed four times in her otherwise fertile pussy. I was hoping that she was right about it not being a dangerous time of the month.
We made the most of the day and Mom drove me to the airport. I tried my best not to shed a tear, but it was impossible. We promised to e-mail everyday and text or phone when possible.
Chapter 11
To my great dismay I found out that during training everyone was restricted to the base. We were out on operations all day, everyday, and were exhausted when we finally got back to the barracks. Weekends were spent in classes. It was the most intense six weeks that I have ever experienced.
Mom and I were in communication as often as possible, but that was no substitute for being together. I was climbing the walls after only one week. I had dreams every night about Mom. While the dreams were good they could not hold a candle to reality. Mom and I agreed she would come up for my graduation. I could hardly bear the wait.
There was some good news in that I was going to be assigned to the base for at least a year after training. At least I would not be going overseas, for at least year anyway.
By the time graduation came around I hardly even cared. The only thing I wanted was to have Mom in my arms again. She would be up on Friday evening and was going to stay the weekend. I was at the airport two hours before her flight was due. When I finally saw her coming from the gate we both broke into a run. To the average stranger we looked more like girlfriend and boyfriend then mother and son... and that was a good thing. Mom looked great, even better than the last time I had seen her. She had a glow about her. We hugged and kissed and then kissed again. It seemed so natural that we didn't even think of the people around us and what they were thinking.
"Where are we staying?" I asked.
"The Hyatt at Lake Vista," she said.
"Wow, that is really exclusive and it must cost a bundle," I said.
"No problem. I got my commission check this week, and it was huge. Plus I have some news. I have decided to start my own real estate company here. I have the backing of some well healed investors... who I have sold big homes to in the past."
My eyes opened wide. "Really, a real estate company... here?" I said.
"Yes. I will tell you all about it later. Let's get to the hotel."
I took her to the hotel and we checked in as Mr. and Mrs. Cleaver. That was fun and I thought, "If they only knew." But we weren't lying. When the clerk gave us the key I saw a sly smile. On the key card package it said, "Penthouse Honeymoon Sweet."
"Honeymoon Suite," I whispered with wide eyes.
Mom smiled and said, "It is kind of a honeymoon, isn't it?"
I thought about the way I signed the register and said, "Yes, I guess it is."
Mom smiled and said, "I have everything planned for tonight. We have a 7 P.M. reservation at the Lake Overlook restaurant. Let's get showers and dress for dinner. And wear your uniform; you look so cute in it."
That was fine with me. I had my own plans and they fit perfectly with Mom's. I had spent most of my pay on a diamond ring. I of course knew we could never really marry, but we could be together in all other aspects. I figured I could give it to her at dinner.
"Wow," I said as we walked into the suite. "This had to cost a fortune."
"It would have, but the hotel is owned by one of my investors. He gave it to me for the cost of a regular room, which is not that cheap either."
"It pays to have friends in high places I guess."
Mom smiled.
When the bell hop was gone I pulled my mother into my arms and kissed her passionately. We both were breathing more heavily when we parted. When I tried to touch my mother in a sexual way she said, "Not until later."
"Why. I am going crazy here. It has been six weeks. I'm only human."
"Don't worry; I will make up for it later."
I smiled and then said, "Did you... get... you know... on the pill?"
"Kind of," she returned.
"Kind of... you either did or you didn't."
"I will explain all in due time."
When I opened my mouth my mother put her finger on my lips.
She said again, "All in due time."
I gave up and looked around. There was a huge living room with plush sofa's and chairs. The windows were floor to ceiling and overlooked the lake. The bedroom was gigantic with a Victorian bed. In the same room was a huge tub that also allowed a view of the lake.
"We don't even need to leave the room," I said.
"We might not, other than to eat and for your graduation," she returned with a big smile. "Okay, why don't you get dressed and I will do the same."
I was surprised when Mom went into the bathroom to change.
She saw my look and said, "Just be patient."
"All right, but you are driving me crazy," I said sincerely.
She kissed me quickly and patted my cheek and then went into the bathroom.
I of course was ready very quickly, having only to slip my dress uniform on. I waited for about twenty minutes for Mom to come out of the bathroom. It was worth the wait.
"Wow," I exclaimed. When she came out she was wearing a new dress. It bright blue and was cut very, very low in the front. In fact, if she was not careful her areoles would show. It was also very short. I liked it, but I was pretty sure it would cause quite a stir at the restaurant.
"Do you like it?"
"Oh God, of course. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in my live, and I mean that sincerely."
"Thank you, sweetheart. And you are the handsomest soldier I have ever seen, not to mention young man."
"Then we are quite a pair," I said as I took her arm and put it in mine. We left the room for the restaurant. When we got there I saw the maitre d' eyes open wide when he saw my mother. He was staring right at her gorgeous breasts. I felt a little anger welling up and suppressed it. I wasn't going to get into an altercation with a head waiter and spoil the evening. Besides I was the one going home with the gorgeous lady. Eat your heart out, buster, I thought.
The restaurant had outside seating. There were a number of gazebos at the end of short wooden piers. Some of the gazebo's had multiple tables and other's had single tables. We had a single table. After we were seated I excused myself and went to the maitre d'. The first thing he said was, "Young man you have a beautiful girlfriend."
I had to smile. "Thank you. I would like a special bottle of champagne delivered to our table. I am going to ask my mo... uh my girlfriend to marry me."
"Oh, we have the perfect thing. It is a special champagne and we put a label on it that says 'Marry Me'".
"Perfect," I said. "Bring it out in about ten minutes."
I returned to the table and sat down. We ordered drinks and then the maitre d' brought out the champagne. "Oh the house," he said and sat the bottle down with the label facing toward me. He winked at me and hurried off.



Suddenly I was as nervous as I had ever been in my life. Every fear I could imagine piled up on me. "Would she say no? Would she be embarrassed? Would she think that I am just a kid with delusional fantasies? Was I crazy?"
I stood up suddenly and my knees were shaking. I walked around my mother's chair with her looking at me strangely. Then I dropped to my knee and I pulled the ring box out of my pocket and almost dropped it as I tried to open it. I took her hand.
I heard my mother gasp when she realized what I was about to do. I summonsed every ounce of courage I owned. "Mom," I said, my voice quivering. "Mom, I know... I know we can never really be married... but I want to be with you for the rest of my life. I love you with all my heart and soul. And if you will have me, I want to marry you."
There I had said it. It was all out in the open and while I was relieved that I had gotten it out without too much stuttering I was still shaking. I didn't even realize that I was holding my breath.
I saw my mother's eyes tear up. "Oh God," I thought, "She is going to say no."
"Oh Thomas, I love you too, so, so much. Yes, I will marry you."
I was incredibly relieved but I had to get up or risk falling on my face. I hurried around to my chair and sat down.
Suddenly I heard cheers from the other tables. I was pretty sure they had not heard what I said, but there was no doubt about what I was asking, however. Then they were tapping glasses for us to kiss. I leaned over and kissed my mother. I moaned when she slipped her tongue into my waiting mouth.
Then I did the same, pushing my tongue back into her mouth. I had to control an incredible impulse to reach up and grasp her breasts.
Suddenly I heard someone clearing his throat. "May I pour the champagne for you and your fiancé?"
"Uh, yes," I said realizing that the waiter had quite a view of my mother's lovely breasts, if not her pussy as well. My face turned red but Mom didn't seem the least bit concerned.
We then ordered dinner and drank the entire bottle of champagne. I am not sure it was the best champagne in the world because, while I was not used to drinking, it did not make either of us drunk.
By the time we were done dinner the sun had set and the horizon was cast in a gorgeous orange glow. I took my mother's hand and brought it to my lips. "You have made me the happiest man on earth."
"And you have made me the happiest woman on earth. The only time I was happier was the day you were born," she said as tears began to stream down her cheeks. "There were people that wanted me to do away with my pregnancy... get an abortion, but I knew I could never do that, never ever."
I leaned over and kissed the tears from her cheeks. Then I kissed her lips, pulling her body tightly to me. I could feel her soft breasts pressed to my chest and I began to get an erection.
Mom twisted in my arms and turned toward the setting sun. She leaned back into me and I kissed her neck. I looked back at the restaurant to make sure the waiter was nowhere in sight. There were a few people on the beach but it was too dark for them to see us. Then I slowly pulled Mom's top down until her breasts were bare. I took them into my hands.
"Oh Thomas," Mom gasped. I felt her moving her hand and realized that she had pulled the front of her dress up. My fingers immediately found her very wet pussy. We were both suddenly breathing heavily.
Mom said, "We had better be careful or we are going to get arrested. And it might cause a stir when a mother and son are taken in for groping each other in a restaurant."
"I suppose you are right."
Then she turned to me and looked into my eyes. She said, "Thomas, I want you to take my virginity."
I looked at her with raised eyebrows. I figured she was kidding. "I think that happened a long time ago," I said with a smile.
"I have another place that no man has been allowed," she said with her own smile.
I am not dumb, but for several long moments I had no idea what she meant. Then suddenly it dawned on me. My eyes opened wide and my cock pulsed against her.
Mom reached down and grasped my tented trousers. "I think this part of you has guessed what I am talking about." She then quickly straightened her dress and took my hand almost dragging me from the gazebo.
"Don't we have to pay?" I asked, still dazed at her comment.
"They will bill the room, now hurry."
As soon as the door was closed and locked Mom was in my arms again. We kissed for several minutes before she pulled away.
"I have to get ready. I have a special outfit for tonight."
I just wanted to rip her clothes off and take her right there, but she would have none of it. "Sit down and watch TV or something."
"Yeah, right," I returned. I sat down and tried to entertain myself, but I could think of nothing but what was about to happen. I still couldn't believe my mother was going to let me fuck her in the ass. Yet I was positive that is what she meant by taking her virginity.
Chapter 12
It seemed like hours but was probably only twenty minutes or so before Mom came out of the bathroom. As always she astounded me with her beauty and what she was now wearing. She was dressed in a white corset, stockings and garters. I was already panting with excitement.
Mom came over to me and kissed me passionately. Then she whispered, "You have to be gentle and use lube when you fuck my ass. I have never done this before."
Well there it was, she said it... she was going to let me fuck her ass. I was shaking with excitement. I knew that people did anal sex, of course, but I never thought I would be doing it, especially not to my own mother.
"Do you mind if I get on top? It will be easier for me to control," she said.
I was too excited to answer so I just shook my head. Then we went into the bedroom. I was already naked so I lay down on my back. My cock was hard and throbbing. Looking at it I began to wonder how she would ever get my cock in her tiny asshole. I knew from having my tongue and finger in there that it was really, really tight. I said, "Are... are... you sure about this, Mom?"
"Yes. If it hurts too much I will stop." She picked up a tube of lube and bent over to my cock. Before she put the lube on she took my cock into her mouth. I moaned. When she pulled away she had a worried look on her face. I knew she was a little scared and so was I. Yet I also knew that she was determined to do this.
Mom lubed my cock, stroking it to make sure it was very slick. Then she stood on the bed and squatted over my throbbing cock. She spread her cheeks and lowered herself. She gasped and jumped a little when the head of my cock touched her tiny rear hole. Her eyes were closed in concentration as she began to gradually push down. I could feel her little rose resisting. I held my breath. Suddenly her sphincter opened and the head popped in.
"Oh, oh, oh," Mom gasped.
"Am I hurting you," I asked with concern.
"No, no, I just need to go slow," she returned as I felt her push down a little more.
I gritted my teeth as the tightness of her sphincter snapped around the crown of my cock like a tight rubber band.
Mom was gasping for breath and her eyes were squeezed shut. She paused for several long moments. Then she took several deep breaths and pushed again.
"Ahhhh, Thomas," she gasped as inch or two of my cock slipped inside her.
I was in my typical effort of fighting not to cum. I actually think the tightness of her ass helped that.
Mom paused again. She opened her eyes for a moment and smiled at me. Then she closed them again and pushed. "Mmmmmm," she gasped this time as several more inches slipped inside. "Al... almost... there," she hissed.
With one hard push and a loud moan from Mom, my cock was entirely encased in her asshole. Her ass cheeks were on my thighs now. She had it all.
Mom opened her eyes and took a deep breath of relief. "I did it," she said. "I have your entire cock in my ass."
"Does it hurt?" I asked.
"Yes, a little. But I think it will be fine after I have time to adjust. Let me rest a minute."
"Sure, you wanna talk about sports or something," I joked.
"I don't think so," she answered with a smile.
I could feel Mom's ass contracting on my cock. My cock was so deep that I could even feel her heartbeat. With each beat her channel pulsed and squeezed my cock tight. I had to think about sports or risk climaxing.
It was several minutes before Mom said, "Okay." With that she began to pull upward. "Ahhhh," she moaned as my cock slipped out of her ass until only the head was left inside. Then she moved back down very slowly. She did this three or four times, unknowingly driving me crazy. "It's feeling... feeling good... now," she said.
I still didn't move. I wanted her to control everything and move at her own pace. I reached up, grasp her breasts, and play with the nipples. That brought a moan of pleasure from her. Soon Mom started to move faster, at an even pace. She would pull all the way up until at the crown of my cock and then go all the way back down. Gradually her movements grew faster until she was moving at a steady clip.
"Oh Thomas, it feels so good to have your cock in my ass. I never knew it could feel this good. I love it."
"Me too," I hissed.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh God, Baby, I'm going to cum. Yes, ohhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhh."
Mom began to climax. As she did her asshole grabbed my cock like a velvet vise. I knew I couldn't last long. The pulsing inside her asshole made my cock pulse as well. "Mom... Mom, I'm going to... to cummmmmmm," I screamed.
"Yes, Baby, cum in your mother's asshole. Cum for me, ohhhhhhhhh."
My cock expanded and I could feel the sperm shooting up the shaft.
"I can feel it, I can feel it, Baby. Pour your sweet juices into my ass. I'm going to... to... yes, yes, ohhhhhhhhh, Thomas."
The spasms of her asshole were sucking the cum out of me. It felt like my balls were being sucked dry. Our climaxes ended at the same time and Mom fell forward onto my chest. Our chests heaved in an attempt to regain our breath. It took several long minutes.
"Wow," I gasped. I could still feel my mother's ass contracting on my cock.
"Wow, is right," Mom agreed. "That was... was wonderful. I never knew."
"Me either," I whispered. Then I pulled my mother's lips to mine and we kissed. I pulled away and said, "Want to do it again?"
Her eyes opened wide when she realized that my cock was still hard inside her. She smiled brightly and said, "Yes."
That started another round of ass fucking. This time Mom was very aggressive. She bounced up and down on my cock like it was in her pussy. Mom climaxed five or six times over the next twenty minutes. Finally I took over and flipped her over until I was on top of her. I lifted her legs and began to thrust into her rapidly. It was too much for me and I moaned, "I'm going to cum."
"Yes, yes, cum in my ass again. Oh yes, I'm going to cummmmmmm tooooo."
Finally I collapsed to the side and I pulled her into my arms. I must have dozed off because when I awaken Mom was lying beside me naked. She was looking at her ring.
"Do you like it?" I asked.
She looked up startled. She smiled, "I love it. It is beautiful, but you shouldn't have spent so much money."
"Why? There is nothing I would rather spend my money on."
"Thank you," she said and leaned over and kissed me. When she pulled away she looked pensive.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing. I have to tell you something."
"Okay," I said, figuring she was going to tell me something about her new business.
"Well you remember when you asked me about getting on the pill and I said I had protection, kind of?"
"Yes," I said curiously.
"Well, I found out that I don't need the pill."
I wondered why. My heart sank a bit when I thought that she was going to tell me that she couldn't have any more children. Yet, I knew if she didn't find another man it that would be impossible. Of course I didn't want her to find another man... it would kill me.
Then I thought there might be some other medical problem. "What's wrong?" I asked, now very concerned.
"Well, nothing is really wrong. I went to the doctor last week and she said confirmed what I kind of already knew," she said.
In my head I was thinking, "Oh my God, she has cancer." But that didn't make sense since she said nothing was really wrong.
"What's the problem," I asked.
"The doctor said... uh that... that I'm... uh... that I'm... pregnant!" she finished in a rush.
You could have heard a pin drop in the room. The only noise was our heavy breathing. I was totally floored. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I didn't know what to say or how to act. It had to be mine, of course. But what did that mean for us? How did she feel about it? Was she upset, scared like me, or happy?" "Uh... I... are... you okay with it?" I asked. I couldn't read her.
She took my hand and said, "Anything that comes from you and me has to be good. I was a bit shocked, at least at first, because I thought it was my safe time, but it obviously wasn't." She paused and looked into my eyes. "Remember when you asked if I wanted more children and you said I could find someone to get me pregnant?"
I nodded with a very dry mouth.
"Well, I found him. Thomas, you are going to be a father. I am glad you asked me to marry you. I never wanted to marry your father, but I do want to marry you," she said, and finally smiled.
Those words hit me like a ton of bricks. I heard her words again, "You are going to be a father." I was going to be a father. My head was spinning.
"Are you happy about that?" she asked with a concerned look.
"Ye... yes... I just... I just never dreamed that you and I could... would have kids together."
"Maybe we will have more than one... maybe three or more," she said, her face glowing.
I remembered when I first saw her after six weeks away and I thought that she was positively glowing. As I looked at her now I could see that her breasts were slightly bigger. I got a big smile on my face. I reached for one of her breasts and said, "So I can suck on these milk filled tits like when I was a little boy?"
"Oh you," she said and slapped my hand. "But yes, you can suck all the milk you want, as long as you leave some for our baby."
The words echoed in my head again. "Our baby. I'm going to be a father," I said. "I love you, I love you, I love you, Mom." I grabbed her in a bear hug. Tears were in my eyes.
"I love you too, Daddy. But we have a while before the big day. Let's make use of it. Why don't you go clean up and come back here and fuck me. You don't ever have to worry about cumming inside your mother anymore. I want every drop of your precious juice. Even when I am old and gray."
I rolled over on her and kissed her passionately. Then I reluctantly crawled out of bed and went to take a shower. When I came back Mom was laying on the bed waiting for me. I crawled between her legs and said, "Put my cock inside you."
"Yes," she said as she grabbed my cock and placed at her opening. "Fuck me, Thomas. Fuck your future wife and mother. I love you."
I moaned as my cock slipped into her already very wet pussy. I fucked her with abandon. We both climaxed fairly quickly with the knowledge of our future playing in our heads.
For the rest of the weekend we only left the room for my graduation. The rest of the time we made love. I lost count, but by the time Mom had to leave we were both totally exhausted, but very happy.
Epilog
Well here we are almost four years later. Things have changed pretty dramatically in my Mom's and my life. First of all there are two healthy and happy children; a boy and a girl, and another in the oven. Mom won't tell me whether it is a boy or girl, but I know she would like another girl. I am in my last year of college and will go to work for my Mom as a senior vice president. Not bad for a recent college graduate. I only stayed in the Army for a year. After the end of the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq, the Army wanted to downsize. They asked for volunteers to exit the military. I was first in line.
The firm is doing well and Mom has 15 sales agents. The house is crazy now with screaming kids and changing diapers. Mom hired a live-in nanny, a grandmother type who has fit in with our family very well. Mom's parents had passed a few years ago. Since I never had the luxury of having grandparents it will be nice for our kids. The nanny thinks that we are just a May/December couple and is very supportive.
As for Mom and I, sex has never been better. Many women lose their interest in sex when they become pregnant, but not my mother. Her libido goes into overdrive when she is with child. In fact, we had sex right up until she was one week from delivery and we were having sex again within three weeks after. We believe she became pregnant for the second time when we had sex for the first time after the birth of Justin.
It has been really hard to learn to call Mom, Dawn. Since the kids were born she has taken to calling me Dad and I call her Mom. That is very convenient for us.
Dawn is as creative as ever in our sexual activity. We have date night once a week where we go out on a date and have 12 hours without the kids. We have sex at least five times a week, if not more. She still loves anal sex and just last week I was sitting on the balcony when she came out and sat on my lap. She reached down and freed my almost always hard cock and sat on it, taking my cock into her ass in one quick movement. When the nanny came out to ask a question Mom answered as if we were just casually spending time together. Fortunately the nanny could not see that my cock was up her ass. We often show affection around her, so it wasn't unusual for her to be sitting on my lap.
I also have no complaint about Mom sharing her milk filled breasts. She never has to use an extractor to remove excess milk. I am there for that.
Things have worked out with regard to our legal status as well. We found out that my father left for Africa years ago and has never been heard from since. Since Mom never divorced him, never changed her name back, and he was never declared dead, I have taken on his persona from a documents stand point. I signed my name, Thomas Jason Cleaver, on the birth certificates. There is little chance of anyone finding out that we are mother and son.
Interestingly enough we both like the idea that we are mother and son, lovers, as well as husband and wife. We often refer to that when we are having sex. It seems to add naughtiness to our relationship.
We also moved to Texas so that no one would know that we were mother and son. We bought a big country horse farm with a couple hundred acres and now raise horses in our spare time. We have a couple of farmhands to take care of the outside chores. The ranch is isolated so we don't have to deal with the outside world except in a business capacity. It works perfectly for us.
So life is wonderful. Our type of relationship is not for everyone and I would not recommend it for most, but for us it works perfectly.
The End
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